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Abstract
This capstone project takes the form of a popular fiction novel that introduces parts of the
academic discussion on capitalism to a wider audience through storytelling. Using a fictional
fiscal crisis in New York as its setting, the novel discusses the relationship between capitalism
and democracy. It therefore aims to address the underrepresentation of the debate on capitalism
in SRSXODUHQWHUWDLQPHQWDQGUDLVHDZDUHQHVVDERXWVRPHRIWKHGHEDWH¶VNH\LVVXHV
Popular culture be that music, film, books, media, videogames or advertisement surround
our lives and expose us to a plethora of messages that help shape our understanding of the world
around us. In that sense popular culture both reflects and shapes society. Even so, some parts of
society are reflected more than others and this gap is particularly apparent in the way discussion
about capitalism is reflected LQWRGD\¶VSRSXODUHQWHUWDLQPHQW
Since the 2008 financial crisis, public interest in political economic topics has risen. In
2011 the Occupy Wall Street Movement raised public awareness about economic inequality, and
in 2012 a survey by Pew Research Center shows about two-thirds of the American public believe
WKHFRQIOLFWEHWZHHQWKHULFKDQGSRRUZDV³YHU\VWURQJ´RU³VWURQJ´, up 19 percentage points
since 2009. There has been attempts to capture this trend in popular entertainment, yet none of
the top selling fiction novels and movies since 2008 through 2015 feature stories on capitalism.
For instance the movies Joy and The Big Short, the only two movies out of 144 that
features a capitalistic centered theme, earned a combined 0.7 percent of the total $11.1 billion in
the 2015 domestic box office revenue, reflecting the degree to which capitalism is represented in
popular entertainment that, if movies mirror society, falls short of the sentiment reflected in the
Pew Research survey or the Occupy Wall Street Movement.
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It raises the question whether capitalism makes for a likeable topic in the first place. Does
realism have a place in popular entertainment when it is escapism that draws in a large audience?
6XVDQ6RQWDJ¶VUHPLQder on anyone attempting to impose PRUDOLW\RQOLWHUDWXUHLVWR³OHWWKH
dedicated activist never overshadow the dedicated servant of literature ± that matchless
VWRU\WHOOHU´
This capstone project therefore seeks to address two questions. First, what can a fictional
DFFRXQWRI1HZ<RUN¶VILVFDOFULVLVWHOOXVDERXWWKHUHODWLRQVKLSEetween capitalism and
democracy, and second, how to explain this relationship using popular entertainment that appeals
to a mass audience? The novel must overcome the difficulty of simplifying the complex and dry
topic of capitalism and condense it into a story WKDWZLOOJULSUHDGHUV¶DWWHQWLRQ
7KHVWRU\¶VFRQFHSWLVDVIROORZV$s New York City is on the verge of bankruptcy,
newspaper reporter Elliott and photojournalist Bridget must race against time to expose
corruption in public housing sales before a group of radical activists resort to terrorism to stop
the injustice. But can Elliott and Bridget succeed, when powerful business interests obstruct their
LQYHVWLJDWLRQDQGWKHDFWLYLVWV¶HQLJPDWLFOHDGHUGUDZVWKHSDLUGHHSHULQWRKLVZRUOGRI
violence?
The reason for using novel writing for this project is that despite WRGD\¶V emphasis on
HVFDSLVPVWRU\WHOOLQJUHPDLQVDQHIIHFWLYHWRRORIHGXFDWLRQ)URP&KDUOHV'LFNHQV¶ A

Christmas Carol , which raised awareness on child labor, WR$\Q5DQG¶VAtlas Shrugged with its
advocacy of individualism and capitalism, storytelling can opeQUHDGHUV¶PLQGV
The novels focuses on the conflict between capitalism and democracy through the
VWUXJJOHIRU1HZ<RUN¶VSXEOLFKRXVLQJLQDWLPHRIFULVLV2QRQHKDQGFUHGLWRUVGHPDQG1HZ
York sell its public housing to pay up its debt, while on the other hand citizens demand the city
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maintain public housing. The story explains the role of debt and how it affects society and
WKHUHE\GUDZUHDGHUV¶DWWHQWLRQWRthe fundamental role financial capitalism plays and how it has
been a key driver, although not necessarily the cause, behind many of worldwide financial crises
from the one in New York in 1975 to recently in Greece.
In writing the novel I follow the conventional novel writing techniques to produce a story
that despite its complicated and polarizing topic of capitalism appeals to a mass audience. Key to
DFKLHYLQJWKLVLVFKDUDFWHULGHQWLILFDWLRQ7KHQRYHO¶VWZRPDLQFKDUDFWHUVElliott and Bridget,
UHSUHVHQWUHDGHUV¶SRODUL]HGYLHZVRQthat topic. It enables readers to follow the story through the
point of view of the character who most closely resemble their personal view, thereby avoiding
the impression of grandstanding that Sontag has warned writers about. The alternating views do
not result in a conflicting message, rather it allows the novel to depict the conflict between
capitalism and democracy through different angles, giving readers the freedom to draw their own
FRQFOXVLRQIURPLW7KHLUFRQFOXVLRQWKHQLVZKDW,KRSHZLOOPRUHFORVHO\UHIOHFWVRFLHW\¶V
sentiment on the question of income inequality.
The significance of this capstone project is not merely in introducing a critical take on
capitalism, but also in trying to shift the public debate on capitalism beyond the tired dispute of
capitalism versus socialism, which has only divided the public along partisan lines, to the more
salient question of capitalism versus democracy. This project is also an attempt to defy popular
HQWHUWDLQPHQW¶VSUHYDLOLQJWUHQGRISXUVXLQJSURILWE\SXVKLQJHVFDSLVPWRWKHSRLQWRIORVLQJ
touch with reality. It aims to show that what is relevant can also be entertaining.
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Political Economy in Popular Fiction: White Paper
Introduction
A 2010 study by the Kaiser Family Institute has shown that youth between the
ages of 8 and 18 spend about seven hours per day with entertainment media such as TV,
music and books, a finding that highlights the pervasive influence of popular culture. In

Rethinking Popular Culture and Media , Elizabeth Marshall and Özlem Sensoy ask what
HGXFDWRUVVKRXOGGRLIWKHOLYHVRI\RXWKDUH³WKRURXJKO\VDWXUDWHGE\FRUSRUDWH
influences that promote values of consumption, competition, hierarchy, sexism,
homophobia, raciVPDQGFRQWHPSWIRUHTXDOLW\´<HWDQRWKHUTXHVWLRQZRXOGEHZKHWKHU
popular culture can develop a counter narrative against these corporate influences.
Since the 2008 financial crisis, there has been renewed interest in the political
economic theme of class struggle1. In 2011 the Occupy Wall Street Movement raised
public awareness about economic inequality, and in 2012 a survey by Pew Research
Center shows about two-third of the American public believe the conflict between the
ULFKDQGSRRUZDV³YHU\VWURQJ´RU³VWURQJ´XSSHUFHQWDJHSRLQWVVLQFH2. Still,
this trend in society is hardly reflected in popular entertainment.
Out of the 258 fiction novels that topped the New York Times bestseller list from
2008 through 2015, none had a political economic or social justice theme3. The closest to
UHODWLQJWRWKHVHWRSLFVZHUH-RKQ*ULVKDP¶V The Appeal and Gray Mountain, both
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
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IHDWXULQJODZ\HUVWDNLQJRQELJFRPSDQLHV-RKQ6DQGIRUG¶VShock Wave about a criminal
investigation into a series of anti-capitalisWPRWLYDWHGERPELQJVDQG*OHQQ%HFN¶V The

Overton Window, which tells the conspiracy-like story of Big Government taking over
$PHULFD¶VOLEHUW\
Out of the 1,227 movies on the box office list from 2008 through 2015, none of
the top ten most popular films featured a political economic or social justice theme4.
Instead year after year, fantasy, science fiction, superheroes, and action movies
dominated the list of 1,227 movies with one exception in 2014 when American Sniper
became number one.
Even so, a few PRYLHVDERXW:DOO6WUHHWKDGEHHQPDGHLQFOXGLQJ2OLYHU6WRQH¶V

Wall Street: Money Never Sleeps which ranked 64th in 2010. Meanwhile Margin Call ,
which recounts the onset of the 2008 financial crisis and had received positive reviews,
earned a meager $5.35 million to make it the second-worst performer among the 157
movies ranked in 2011. In 2015 the movies Joy and The Big Short, both featuring some
RIWRGD\¶VELJJHVW+ROO\ZRRGVWDUVLQVWRULHVDERXWHQWUHSUHQHXUVKLSDQGWKHPDUNHW
crash, ranked 65 and 69 respectively on the domestic box office list of 144 movies. The
two earned a combined $75.3 million out of the $11.1 billion in domestic box office
UHYHQXHWKDW\HDU7KDW¶VSHUFHQWRIWKHWRWDOVKDUHLQGLFDWLQJFDSLWDOLVP¶V
representation in popuODUHQWHUWDLQPHQWWKDWLIPRYLHVDUHDUHIOHFWLRQRIVRFLHW\¶V
sentiment, falls short of the sentiment reflected in the Pew Research survey or the
Occupy Wall Street Movement.
The topic of political economy may be seen as too complex and too political for
consumption by the mass audience, but the lack of popular entertainment addressing
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
(

!C7@-!7@!A4@26!:8!H+I+!6:;2@-79!A:?!:>>792+!,--./00.5:+A:?:>>792+9:;0@-4-7@-79@0'245&'!!

)!
!

!

these issues reveals a glaring gap between the picture that popular culture shows of
society and what society really looks like.

1. Conceptualizing the Capstone Project
The capstone project is a work of creative writing that incorporates parts of the
academic discussion about capitalism into a popular fiction novel. It aims to introduce to
readers a more nuanced and critical view of capitalism that takes into account the
complexity of political economy.
The project seeks to resolve two questions: What can a fictional account of New
<RUN¶VILVFDOFULVLVWHOOXVDERXWWKHUHODWLRQVKLSEHWZHHQFDSLWDOLVPDQGGHPRFUDF\DQG
how to explain this relationship using popular entertainment to a mass audience
regardless of their political economic views?
7KHVWRU\FRQFHSWIRUWKLVSURMHFW¶VSRSXODUILFWLRQQRYHOLVDVIROORZV$V1HZ<RUN
City is on the verge of bankruptcy, newspaper reporter Elliott and photojournalist Bridget
must race against time to expose corruption in public housing sales before a group of
radical activists resort to terrorism to stop the injustice. But can Elliott and Bridget
succeed, when powerful business interests obstruct their investigation, and the activLVWV¶
enigmatic leader draws the pair deeper into his world of violence?
The reason for using novel writing for this project is because of the effectiveness
of storytelling in education. In Transmedia Storytelling and the New Era of Media

Convergence in Higher Education Stavroula Kalogera writes that storytelling is the most
ancient form of teaching and that humans are capable of communicating abstract
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concepts in the form of story5+HQFH&KDUOHV'LFNHQV¶ A Christmas Carol raised
awareness about child laERU+DUSHU/HH¶VTo Kill a Mockingbird talks about racism, and
$\Q5DQG¶VAtlas Shrugged has had a great influence on libertarians with its advocacy on
individualism and capitalism62QWKHRWKHUKDQG*DUWK5LVN+DOOEHUJ¶VGHEXWQRYHO

City on F ire, GHSLFWVOLIHXQGHUDXVWHULW\LQWKHDIWHUPDWKRI1HZ<RUN¶VILVFDO
crisis. While Hallberg uses the fiscal crisis as backdrop for his story about New York, I
will use New York as backdrop for a story about a fiscal crisis.
My novel uses New York public housing as a way to illustrate the competing
HFRQRPLFLQWHUHVWVWKDWVKDSHWKHFLW\¶VUHVSRQVHWRDSUHVHQW-day fictional fiscal crisis
and thereby embed the political economic theme directly into the main plot. It will show
how the bond market influences WKHFLW\¶VVSHQGLQJSULRULW\ZKLFKSXWVWKHLQWHUHVWRI
bankers in direct conflict with that of New Yorkers. It lays out the relationship between
capitalism and democracy to show how market interests can dilute the meaning of
citizenship. The novel portrays the unfolding of a fiscal crisis inspired by similar crises
such as the 1975 New York fiscal crisis, 1998 in Indonesia, 2001 in Argentine, or more
recently in Greece, and which despite its recurring pattern worldwide and its profound
impact on society is hardly depicted in popular culture.
By describing the interplay between the forces that sKDSH1HZ<RUN¶VUHVSRQVHWR
the fiscal crisis, the story aims to highlight the underlying conflict between capitalism and
democracy. Thus the theme of the story is the conflict between capitalism and
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
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GHPRFUDF\DQGWKHSUHPLVHRUWKHFRQFOXVLRQLVDZDUHQHVVRIRQH¶VFODVVLGHQWLW\7KLV
shifts the discussion away from the capitalism versus socialism debate to the more salient
question of political representation amid the strain capitalism puts on democracy.
Novels about social injustice tend to focus on the impact on human lives and
leave the offending economic policies blurred in the background. My capstone project
attempts to bring this background into focus then build a story around it. By making
transparent the relationship between political economy and social injustice, the project
aims to unmask some of the causes behind social injustice using the same method of
VWRU\WHOOLQJZLWKZKLFKWRGD\¶VSRSXODUHQWHUWDLQment distracts the public from this
knowledge. The result is a more introspective look at society as opposed to the common
narrative in popular entertainment of good versus evil. The latter imposes a simplified
black and white view onto a complex world that promotes the vilifying and
dehumanizing of others, resulting in stereotyping, xenophobia, and intolerance.

2. How Capstone Project Relates to My Study
The capstone project is the culmination of my individualized studies track on the
Master of Liberal Arts program, and builds on my experience as a financial news
journalist in Indonesia.
For this project I use the political economic themes and arguments that were
discussed during classes and incorporate them into my story. While the project draws
heavily from material in the syllabus, it also makes use of books and articles outside
those read for class. The usage of the academic sources are described in the Theoretical
Framework section while a list of these sources can be found under the Bibliography.
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In my paper for the course The Dark Side of Democracy: Inequality and

Repression, I argue that New York cannot provide a long-term affordable housing
solution as policies under the current state of democracy lack the resilience to cope with
the market forcHVWKDWDUHEH\RQGWKHFLW\¶VFRQWURO7KHSDSHUKLJKOLJKWVWKHGLIILFXOW\LQ
VXVWDLQLQJWKHIXQGLQJIRU0D\RU%LOOGH%ODVLR¶V-year affordable housing program
JLYHQWKHXQFHUWDLQW\RIWKHJOREDOHFRQRP\WKDWLQYDULDEO\HIIHFWWKHFLW\¶VEXGJHW
For the course Social ChangeP\SDSHUFRPSDUHV1HZ<RUN&LW\¶VEXGJHW
before the 1975 fiscal crisis with the 2014 budget to see the impact of austerity on New
Yorkers after four decades. It argues that while New York has regained access to credit
markets, the resulting cuts in welfare spending has undermined its capacity to adequately
deal with deteriorating living standards among its poor.
For Inventing the Self my paper Novel Reading and The Self in F lux, argues that
the novel reader fluctuates between two points of view, the fictional character and the
detached observer, and that this dynamics is central to the reading experience.
In my paper for New York Narratives: Literature and Visual Art, I examine the
ZRUNVRI7RQL0RUULVRQ¶VJazz and Jonathan Lethem¶V Chronic City. Comparing their
contrasting descriptions of New York City, I argue that in the space between the two
descriptions readers create their own an image of New York, and explain that the
conflicting images of New York in popular culture is key in generating the range of
interpretations needed to uphold its appeal as a city of infinite possibilities.
For my Critical Issues in International Studies: Human Rights and the Rule of

Law, I wrote a research proposal based on this capstone project with an emphasis on
linking public housing with human rights. By showing the connection between housing
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and citizenship, I explain why homelessness is a human rights issue. A person with no
address becomes invisible to the state, rendering that person vulnerable to a host of
violations of his rights ranging from mistreatment, imprisonment, torture, to losing access
to sanitation, health, education and jobs.
These papers along with the academic readings and my work experience as a
financial news journalist shape the discussion of capitalism and the writing of my novel.

3. Theoretical Framework
In this section I will explain the key literature behind the concept of the capstone
SURMHFWLQFOXGLQJWKHQRYHO¶VWKHPHDQGSUHPLVH,ZLOOSURYLGHDEULHIDQDO\VLVRIKow
WKHOLWHUDWXUHUHODWHVWRWRGD\¶VSROLWLFDOHFRQRPLFVLWXDWLRQZKLFKLQUHWXUQSURYLGHVWKH
context for my novel. This section also explains the philosophical underpinning of the
methodology in creating characters that appeal to readers regardless of their political
economic views.
3.1 Financial Sector
The underrepresentation of the finance industry in popular culture has the
consequence of keeping its pervasive role in the economy hidden from public view.
Michael Hudson in his book The Bubble and Beyond: F ictitious Capital, Debt Deflation

and Global Crisis argues that finance capitalism has outstripped industrial capitalism.
Owning assets such as bonds or land that earn interest rates or rent promises faster profit
growth than manufacturing goods under industrial capitalism. The laws of supply and
demand that govern profit growth in industrial capital cannot match the level of growth
enabled by speculation or by the mathematical rule of compound interest. As people take
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on more debt to afford buying houses at already speculation-inflated prices, they pay
more interest to banks which uses the payment to extend more loans. But the more people
pay banks, the less they spend on goods and services, diverting funds away from the real
economy. Hudson explains the danger of the public failing to recognize this divergence:

³:KDWLVQHHGHGWRVDYHGHPRFUDF\IURPWXUQLQJLQWRROLJDUFK\LVWRUHFRJQL]H
KRZSUHGDWRU\WKLVILQDQFLDOVWUDWHJ\KDVEHFRPHDQGKRZIDUWRGD\¶VOHQGLQJKDV
diverged from productive credit. This classical distinction has been dropped ± indeed
expurgated ± from the academic curriculum. Debt crises such as the West is now
H[SHULHQFLQJDUHWUHDWHGDVLIWKH\DUH³H[RJHQRXV´RUDQDQRPDO\QRWWKHSROLF\UHVXOWRI
ILQDQFLDOFRQTXHVW´ 

With HXGVRQ¶VDUJXPHQWLQPLQGWKHFDSVWRQHSURMHFWVHHNVWRKLJKOLJKWWKHUROH
of the bond market in the context of a fiscal crisis. The significance of the global bond
market can be illustrated by comparing its size with that of the global stock market. A
2011 McKinsey & Company report shows the size of global capital market from a sample
of 79 countries reached $211 trillion of which $54 trillion were stocks, $64 trillion were
loans, and $93 trillion were bonds. Combined bonds and loans made up $157 trillion of
market capitalization, meaning that debt amounted to nearly three times that of equity as
a source of external funding in the global economy.
Governments often sell bonds to fund their budget. They issue bonds to cover a
budget deficit or pay for projects such as bridges or irrigation systems that are not
IHDVLEOHIRUEDQNVRUIRUSULYDWHLQYHVWRUVWREX\DVWDNHLQ+HQFHDJRYHUQPHQW¶VDELOLW\
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to repay these bonds depends largely on cash flow generated by tax revenue. This ties the
risk of default thaWFUHGLWRUVIDFHWRWKHFRXQWU\¶VHFRQRPLFEDVHDVLWXDWLRQZKLFKJLYHV
WKHPDGLUHFWVWDNHLQDOLJQLQJDJRYHUQPHQW¶VILVFDOSROLFLHVZLWKLWVFDSDFLW\WRSD\
debt. Every time a government drafts, implements and revises its budget, it must balance
betweeQFUHGLWRUV¶GHPDQGIRUILVFDOGLVFLSOLQHDQGFLWL]HQV¶QHHGIRUVRFLDOVSHQGLQJ
7KXVDVWDWHEXGJHWRIWHQH[SUHVVHVWKHJRYHUQPHQW¶VDELOLW\WRPDQDJHWKHFRQIOLFW
between capitalism and democracy.
'HVSLWHLWVVL]HDQGLQIOXHQWLDOUROHLQJRYHUQPHQW¶VIiscal policies, the bond
market is not nearly as transparent as the stock market. Even the fundamental
requirement for an efficient market, that of price transparency, is absent in the bond
market. The average investor will have difficulty to obtain pricing information on bonds
to the advantage of market intermediary such as Wall Street banks7. It is lack of
transparency that also helped create and grow the trading of subprime mortgage bonds
where the same Wall Street banks made a profit by pushing billions of dollars of loans to
XQGHUTXDOLILHGLQGLYLGXDOERUURZHUV7KHEDQNV¶ULVNPDQDJHPHQWGHSDUWPHQWVOHWDORQH
government regulators, were not fully aware of the nature of these trades until those
borrowers defaulted en masse, leading to the 2008 financial crisis8.
U.S. taxpayers spent $700 billion to bail out banks from losses on trades that the
banks themselves did not understand. Enabling regulators to know the exact nature of
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EDQNV¶ERQGWUDGHVPD\OLPLWEDQNV¶IUHHGRPWRVSHFXODWHDQGWRKDYHWKHULVNs
guaranteed by the government, and so the opacity of the bond market continues.
Since 2007, the world has added $57 trillion in debt and thereby raised the global
debt-to-GDP ratio by 17 percentage points, according to a 2015 McKinsey report. China,
the wRUOG¶VVHFRQG-largest economy, had quadrupled its debt to $28 trillion by mid-2014,
and the report predicts government debt worldwide will likely continue to rise, creating
IUHVKULVNV$V+XGVRQVD\V³WKHJURZWKRIGHEWKDVEHFRPHWKHPDMRUFDXVHRIHFRQRmic
downturns, austerity and financial polarization, creating financial crashes and in severe
FDVHVVRFLDOFULVLV´ 
This risk that comes with adding debt faster than economies grow, lays out the
same condition that has led to fiscal crises around the world. It is during a fiscal crisis,
ZKHQWKHGHEWEXUGHQKDVRXWJURZQWKHHFRQRP\¶VDELOLW\WRSD\WKDWWKHUHODWLRQVKLS
EHWZHHQFDSLWDOLVPDQGGHPRFUDF\HVFDODWHVLQWRDQRSHQFRQIOLFW³:KHQLWFRPHVWR
deciding what must give, the economy or its financial superstructure, the latter turns out
to be more powerful ± DQGKHQFHPRUH³UHDO´± WKDQWKHHFRQRP\¶VWDQJLEOHIORZVRI
RXWSXWDQGLQFRPH´  +XGVRQVD\V
$ODFNRIXQGHUVWDQGLQJDERXWWKHERQGPDUNHW¶VUROHLQWKHHFRQRP\DQGKRZWKH
financial sector influences policy makers, can lead to a misrepresentation of what is
essentially a horizontal conflict between capitalism and democracy by appearing as a
vertical conflict within democracy, between a government that understands the need of
austerity and its unruly people. This is not to say a nation should snub its obligation to
repay debt or ignore fiscal discipline, but transparency enforces a fairer negotiation over
how the risk of a fiscal crisis should be shared among the public and creditors.
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3.2 Class Struggle
In Democracy Against Capitalism, Ellen Meiksins Wood argues that the defining
FKDUDFWHULVWLFRIFDSLWDOLVPLVLQLWV³IRUPDOVHSDUDWLRQRIWKHHFRQRPLFDQGWKHSROLWLFDO´
&DSLWDOLVP³HQWDLOVQHZIRUPVRIGRPLQDWLRQDQGFRHUFLRQWKDWDUe outside the reach of
instruments designed to check the traditional forms of political power and which
WKHUHIRUHUHGXFHVWKHVDOLHQFHRIFLWL]HQVKLSDQGWKHVFRSHRIGHPRFUDWLFDFFRXQWDELOLW\´
(14)
The New York 1975 fiscal crisis provides a stark example of how citizenship and
democracy were sidelined, as the banking and corporate community imposed their
interest on the city. In Class, Power & Austerity: The New York City F iscal Crisis, Eric
/LFKWHQVKRZVKRZWKHDXVWHULW\ERDUGWRRNRYHUWKHFLW\¶VILVFDOFRQWURODV³WKHFULVLV
EHFDPHWKHOHJLWLPDWRUIRUWKHVXSHUVHGLQJRIWKHSRZHUUHODWLRQVRIWKHOLEHUDOVWDWH´
7KHSHRSOHZKRHYHQWXDOO\WRRNRYHU1HZ<RUN¶VILQDQFLDODIIDLUVZHUH
representatives of the bankers and cooperate community, Lichten said. ³:K\ZHUHQ¶WWKH
XQLRQVFRQVXOWHGGXULQJWKHSODQQLQJSURFHVV":K\ZHUHQ¶WUHSUHVHQWDWLYHVRIWKHFLW\¶V
SRRUFRQVXOWHG":K\ZHUHQ¶WUHSUHVHQWDWLYHVHOHFWHGRURWKHUZLVHRIWKHFLW\¶VPLQRULW\
FRPPXQLW\DQGRILWVPLGGOHFODVVFRQVXOWHG"´  
In highlighting the absence of opposition from the worker class during the New
York fiscal crisis, Lichten lays out his argument that the fiscal crisis is a class struggle.
7KHVWUXJJOHRYHUDEXGJHW¶VUHVRXUFHVPDNHVWKHUHODWLRQVKLSEHWZHHQFUHGLWRUVRQRQH
hand and citizens on the other hand a relationship of conflict and therefore also a power
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struggle. Framing the fiscal crisis in such term exposes the bankers as a political force
instead of a neutral party dictated by the logic of capital alone as Lichten argues:

³7KHFLW\¶VILVFDOFULVLVDSSHDUHGDVLWGLGDQGZDVUHVROYHGDVLWZDVQRWPHUHO\
because bankers will be bankers. Nor was the city reorganized as it was out of some
LQHYLWDEOHFKDUDFWHUJURZLQJIURPFDSLWDO¶VRZQVHOI-propelled logic. Reorganization of
the city occurred as it did ± and the history of the fiscal crisis unfolded as it did ± because
bankers struggled as a class, while labor did not. The banks and corporate capital used the
fiscal crisis politically and ideologically for caSLWDO¶VEHQHILW´ 

4. Methodology
7KHPHWKRGRORJ\H[SODLQVKRZ,H[SHFWWRDFKLHYHWKHFDSVWRQHSURMHFW¶VJRDORI
introducing the academic discussion on capitalism to a wider audience using a popular
fiction novel. It consists of two parts. The first discusses the narrative components of the
novel and how they will convey its political economic theme, while the second part
concerns the structure of the novel used to deliver that theme.

4.1 Narrative Components
I will now turn to the narrative components of my novel to break down the political
economic theme into its building blocks. The novel has four narrative components: the
financial sector, politics, journalism, and terrorism. The interplay between these four
components then illustrates how capitalism clashes with democracy.
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4.1.1 )LQDQFLDO6HFWRU
In illustrating the conflict between capitalism and democracy, I use public
KRXVLQJWRUHYHDOWKHSDUWLHVWKDWDUHFRPSHWLQJRYHUWKHFLW\¶VEXGJHW2QRQHKDQG
creditors demand the city sell its public housing to free budget resources for debt
repayment, while on the other hand citizens demand the city keep public housing.
Creditors ± budget ± FLWL]HQVWKLVUHODWLRQVKLSLVWKHIRXQGDWLRQRQZKLFKWKHVWRU\¶V
political economic theme is built. As Elliott, the protagonist journalist, talks to people
who represent both sides, readers will get a holistic view of the conflict and this provides
a fresh take on the good-versus-evil narrative in popular entertainment.
As the story progresses, readers will learn the basic role the bond market plays in
IXQGLQJWKHFLW\¶VEXGJHW7KHVWRU\H[SODLQVWKHFRQVHTXHQFHVRIGHIDXOWLQJRQGHEWWKH
cost of going bankrupt, the role of rating companies, and describes austerity from the
point of view of the creditors as well as New Yorkers. Altogether it exposes the role of
debt in the economy and the dominance of financial capitalism which, as Hudson argues,
has been kept hidden from public view.

4.1.2 Class Struggle
As Elliott investigates the alleged corruption in public housing, he finds out about
WKHXOWHULRUPRWLYHVEHKLQGFUHGLWRUV¶GHPDQGIRUKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDVWKH\VHHNWRLPSRVH
their ideology in ways that would also benefit them financially. Similar motives underpin
the class struggle during the 1975 New York fiscal crisis and which my story repackages
WRILWWRGD\¶VSROLWLFDOHFRQRPLFUHDOLW\7KHSLFWXUHWKDWHPHUJHVLVWKDWRIWKHILQDQFLDO
sector actively pursuing its agenda and thereby depicting bankers struggling as a class.
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The story shows how bankers and the corporate community have taken control of
1HZ<RUN¶VILQDQFLDODIIDLUVDVWKH\LPSRVHDXVWHULW\PHDVXUHVRQWKHFLW\,WVKRZVKRZ
property developers use the housing reforms as a pretense to demand subsidies from the
city, and that are to be funded by more debt, how a supposedly independent consultant
act as a lobbyist for property developers. The story depicts the vulnerability of the media
as newspaper owner, business tycoon Bennett, stops Madison Vanguard from pursuing its
investigative reporting. It shows KRZSROLWLFDOFDQGLGDWHV¶QHHGIRUFDPSDLJQIXQGLQJ
makes them dependent on wealthy donors, undermining their integrity. These events are
lifted from real-life examples in particular from the 1975 fiscal crisis. But unlike in the
past, New Yorkers in my story respond to the crisis by struggling as a class too.

4.1.3 Journalism
The work of a journalist represents the fourth estate of democracy, which
alongside the three branches of government upholds political accountability in a
democracy. The reason the press has assumed such a role is perhaps best described by
how the American Press Institute, a non-profit affiliated with Newspaper Association of
America, defines the elements of journalism:

1. -RXUQDOLVP¶VILUVWREOLJDWLRQLVWRWKHWUXWK
2. Its first loyalty is to citizens
3. Its essence is a discipline of verification
4. Its practitioners must maintain independence from those they cover
5. It must serve as an independent monitor of power
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6. It must provide a forum for public criticism and compromise
7. It must strive to keep the significant interesting and relevant
8. It must keep the news comprehensive and proportional
9. Its practitioners must be allowed to exercise their personal conscience
10. Citizens, too, have rights and responsibilities when it comes to news

The job of exposing the corruption behind the housing reforms falls to Elliott as
the journalist. While my description of his work is largely based on my own experience
as a reporter, it does follow the principles of the American Press Institutes. Hence
(OOLRWW¶VGHFLVion to take on this assignment is driven by his obligation to the truth and his
loyalty to the citizens of New York. Acknowledging the wrongness of the corruption, he
must transcends his personal libertarian view. His journalism also explains his persistence
in chasing sources to verify information; it explains his attempt to stay independent from
WKHSHRSOHKHFRYHUV(OOLRWW¶VVWRULHVWKHQEHFRPHDWRROWRFKHFNWKHSRZHUVRIWKH
UXOLQJFODVVDQGSURYLGHWKHLPSHWXVQHHGHGWRDURXVHWKHSXEOLF¶VFODVVLGHntity.

4.1.4. Terrorism
This fourth narrative component symbolizes the potential threat that Thomas
Piketty in his book Capital in the Twenty-F irst Century alludes to. A market economy
EDVHGRQSULYDWHSURSHUW\DV3LNHWW\VD\VFRQWDLQV³SRZHUIXOIRUFHV of divergence,
which are potentially threatening to democratic societies and to the values of social
MXVWLFHRQZKLFKWKH\DUHEDVHG´  :KDWLVWKUHDWHQLQJWRGHPRFUDWLFVRFLHWLHVLVQRW
capitalism per se but the outbreak of social upheaval if democracy fails to reconcile the
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interests of capitalism and the general public. As Piketty argues, income inequality is
rising which may explain why there is increased concern over the unraveling of society
and the rule of law. A 2015 report by KPMG that measurHVFRXQWULHV¶DELOLW\WRFRSH
ILQDQFLDODQGVRFLDOLQVWDELOLW\VKRZVWKDWWKHJUHDWHUDQDWLRQ¶VLQFRPHLQHTXDOLW\JDSLV
the lower its ability to handle change9³([FHVVLYHLQHTXDOLW\SDUWLFXODUO\EHWZHHQ
different ethnic groups, can also lead to or exacerbate conflicts and reduce social
FRKHVLRQ´WKHUHSRUWVDLG$VWKHILQDQFLDOFULVLVVWUXFNWKH86WKH'HSDUWPHQWRI
Defense introduced a program to model the dynamics, risk and tipping points for largescale unrests, using social science as a military tool to target peaceful activists and protest
movements10.
In popular culture this fear of social unrests and violent mobs is often reflected in
stories of the zombie apocalypse such as the 2006 New York Times bestseller World War

Z , or the series of Resident Evil movies that show the undead stumbling through the
UHPDLQVRIFLYLOL]DWLRQV7KHSXEOLF¶VIDVFLQDWLRQZLWKHQG-of-the-ZRUOGVFHQDULRV³WHOOV
us something about our political culture; its paucity of social imagination, timidity of
OHDGHUVKLSDQGDVVXPSWLRQWKDWYHUVLRQVRIWKHVWDWXVTXRDUHWKHEHVWZHFDQKRSHIRU´
says Garth Mullins of CBC News11.
In my story, the terrorism threat is represented by Rafael who as the radical
activist plays the antagonist. Despite his violent introduction in the story, his threat
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against the city is merely an expression of the same threat of social unrests that any
QDWLRQZRXOGKDYHIDFHGLILWVSROLWLFLDQVXOWLPDWHO\IDLOLWVFLWL]HQV,QWKHHQG5DIDHO¶V
actual terrorist attack resembles more a popular revolution than terrorism. Here terrorism
takes on a more nuanced depiction. Is revolution the same as terrorism? How readers feel
about the two tells them about their own class identity as the ruling class is more inclined
to equate the threat of revolution with terrorism.

Combined the four narrative components constitute the building blocks whose
LQWHUDFWLRQVZLWKRQHDQRWKHUSURGXFHWKHQRYHO¶VSROLWLFDOHFRQRPLFWKHPHRIFDSLWDOLVP
versus democracy and its premise of class identity. Thus in its reductive form, the story
concept can also be stated as follows: A journalist must stop the ruling class from abusing
the rights of the poor before the poor take up resistance and civil unrests ensues.

4.2 Escapism versus Realism
How to deliver WKHVWRU\¶VWKHPHLQDSRSXODUILFWLRQIRUPDWSRVHVWKHSURMHFW¶V
biggest challenge aside from the writing itself. Solving this problem requires merging the
seemingly opposites of escapism and realism.
In 1977 the film Star Wars helped invented the term summer blockbuster, and
nearly four decades later its sequel raked in $1 billion in global box office at record time.
-.5RZOLQJ¶V+DUU\3RWWHUQRYHOVEURNHUHFRUGVIURPWKHPRVWVROGERRNVWRWKHIDVWHVW
sold books. The success of Star Wars and Harry Potter illustrates the power of escapism
in popular entertainment. While science fiction and fantasy stories can and often do
contain social justice messages, the question is whether stories that are grounded in
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realism can compete with these genres in wooiQJDPDVVDXGLHQFH6XVDQ6RQWDJ¶V
UHPLQGHURQDQ\RQHDWWHPSWLQJWRLPSRVHPRUDOLW\RQOLWHUDWXUHLVWR³OHWWKHGHGLFDWHG
activist never overshadow the dedicated servant of literature ± that matchless
VWRU\WHOOHU´12
The idea for the capstone the project RULJLQDWHGIURPD³ZKDWLI´TXHVWLRQIRUD
VWRU\RI1HZ<RUNXQGHUJRLQJDILVFDOFULVLV'HVSLWHLWVRULJLQLQUHDOLVPWKHSURMHFW¶V
concept was at the beginning nowhere near as complex as described in this paper. This
gave ample room for the story to grow on its own and realize its full entertainment
SRWHQWLDO,WLVRQO\DIWHUWKHVWRU\KDVEHHQGHYHORSHGWKDWWKHSURMHFW¶VSROLWLFDO
economic theme in its current form emerged from it.

4.3 Appeal to Mass Audience
The writing of the novel follows conventional techniques on writing plot,
structure, character development, description, dialogues. While implementation of all
these techniques and the actual writing itself are imperative to the completion of the
capstone project, I will focus on character identification as it addresses the challenge of
writing a story that appeals to a readership with polarized political economic views.
Character identification in novel reading requires narrative empathy, which
Suzanne Keen in E mpathy and the Novel , defines as the sharing of feeling and
perspective-taking induced by reading, viewing, hearing or imagining narratives of
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DQRWKHU¶VVLWXDWLRQDQGFRQGLWLRQ$VUHDGHUVLGHQWLI\WKHPVHOYHVZLWKWKHFKDUDFWHUV
through empathy, it opens a door through which the novel can reach out to them.
,QP\QRYHOWKHWZROHDGFKDUDFWHUV(OOLRWWDQG%ULGJHWUHSUHVHQWUHDGHUV¶WZR
opposite political economic view. Elliott is a libertarian from a middle-income family
who dreams of becoming an entrepreneur so that one day he can leave his blue collar job
of a journalist and build his own internet company. Bridget on the other hand is a liberal
ZKRUHIXVHVWRWDNHDGYDQWDJHRIEHLQJERUQLQWRDULFKIDPLO\6KH¶VVWUXJJOLQJWRPDNH
a living and sees her photojournalist job at the Madison Vanguard newspaper as a high
point in her career, in contrast to Elliott who sees his journalist job as a low point. While
(OOLRWWEHOLHYHVLQSUDJPDWLVPVDQGLQWKHSRZHURIWKHIUHHPDUNHWWRFXUH1HZ<RUN¶V
chronic fiscal woes, Bridget is an idealist who thinks the city should do more to help lowincome class New Yorkers whom she views as victims of free-market policies.
Before I continue, I must point out that authors have little control over how
readers interpret their novels due to the impossibility of affixing a steady meaning to a
WH[W³/DQJXDJHRUWH[WLVDVLJQLWLVIRUHYHUSRLQWLQJDWVRPHWKLQJ´,DQ$OPRQGFLWLQJ
French philosopher Jacques Derrida, says in his book Sufism and Deconstruction: A

Comparative Study of Derrida and Ibn µ$UDEL³7KHWH[WZDQGHUVIURPUHDGHUWRUHDGHU
its sign forever repeating themselves for different audiences with different result,
DFTXLULQJGLIIHUHQWPHDQLQJHDFKWLPHWKHFRQWH[WLVFKDQJHG´  
Thus the following method about using character identification to appeal to a
mass audience comes with the caveat that in practice readers may interpret a story in
whatever way they want, rendering any attempt to control this freedom futile. Even so,
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authors must make that attempt if their stories with their characters, plot points, twists
and drama are to work at all.
In making Elliott and Bridget represent two irreconcilable poles, I invite readers
to step into the space between them. So instead of imposing a particular view onto
readers in hope they would adopt it, I give them room for the widest possible range to
interpret the story along the polarizing views of a libertarian and a liberal.
(OOLRWWDQG%ULGJHW¶VGLIIHUHQFHLVQRWVLPSO\DZD\WRJHWUHDGHUVH[SHULHQFHWKH
story through opposing points of YLHZV+DYLQJWKHVWRU\¶VWZRPDLQFKDUDFWHUVUHSUHVHQW
two opposing political views help libertarian and liberal readers sympathize with at least
one of the two main characters. Establishing this sympathy is key to prevent readers from
distancing themselves from the story and eventually stop reading.
Their difference also extends to their personalities. Elliott is a quiet, timid
character, whereas Bridget is aggressive and impatience, and while Elliott is
methodological in his approach, Bridget is more often reckless. Elliott is the passive
feminine while Bridget is the active masculine. This distinction is of note, as according to
a 2012 study, Understanding Libertarian Morality: The Psychological Dispositions of

Self-Identified Libertarians, libertarians have the most masculine cognitive style while
liberals the most feminine13.
Turning Elliott feminine and Bridget masculine and not the other way around as
the article would suggest, not merely challenges gender roles but also attracts readers to
the character with the opposite political view. This cross sympathizing is based on the
notion that abstract concepts such as political economic theories do not appeal to the
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heart of the reader14. Concrete descriptive images are what can produce an emotive
response from readers. According to writer and psychologist Kenneth Kaye, descriptive
LPDJHVVSHDNWRWKHSDUWRIWKHEUDLQUHVSRQVLEOHIRUSULPDU\SURFHVVHVZKHUH³HPRWLRQV
UXOHQRWFULWLFDOUHDVRQLQJ´15
Hence when Elliott voices his libertarian views, he may appeal intellectually to
the libertarian readers, but the descriptions of his behavior appeal emotionally to the
liberal readers with whom he shares feminine qualities such as tolerance and empathy
(assuming these can be considered feminine). On the other KDQG%ULGJHW¶VOLEHUDOYLHZV
attract liberal readers while her masculine traits appeal to the libertarians.
The effect I hope to achieve from this approach is that readers will embrace the
views of both characters and not dismiss the other. Once readers suspend judgement they
are less likely to let their personal view color the experience of the story. In The Believing

Brain: F rom Ghosts, and Gods to Politics and Conspiracies ± How we Construct Beliefs
and Reinforce Them as Truth, Michael Shermer argues that people are hard-wired into
believing because the brain looks for patterns and infuses them with meaning. This may
help explain the backfire effect and confirmation bias where people tend to dismiss facts
that contradict their beliefs and seek out those that confirm them.
%\UHVLVWLQJUHDGHUV¶DWWHPSWWRILWWKHVWRU\ZLWKSUHFRQFHLYHGQRWLRQVDERXW
political economy, by making it harder for them to make mental shortcuts through
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VWHUHRW\SLQJDQGODEHOLQJ,VHHNWRGLVUXSWWKHEUDLQ¶VWHQGHQF\IRUSDWWHrn forming.
These interruptions are not meant to prevent readers from finding meanings altogether
but to prevent them from imposing their view on the story. Almond writes:

³8QGHUVWDQGLQJWKH2WKHULQYROYHVDQµDEVROXWHRSHQQHVVWRZDUGVWKHZKROO\
RWKHU¶ a constant interruption, a repeated breaking-up of all the versions of the Other that
the Same constructs for itself. Constant interruption is the necessary instability that
provides the conditions for glimpsing the otherness of the Other through the broken ruins
RIRQH¶VRZQFRQVWUXFWLRQV´ 

Therefore the interruptions are meant for readers to arrive to the broken ruins of
their own constructions, or in other words, arriving to a state of perplexity. Whether one
calls it perplexity, bewilderment, or confusion, the inability to grasp a situation pushes a
person to the limit of understanding and brings him to that threshold where he is
receptive to new information. According to Almond, perplexity is desirable because
³ZKHQZHDUHFRQIXVHGZHVHHWKLQJs which we miss when we think we know what we
DUHGRLQJ:HVHHWKHGLIIHUHQFHRIGLIIHUHQFH´ 

In my story the path to perplexity is as follows: Up to plot point two which occurs
between the second and third act, readers identify themselves to varying degrees with
Elliott and Bridget. But character development in stories requires that both characters
grow, and as the story enters its final act, Elliott and Bridget begin to see from each
RWKHU¶VSRLQWRIYLHZ(YHQWXDOO\WKHOLEHUWDULDQ(OOLRWWZKRKDs repeatedly warned
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Bridget against Rafael, joins the radical activists, while the liberal Bridget, who despite
her traumatic experience with the police, teams up with the FBI. Elliott and Bridget
VZLWFKLQJUROHVVHWVWKHVWDJHIRUUHDGHUV¶SHUSOH[LW\
If the libertarian readers previously identify themselves more with Elliott, they
now face the choice of either continuing siding with Elliott who joins the activists, or
VZLWFKWKHLUV\PSDWK\WROLEHUDO%ULGJHWZKRKHOSVWKHSROLFH:KLFKHYHUZD\UHDGHUV¶
sympathy swings, they will have to compromise their personal views. The libertarian who
continues to side with libertarian Elliott will find himself rooting for the radical activists,
and the liberal who sticks with liberal Bridget will find herself siding with the police. In
reality, readers may not be able to make a clear cut decision on whom to side with given
the fast-SDFHGVFHQHVRIWKHILQDODFW7KXVUHDGHUV¶V\PSDWK\ZLOOVZLWFKEDFNDQGIRUWK
between Elliott and Bridget, between police and activists, putting them into a state of
perplexity with regard to how they feel they should view the story.
The purpose of leading readers into a state of perplexity is to draw them out of
their ideological siloes. Once outside and looking for understanding, they become more
UHFHSWLYHWRQHZLQIRUPDWLRQDWZKLFKSRLQW,GLUHFWWKHPWRZDUGWKHVWRU\¶VSUHPLVHRI
FODVVLGHQWLW\E\ILQDOO\DQGVXGGHQO\FROODSVLQJ(OOLRWWDQG%ULGJHW¶VYLHZVLQWRRQH
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Madison Vanguard: A Novel
Chapter I ± The Kidnapping
The trail of papers ran across the floor, over desks, spilled coffee, blood stains,
and smashed computers all the way through the room, out the lobby to a lone, tall man. In
his left hand, an aluminum baseball bat swayed gently, its tip scraped and smudged. He
ignored the groaning of the wounded behind him and listened through to the silence in
the hallway in front. Sunlight retreated down his back, casting the hallway in semi
darkness. From around the corner, he heard the metallic creak of the emergency exit door
opening and footsteps rushing in his direction. Rafael sighed and tightened his grip
around the baseball bat. His face was covered by a black ski mask, his green parka was
dirty, his boots were heavy and when he started down the hallway, his mind descended to
a pitiless, numb base.
With one swing he shattered the hand of the first man coming around the corner.
He slammed the bat into his stomach then pushed him aside as the others stumbled into
view: three men and a woman dressed in sharp business suits. Look at them, he thought,

corporate slaves even on a weekend. He greeted the man in front with a blow to the
shoulder, knocking him to the floor. His next attack missed the second man by an inch, a
mistake that cost him his balance. Stumbling headfirst towards the wall, he saw for a split
second what he failed to notice earlier, the elongated shape of a wooden handle in the
hands of the third man. When Rafael smashed against the wall, he spun around, raising
his bat just in time to block the downward VZLQJRIDILUHD[H:LWKWKHEDW¶VKDQGOHKH
pushed his attacker away, but the man jumped right back in, swinging the axe with such a
force that it knocked the bat out of his hand. It rolled with a clunking noise across the
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floor. The man stared at Rafael and unfolded his two-handed grip on the axe, letting it
sway in his right hand. Then he stepped forward, his right arm drawn back for a onehanded, sideway swing and in that moment Rafael lunged, pulled a knife from his waist,
and as he felt the axe slicLQJWKHDLUEHKLQGKLPWKUXVWWKHEODGHGHHSLQWRWKHPDQ¶V
shoulder. The man staggered backward, his eyes widening in surprise as he dropped the
axe.
Rafael breathed hard. He should have known that they would equip themselves
with anything for self-defense, including fire axes. Above their whimpers and screams
around him, he could hear the second man and the woman running up the stairways. He
stared at the emergency exit door. All this mindless violence, he thought. He pulled his
NQLIHIURPWKHPDQ¶VVKRXlder, wiped the blood off his gray pinstripe suit, picked up his
bat, then followed the two escapees into the stairway.
He heard their footsteps one floor up just before the door above swung close and
wrapped the stairway back in silence. Without hurrying, he walked up the two landings,
wondering whether it was worth the trouble of chasing the two runners. He stepped into
another hallway that led to a glassed office to his left and ahead to a row of meeting
URRPVWKDWIDFHGWKHVWUHHW%HKLQGWKHRIILFH¶Vglass wall, he saw cubicles that provided
plenty of cover for someone to hide. He walked into the office and looked around. With a
second emergency exit at the other end, his escapees had two choices of escapes. Rafael
knew they were hiding here somewhere. Swaying his bat gently, he thought about how
best to flush them out.
With mugs, pens and papers on the desks, post-it notes tacked to monitors, and
sweaters on the chairs, the cubicles sprawled out before him like a neighborhood of
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abandoned houses. It wRXOGKDYHEHHQDQXJO\DIIDLULIKH¶GJRQHRQWKLVUDPSDJHRQD
workday when everyone was at the office. He encountered less than a dozen employees
ZKRZHUHXQOXFN\HQRXJKWRKDYHFRPHWRZRUNWKLV6DWXUGD\+HVKRXOGQ¶WEHWKLQNLQJ
about how he hated this part of his plan, the violence. To think was to doubt his mission
and to lose focus, which could get him killed like it almost did downstairs.
+HKDGKXUWDQGNLOOHGFLYLOLDQVEHIRUHDQGFRXOGQ¶WXQGHUVWDQGKRZVRPHSHRSOH
derived joy from such brutalit\+HFRQVLGHUHGWKHPSV\FKRSDWKV%XWVRZDVKHZDVQ¶W
he, whether he enjoyed the killing or not? He was a monster. How many times did he
have to seek comfort in believing that he was fighting a just war where collateral damage
was unavoidable? Surely in the end, people would thank him, but not before they would
KDWHKLPDQGXQWLOWKHQKHFRXOGQ¶WVWRSKDWLQJKLPVHOIDVZHOO+HWKRXJKWDERXWWKDWIRU
a moment, thought about what difference it would make if he continued the chase, then
decided to let his two escapees get away.
Rafael returned to the hallway and considered heading up a floor, not wanting to
go back downstairs and face the reality of his own carnage. He had just reached the
stairways when he heard the faint sound of the emergency exit door in the office behind
him closing with a clunk. Good, he thought, they were smart enough to escape through
WKHRWKHUHPHUJHQF\H[LWDQGQRWFURVVKLVSDWK7KDW¶VZKHQKHKHDUGWKHFRPPRWLRQ
from the office: a scream cut short by the thud of a body collapsing onto the carpet, then
someone smashing against a desk, a scuffle and another thud, followed by the sound of
heavy footsteps heading his way. Rafael turned around, the muscles on his left forearm
tightening as he slowly raised his bat.
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Walking out of the office were two men wearing army-green balaclavas, grey
skateboard helmets, vests, and rucksacks. One carried a black baseball bat, the other,
towering at over six-foot tall, wielded a sledgehammer. They regarded Rafael for a
VHFRQGDVWKRXJKWKH\GLGQ¶W expect to see him here. He relaxed and lowered his bat. The
RQHZLWKWKHEDVHEDOOEDWSRLQWHGDWWKHRIILFH³7KLQNZHJRWWKHODVWRIWKHP¶¶KH
remarked, sounding unsure if it was the right thing to say.
Rafael shook his head in disbelief. The two escapHHVKHVSDUHGGLGQ¶WPDNHLW
then. He could always count on Xavier to carry out his orders to the letter, even if he
KLPVHOIGLGQRW+HKRSHGLWZDVQ¶W%HUWUDQGDQGKLVVOHGJHKDPPHUWKDWGLGWKHMRE
;DYLHUDQG%HUWUDQGZHUHSDUWRI5DIDHO¶VVL[-man team. Their mission: spread
out and attack anyone they find between the 27th and 30th floor of Berea Capital, the 118\HDUROGLQYHVWPHQWEDQN7R5DIDHOWKHVHIRXUIORRUVKRXVHG%HUHD¶VGLYLVLRQWKDWKDG
been bullying the city into paying its debt by cutting spending for the poor. They were
mere debt collectors dressed as bankers. And Rafael and his men was here to introduce
WKHPWRSDLQDQGIHDULQEROGFDSLWDOOHWWHUV6RZKDWLIVRPHRI%HUHD¶VHPSOR\HHVZHUH
LQQRFHQW"5DIDHO¶VWHUURUZDVWKHSRRU¶VODVWresort, their last hope when their pleading
crumbled under the tyranny of the oligarchy and police brutality.
+LVUDGLRFUDFNOHGDQG$GULDQQH¶VVWHDG\YRLFHEOHDUHGWKURXJKKLVHDUSLHFH
CC5DIDHO´VKHVDLG³7KH\¶UHFRPLQJ/RRNRXWWKHVRXWKZLQGRZV´He walked to one of
the meeting rooms that faced south with Xavier and Bertrand following him. A large
rectangular table sat in the middle of the room surrounded by chairs and awash in
daylight from the tall glass panes that covered the side of the wall. He stepped up to the
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window which, under a blue September sky, looked far out over the tip of Manhattan to
the shores of New Jersey. His eyes were scanning for something nearer though.
³:KDWDUHZHORRNLQJIRU"´;DYLHUDVNHGDVKHMRLQHGKLPE\WKHZLQGRZ
³7KHUH´5DIDHOSRLQWHGDWDJODVVWRZHUQHDUE\-XVWWKHQFRPLQJDURXQGLWV
corner, two UH-60 Blackhawk helicopters flew into view. Their open midsections
revealed tactical police teams in full gear, the NYPD arriving in army surplus hardware.
Rafael checked his watch. It was 4:20 p.m. His attack on Berea Capital was about to enter
phase two. He felt a rush of adrenaline and for the first time since entering the investment
EDQN¶VRIILFHKHVPLOHG

#
Elliott Griffin put down his cup of espresso and listened to the radio broadcast.
-XVWDIWHUSPSHRSOHZHUHVHHQUXVKLQJRXWRIWKHOREE\RI%HUHD¶VGRZQWRZQ
office with bruised faces, blood on their clothes, and frightened looks, stammering about
an attack. A caller on-air described the scene, and Elliott could hear the crowd in the
background, someone shouting orders, then the sirens of an approaching ambulance
rising above the noise. He heard enough, and paid for his espresso and muffins then
walked out the deli. Elliott, the youngest reporter at the Madison Vanguard Daily, crossed
the street and headed for his office. The muffins would come in handy, for he knew
ZKDWHYHUZDVKDSSHQLQJDW%HUHD¶VRIILFHKDGDOOWKHLQJUHGLHQWVRIWXUQLQJWKLVOD]\
Saturday into a long, hectic weekend shift.
His office on Madison Avenue was a 19th century high-rise with a sandstone
terracotta façade, square windows, and tall glass panes that enclosed the retail shops, a
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café and a pharmacy on the ground floor. On the 11th floor, Elliott walked passed the
receptionist in the lobby, crossed a hallway then walked up the stairs into the newsroom.
It was 4:33 p.m., around him reporters were working in clusters of desks spread
across the floor, with only the conference room and the manaJLQJDQGFKLHIHGLWRUV¶
offices disrupting the open layout. The clatter of keyboard typing was everywhere,
sounding like an assembly of tiny feet tap-dancing out of sync. Office chatter was by
comparison low and foot traffic was light. Rows of square windows framed the
newsroom along two sides, and whatever light managed to pass the taller buildings across
the street, illuminated desks and their occupants with a yellowish afternoon glow.
³(OOLRWW´VDLG$QDG Chaudary, his metro-desk editor, as he marched out of the
FRQIHUHQFHURRP³6RPHERG\LVDWWDFNLQJ%HUHD¶VRIILFHGRZQWRZQZHQHHGD
SKRWRJUDSKHU´
³,KHDUGDERXWLWRQWKHUDGLR6KRXOGQ¶WZHVHQGDUHSRUWHUGRZQWKHUH"´(OOLRWW
DVNHGDVKHSXWGRZQKLVFRIIHHRQKLVGHVNE\WKHZLQGRZ³,¶PIUHH,FDQJR´
³-DFNLVRQKLVZD\´$QDGVDLG³+HZLOOILOHWRPH*HWDSKRWRJUDSKHUDQGLI
\RXFDQJHWFRPPHQWVIURP%HUHDWRR´
(OOLRWWRSHQHG0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VZHEVLWHDQGQRWLFHGRQHRIWKHZHHNHQG-duty
editors had already put out a story on the Berea attack, citing a statement from NYPD
spokesman Finney. Two police tactical teams were inside the building in an attempt to
flush out the attackers. A number of Berea employees were still trapped on the upper
floors, but as Finney assured, it was just a matter of time before they would be rescued.
Elliott would have to find a photographer by then, or the newspaper would miss the
action. He called up photo editor John Dawson.
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:KHQ'DZVRQWROGKLPDOOWKUHHSKRWRJUDSKHUVZHUHRQGXW\(OOLRWWZDVQ¶W
surprised. Madison Vanguard was thin on staff. Since Elliott joined the paper three years
ago, management had stopped recruiting new reporters as advertisement revenue declined
amid falling circulation. The metro desk had since relied on freelance photographers who
could be assigned jobs on short notice.
(OOLRWWSXOOHGRXWWKHOLVWRIWKHGHVN¶VUHJXODUVL[IUHHODQFHUSKRWRJUDSKHUVDQG
DIWHUPLQXWHVWULHGWKHPDOOZLWKRXWVXFFHVV7KH\HLWKHUGLGQ¶WDQVZHUWKHLUSKRQHVRU
were tied up with another assignment. He sent Dawson a text message, asking him for
more contacts.
Elliott was about to pull out a list of Berea contact persons, when he saw a
notification window popped up. It was an alert for a newswire update. Madison Vanguard
subscribed to newswires to track and pick up real-time national and international news.
This alert, from a New York bureau, was written in the all-cap style that harked back to
the times when newswires still used telegrams. The first word kicked Elliott awake:
EXPLOSION AT NY BEREA OFFICE: POLICE
NO REPORTS OF INJURIES IN NY BEREA OFFICE BLAST
CAUSE OF EXPLOSION UNKNOWN: POLICE
Elliott jumped from his seat to check if Anad was aware of the breaking news.
The editor was on the phone, and when he noticed him, he nodded and mouthed the word
µ-DFN¶(OOLRWWUHIUHVKHGWKHSDJHRQ0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VZHEVLWHDQGVDZ$QDGKDG
already pushed out the updated version of his original story. In two additional paragraphs,
WKHVWRU\PHQWLRQHGWKHH[SORVLRQVEDVHGRQ-DFN¶VLQWHUYLHZZLWKDQXQQDPHGSROLFe
VRXUFH%XWMXVWOLNHWKHQHZVZLUH¶VKHDGOLQHVGHWDLOVZHUHVNHWFK\
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³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDW¶VJRLQJRQGRZQWKHUHEXWWKLVORRNVEDG´$QDGVDLGDVKH
rose from his seat and stretched his back.
(OOLRWWQRGGHGWKHQVDLG³ZKDWDERXWWKHSROLFH"7KH\VHQWLn two SWAT teams,
KDVQRQHRIWKHPPDGHFRQWDFW\HWZLWKWKHDWWDFNHUV"´
³1RWKLQJ,IWKHUH¶VDQ\GHYHORSPHQW-DFNZLOOOHWXVNQRZ´
Elliott pulled out the telephone numbers of two Berea spokesmen from a list of
contacts on a computer file shared among reporters. When no one answered their phones,
he decided to try to something different. He went through his work e-mails, hoping for
any recent Berea press statements or invitations that contained a working contact number
of a Berea media relations officer WKDWZDVQ¶WRQWKHSDSHU¶VFRQWDFWOLVW\HW7KHRQO\
relevant e-mail he found was an invitation sent a week ago by a non-profit housing
organization, The Queens Waterfront Action, or QWA. It invited the media for a panel
discussion on public housing reforms. Among the speakers were four Berea investment
bankers. The event was scheduled for 5:45 p.m. today but no address was given. Sloppy,
(OOLRWWWKRXJKW+HGRXEWHG$QDGZRXOGVHQGDUHSRUWHUWR4:$¶VSDQHOGLVFXVVLRQVR
KHGLGQ¶WFDUHDERXWWKHPLVVLQJDddress. Still, it was worth asking whether QWA
expected any of the Berea bankers to come and whether they could be reached by phone.
He found a contact detail on the bottom of the e-mail and dialed their number.
CC:HOFRPHWR4XHHQV:DWHUIURQW$FWLRQ´VDLd a friendly female voice of an
DXWRPDWHGDQVZHULQJVHUYLFH³,I\RXNQRZWKHH[WHQVLRQQXPEHUSOHDVHGLDOQRZRUGLDO
IRUWKHRSHUDWRU¶¶
Elliott dialed 0 and was put on hold. Every week housing activists held press
HYHQWVWKDWGHQRXQFHG1HZ<RUN¶VSODQ to cut its affordable housing program for the
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poor. At least QWA strived for a balanced discussion by inviting four representatives
IURP%HUHDZKLFKVXSSRUWHGWKHUHIRUPV2QWKHRWKHUHQGRIWKHOLQH4:$¶VDQVZHULQJ
machine voice returned to thank him for waiting and apologized that no one picked up.
She suggested he call back in a few minutes. The panel discussion might have been
canceled given what was happening at Berea. The moment Elliott hung up, his mobile
phone beeped with a text message from Dawson.
³7U\%ULGJHW QuigleyPHWKHUWKLVPRUQLQJLQH[SHULHQFHGEXWILWVRXUEXGJHW´
the photo editor said, and along with the message he texted him her phone number.
He dialed the number and when Bridget picked up, the first thing he heard was the
roar of traffic in the background. He waited for a second then introduced himself. ``Hi,
my name is Elliott from Madison Vanguard. Is this Bridget?''
³:++$$$7"´
Elliott yanked the phone away from his ear. Even Anad rose from his seat and
gave him a what-was-that look. Elliott shrugged, adjusted his glasses, then carefully
placed the phone back to his ear where he heard Bridget groping in the silence.
³+HOOR"+HOOR"$UH\RXVWLOOWKHUH"´VKHDVNHG
³<HV%ULGJHW,¶PVWLOOKHUH´
³6RUU\IRUVKRXWLQJ7UXFNVORWVRIWUXFNV´+HUYRLFHZDVFDOPHUEXWVWLOOUDLVHG
against the noise in the background.
³1RZRUULHV2XUSKRWRHGLWRU'DZVRQVDLG\RX¶UHIUHHODQFHSKRWRJUDSKHU:H
KDYHDMREQRZDUH\RXIUHH"´
³<HV,DP´
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³*RRG,W¶VGRZQWRZQQHDU:DOO6WUHHW,¶OOtext you the details. Our reporter Jack
LVDOUHDG\WKHUHEXW\RXQHHGWRKXUU\´
³-XVWWHOOPHZKHUHWRJR´VKHVDLG
(OOLRWWPHVVDJHGKHU-DFN¶VSKRQHQXPEHUDQGWKHDVVLJQPHQWGHWDLOVWKHQURVHWR
tell Anad that a photographer would be on her way soon. %XWWKHHGLWRUGLGQ¶WKHDUKLP
Anad was watching the news on TV while typing at the same time.
The masked attackers at Berea had escaped, the running text on TV said. Police
found, behind a large painting on the 15th floor, a blast hole that opened an escape route
into the neighboring building, which might explain the sound of explosions reported
earlier. Meanwhile four investment bankers who were last seen on the 28th and 30th floor
were still unaccounted for. Elliott was about to ask Anad whether Jack had heard
anything about it, when his desk phone rang. A familiar female voice spoke:
³:HOFRPHWRWKH4XHHQV:DWHUIURQW$FWLRQ,I\RXNQRZWKHH[WHQVLRQQXPEHU
SOHDVHGLDOQRZRUGLDOIRUWKHRSHUDWRU¶¶
Elliott frowned. This was the first time an answering machine had called him
back. He dialed 0 to see what would happen, and when he was put on hold again, he
turned his attention back to the TV. NYPD spokesman Finney spoke into the camera,
saying that the attackers might have kidnapped the four bankers and that a massive search
was underway.
,Q(OOLRWW¶VPLQGDIOLFNHURIPHPRU\VZHOOHGLQWRDQXQHDV\UHDOL]DWLRQ+H
grabbed his mouse and scrolled down his e-mail inbox until he found the press invitation
from QWA. At first he thought nothing of it, but with the news of the suspected
NLGQDSSLQJDQRPLQRXVFRQQHFWLRQEHJDQWRWDNHVKDSH4:$¶VLQYLWDWLRQIRUDSDQHO
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discussion on public housing coincided with the Berea kidnapping, it involved the same
investment bank, the same number of investment bankers and in both instances the
ORFDWLRQZDVXQNQRZQWKHDEVHQFHRIDQDGGUHVVLQ4:$¶VLQYLWDWLRQQRZKDUGO\D
mistake. But was it not QWA that he was currently on the phone with?
Elliott felt a sinkhole collapsing inside him, and his heart pounded. Right then, he
noticed he was no longer on hold. Instead of a beeping tone he found himself listening to
a silence that was rippled by the intermittent sound of someone breathing.
#
Elliott listened to the person on the other end of the telephone line breathing and
ZKHQLWVWRSSHGKHVWHSSHGLQWRWKHVLOHQFHZLWKDFDXWLRXV³+HOOR"´
³:KRLVWKLV"¶¶,WZDVDZRPDQ¶VYRLFHURXJKDQGORZ
³0\QDPHLV(OOLRWWIURPWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG'DLO\DQG,ZDVZRQGHU´
CC<RXUQDPHDJDLQ´
³(OOLRWW´
CC:KDWPHGLD"´
``Madison Vanguard. I was wondering whether -´
A beep ended the call.
Elliott put down the receiver. His heart was still pounding and he had difficulty
stringing together the words that would shape his dread into a coherent suspicion. He
focused on recalling the similarities: same date, same investment bank, same number of
investment bankers and no address. He could brush it off as coincidence, but the phone
call he just had was too weird. The alternative, he realized, was that Queens Waterfront
Action was somehow linked to the Berea kidnappers. He would have to call QWA again
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to test his suspicion. Elliott drew a deep breath and dialed its number. When no one
answered, he was relieved he did not have to speak to that unfriendly woman again.
Elliott rose from his seat to speak to Anad. The editor though was not at his desk
DQGORRNLQJDURXQG(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WVHHKLPLQWKHQHZVURRPHLWKHU
6RKHUHWXUQHGWRUHDGLQJ4:$¶VLQYLWDWLRQZRQGHULQJZKHWKHULWVVWDQFHRQ
affordable housing might reveal something DERXWWKHNLGQDSSHUV¶PRWLYHV$VSURWHVWV
DJDLQVW1HZ<RUN¶VSODQWRDEROLVKSXEOLFKRXVLQJHQWHUHGLWVVHFRQGZHHNRQHGLGQ¶W
have to be a genius to see why Berea might be a target. Most investment banks avoided
making statements on the housing debate, Berea, on the other hand, publicly chastised
New York Mayor Alberta for wasting money on affordable housing. Elliott agreed.
Facing its worst fiscal crisis since 1975, New York should cut social spending if it
wanted to avoid bankruptcy. But as public outcry against the housing reforms grew, it
was no surprise that Berea made new enemies. Elliott read again the names of the four
LQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVRQ4:$¶VLQYLWDWLRQ
Dirk Frazer
Anthony Ramirez
Laura Hope
Jonathan Bas
If other media organizations received 4:$¶VLQYLWDWLRQWRRWKHQKHPLJKWQRWEH
the only reporter who drew the connection between the non-profit and the kidnapping.
Perhaps it was worth sending a reporter to their event. He thought about asking Jack or
even going there himself, but first he had to convince Anad. The invitation was for 5:45
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p.m., which left him with less than half an hour to explain his suspicion to Anad, figure
out where the event would take place, and find a reporter to send.
When he heard Anad returning to his desk, Elliott walked over with the printed
out invitation in hand. He told him about the similarities between the kidnapping and
4:$¶VLQYLWDWLRQWKHZHLUGSKRQHFDOODQGKLVVXVSLFLRQWKDWWKHQRQ-profit and the
kidnappers were the same.
³7KH\PLJKWEHWDUJHWLQJ%HUea because of its role in pushing the city to sell
SXEOLFKRXVLQJ´(OOLRWWVDLGLQFRQFOXVLRQ
Anad made a non-FRPPLWWDOQRGDQGFKHFNHGKLVZDWFK³6RLIWKLV4:$LV
VRPHKRZOLQNHGWRWKHNLGQDSSLQJZKDWGR\RXWKLQNZLOOKDSSHQDWSP"¶¶
Elliott shrugged. He doubted it would be the promised discussion with the four
kidnapped investment bankers. He doubted it would be anything pleasant. And there was
DQRWKHUSUREOHP³:HGRQ¶WNQRZZKHUHWKHHYHQWZLOOEHKHOG´(OOLRWWVDLG
³(YHQLIZHGLGZHGRQ¶WHYHQKDYHDQ\RQHWRVHQGWKHUH¶¶$QDGUHSOLHG
³:K\GRQ¶WZHVHQG-DFN"¶¶
³1RKHVWD\VZKHUHKHLV'RZQWRZQLVZKHUHDOOWKHDFWLRQLV$Q\OXFNZLWK
WKDWSKRWRJUDSKHU"¶¶
(OOLRWWKDGQ¶WH[SHFWHG$QDGWRFKDQJHWKHWRSLFWKLVIDVW³,DVVLJQHG a new
IUHHODQFHUKHUQDPHLV%ULGJHW6KH¶VRQKHUZD\´
³*RRG´$QDGSXWGRZQWKHLQYLWDWLRQDQGWXUQHGKLVDWWHQWLRQEDFNRQKLV
monitor.
³:KDWDERXW4:$"¶¶(OOLRWWLQVLVWHG
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³,¶OOUXQLWE\P\SROLFHVRXUFH,QWKHPHDQWLPH¶¶$QDGSRLQWHGDWKLV monitor as
he scrolled up and down the e-PDLOLQER[³\RXFDQKHOSPHUHDGWKURXJKWKHVHSUHVV
UHOHDVHVVHHLIWKHUH¶VDQ\WKLQJLQWHUHVWLQJ´
Elliott groaned then shuffled back to his seat. This was typical. Writing up press
statements and picking up stories from newswires took up more of his time than actual
UHSRUWLQJ+HFRXOGQ¶WEODPH$QDGWKRXJK0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGZDVVWUXJJOLQJWRJHW
advertisements and the fewer it got, the more stories it needed to fill out the blanks in the
pages. Just like New York, the newspaper was on the brink of bankruptcy which, as
Elliott was frequently reminded of, meant a shortage of reporters to chase stories. His
SKRQHEHHSHG,WZDVDWH[WIURP-DFN³:KHUH¶VP\SKRWRJUDSKHU"´(OOLRWWVLJKHGDQG
texted Bridget to get in contact with Jack ASAP.
Elliott scrolled through the usual press releases in the e-mail inbox, from
restaurant openings, product launches, to companies flaunting their community
GHYHORSPHQWSURJUDPV7LPHZDVUXQQLQJVKRUWDQG$QDGGLGQ¶WVD\KHKDGWRZrite up
anything now. Elliott took a sip from his espresso, closed down the e-mail window and
opened Google.
He typed in Queens Waterfront Action and found its website. The latest article on
its homepage was five years old. The phone number on its website was no longer active
and he suspected the address too was no longer valid. Returning to his search results, he
FRXOGQ¶WILQGDQ\DUWLFOHVRQ4:$RYHUWKHSDVWILYH\HDUVDVLIDWVRPHSRLQWLWVKXW
down. Was this even the same QWA that sent out the invitation?
³(OOLRWW´
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He looked up to see Anad rushing toward him from the pantry, his eyes glowing
with excitement.
³,WDONHGWRP\VRXUFHDWWKHSROLFH´WKHHGLWRUVDLGUXEELQJKLVKDQGVWRJHWKHU
³+HZRXOGQ¶WWHOOPHWKHQDPHVRIWKHIRXUPLVVLQJLQYestment bankers. So I told him
about how we got an invitation from QWA for a panel discussion today where four Berea
investment bankers were scheduled to speak. I gave him the names of the investment
EDQNHUV*XHVVZKDWKH¶VVXGGHQO\very interested in QW$¶VLQYLWDWLRQ´
³6RZH¶UHRQWRVRPHWKLQJ"´
³$EVROXWHO\´$QDGVDLG³7KHSROLFHNQRZWKHQDPHVRIWKHIRXUNLGQDSSHG
EDQNHUVDQG,EHWWKRVHRQWKHLQYLWDWLRQDUHWKHH[DFWVDPHQDPHV,¶YHDVNHG-DFNWRJHW
KLVSROLFHVRXUFHFRQILUPWKHIRXUQDPHV´
³$ZHVRPH%XWZHVWLOOGRQ¶WNQRZWKHORFDWLRQRIWKHHYHQW´
³)LQGLW´$QDGVDLGFKHFNLQJKLVZDWFK³:HKDYHPLQXWHVOHIW´
Elliott wondered how he was going to find their location. He remembered seeing
websites that could track the locations of phone calls. Pulling up one of these websites, he
then typed in the two QWA phone numbers he had. Not surprisingly, the non-active
numEHUKHIRXQGRQ4:$¶VZHEVLWHFRUUHVSRQGHGZLWKWKHDGGUHVVRQWKHLUZHEVLWH
while the number written on their invitation led to an address in Queens. Given their
dormant website, Elliott was leaning toward the one in Queens. Still, he felt he was
missing VRPHWKLQJ7KDW¶VZKHQLWKLWKLPWKHFDOOIURP4:$¶VDQVZHULQJPDFKLQH+H
looked up the call history on his desk phone, and sure enough found a third phone
number. This time the call originated from a location on the Upper West Side. Unlike the
other two phone numbers, this one had an actual person from QWA speaking to him, and
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that meant the location she called him from might be where the other kidnappers were as
well. Elliott wrote down the address.
He noticed a text message on his mobile phone. It was Bridget who told him she
had a problem with a flat tire but would soon be on her way. Dammit, Bridget. He was
about to send her a reply, when he heard someone furiously snapping his fingers. It was
Anad, speaking on the phone while trying to get his attHQWLRQ³5HDGPHWKRVHQDPHVRI
WKHLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVDJDLQ,KDYH-DFNRQWKHOLQH´
Elliott opened the e-mail invitation and blurted out the name at the top of the list:
³'LUN)UD]HU´
$QDGUHSHDWHGWKHQDPHWR-DFNDQGDPRPHQWODWHUVKRRNKLVKHDG³7KHUH¶VQR
RQHXQGHUWKDWQDPH´
CC$UH\RXVXUH"´(OOLRWWDVNHGKLVRSWLPLVPGHIODWLQJIDVWLQWRGHQLDO³,W¶V'-i-rk-´
CC)RUJHW'LUNJLYHPHWKHVHFRQGQDPH´
CC$QWKRQ\5DPLUH]´(OOLRWWVDLGWKLVWLPHVORZHU
Anad repeated that name to Jack, staring down at the desk in concentration.
³1H[W´
CC/DXUD+RSH´
³1H[W´
³-RQDWKDQ%DV´
2QO\WKHQGLG$QDGORRNXS³:HJRWWKUHHPDWFKHV´KHVDLGDQGJHVWXUHGIRU
(OOLRWWWRFRPHRYHU³-DFN,¶PSXWWLQJ\RXRQVSHDNHUSKRQH´
(OOLRWWKXUULHGRYHUDV-DFN¶V voice came crackling through.
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``..XVHOHVVLIZHGRQ¶WNQRZWKHDGGUHVV´
CC,W¶VRQWKH8SSHU:HVW6LGH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³<RXVXUH"´$QDGORRNHGDWKLP
³7KHZRPDQIURP4:$ZKRFDOOHGPHVKHFDOOHGPHIURPWKDWDGGUHVV´
``And the event starts at 5:45 pP"´-DFNDVNHG
CC<RXZRQ¶WPDNHLW´$QDGVDLG
Elliott thought about going there himself but a better idea struck him. He and
Anad looked at each other and he knew the editor had the same idea.
³7KHSKRWRJUDSKHU´$QDGVDLG³VHQG-´
³%ULGJHW´
#
Photography was the latest interest Bridget Quigley acquired, a curiosity she
satisfied at the end of a long list of sampling hobbies. Her mother enrolled her into preballet classes before she started to learn how to read, and from there on she happily
dipped into piano lessons, horse riding, ice skating, tennis, and on the encouraging of her
Uncle %HQMDPLQ³&KXFN1RUULV´&DUWHUWRRNNDUDWHOHVVRQVZKHUHKHUEDOOHWSRZHUOHJV
paid off. These were just the hobbies her mother approved of. As she turned 15 and the
list of discarded hobbies grew longer, mother said no. No more new hobbies, no more
paying tuitions, no more buying equipment, just no.
,WZDVQ¶WWKHWXLWLRQWKDWZRUULHGPRWKHU0RQH\ZDVQHYHUDQLVVXHLQ%ULGJHW¶V
family. Unlike Father, who was too busy to be around, Mother tried to nudge her
daughter into the world of grownups with no time for hobbies. Bridget thought MRWKHU¶V
big no came suspiciously around the time that her hobbies took a sharp turn toward the
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less refined but more satisfying thrill of hip hop dancing, skateboarding and self-defense
FRXUVHV$VKHULQWHUHVWJUDYLWDWHGWRZDUGVWUHHWFXOWXUHVRGLGKHUIULHQGV¶VRFLDO
EDFNJURXQGV0RWKHUVKHNQHZZDVQ¶WKDSS\WRVHHKHUEDE\EDOOHULQDWZLUOLQJRXWRI
her reach and into the influence of friends whose lifestyles and backgrounds were in her
view questionable at best.
Bridget resented MRWKHU¶VRYHUEHDULQJSXVKIRUKHUWRVXFFHHG(YHU\VFKRRO
assignment was a race to be number one. Instead of becoming a career woman as Mother
wished she would, she grew up becoming more of an athlete, competitive and skillful in
many ways, but without any interest to turn professional. Flakey was how her Mother
GHVFULEHGKHU)ODNH\DQGVWXEERUQOLNHWKHWLPHVKHGHFOLQHGKHUSDUHQWV¶FROOHJHIXQGV.
For weeks mother beseeched her not to forfeit her chance of an Ivy League education,
and when Bridget rebuffed her for the last time, it almost ruined their relationship, were it
not for Father. Though rarely at home, his love for both was infectious.
A former state senator, Father stayed in Washington when Mother moved to New
York to run her real-estate business. She practically raised their only child by herself.
Father, on the other hand, treated Bridget as though she had stopped aging at 17, her life a
kaleidoscope of friends, hobbies and part-WLPHMREV&RUSRUDWH$PHULFDZDVQ¶WLQWHUHVWHG
in candidates like her, not with the economy in a depression, not with a degree in social
VFLHQFHDQGQRWZLWKRXWKHUSDUHQWV¶FRQQHFWLRQV+HUZRUNUHVXPHUHVHPEOHG the list of
her hobbies, one part-time job after another, as she struggled to pay her student loan.
6KHVRPHWLPHVZRQGHUHGZKHWKHUUHMHFWLQJKHUIDPLO\¶VZHDOWKDQGLQIOXHQFHZDV
worth the independence she enjoyed. When Father was her age, he was already interning
at a law firm, while mother founded her real-estate company. Her relatives had stopped

("!
!

!

comparing her with her overachieving parents. Even her younger cousins were pulling
ahead of her. Barely in her mid-twenties, Bridget had already been relegated to a footnote
LQKHUIDPLO\KLVWRU\6KHKDWHGLW-XVWEHFDXVHVKHZDVVWUXJJOLQJILQDQFLDOO\GLGQ¶W
mean she was destined to become a loser.
So when Elliott called her with a photo assignment, she was ready. Sure, she
GLGQ¶WH[SHFWDQDVVLJQment for a big story on the first day Madison Vanguard hired her.
With nine minutes left before the event at QWA started, she was also running out of time,
and the fear of being late pumped adrenaline into her throbbing excitement. But this was
her break. Whatever happens at QWA, she would be there, and she would get pictures.
Bridget swooped around the corner on a bike, leaning a tad too much to the right
and almost lost balance as the weight of her backpack pulled her off center. She rose
from the saddle, pedaled harder to regain speed, then moved up a gear. Riding pass
Bryant Park to her right, she closed in on a delivery truck, held on to its side for an
express ride up Sixth Avenue, and after eight blocks let go and swung left into a narrow
street. Jammed on a Saturday, the street funneled traffic into a slow-moving queue. She
weaved through the snarl until she came out clipping the corner of 49th Street.
The way she rode, she could have been mistaken for a bike messenger. Her outfit
WKRXJKZDVQ¶WPHant for speeding. Late September still carried traces of the sweltering
summer, and she wore a brown faux leather jacket over a t-shirt, and faded jeans with a
pair of olive-green sneakers. From under the helmet, her gold-brown ponytail fluttered in
the wiQGDVVKH]LSSHGLQDQGRXWRIWUDIILFXQGHUWKHFRROLQJVKDGRZVRIWKHFLW\¶V
skyscrapers. Going further west, New York opened up to blocks of hunkering low rises,
as though finally conceding its reign to the immense sky.
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Her first day on the job was shDSLQJXSWREHDQLJKWPDUH6KHKDGQ¶WEHHQULGLQJ
her bike this hard in a long time. When Elliott called her to change her assignment, she
had just fixed her flat tire near Madison Vanguard, a good thing as otherwise she would
have been on her way to BereD¶VRIILFHLQWKHRSSRVLWHGLUHFWLRQ'RZQWRZQ7KHQWKHUH
was the assignment itself. Madison Vanguard hired her solely on the strength of her
portfolio she built after working for a wedding photographer for a year. What she lacked
was experience. After EllLRWWWROGKHUDERXW4:$¶VSRVVLEOHLQYROYHPHQWLQWKH
NLGQDSSLQJRI%HUHD¶VLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVDQGWKDWWKHHYHQWRQWKHLULQYLWDWLRQPLJKWQRW
be a panel discussion after all, she wondered what he expected her to do. Was she
supposed to interview the kidnappers as well? Just take pictures of whatever was
happening, he had told her. And when she asked him what sort of pictures he specifically
looked for, he said he wanted action, drama, close-up, tears. She compared these with the
wedding pictures she had taken that were mostly of dresses, laughter, food, flowers and
IRXQGWKHJDSEHWZHHQ(OOLRWW¶VH[SHFWDWLRQDQGKHUDFWXDOZRUNH[SHULHQFHWURXEOLQJ
But she kept repeating the words action, drama, close-up, tears in her mind until they
coalesced into a solid determination. She would get the pictures, and riding her bike, she
felt unstoppable.
Halfway passing through a one-way street, Bridget spotted ahead the crack of an
689¶VGULYHUGRRURSHQLQJ6KHVZHUYHGULJKWMXVWHQRXJKWRPLVVWKHGRRUWKHQ
straightened her bike, keeping her momentum. Behind her, she caught a glimpse of the
VWDUWOHGORRNRQWKHGULYHU¶VIDFHDQGZDVJODGWKDWVKHKDGNHSWDFOHDUGLVWDQFHRI
parked cars. When she looked ahead again, the first thing that crossed her mind was shit!
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She slammed into a Ford sedan coming out of a garage. The impact hurled her over
the motor cap and with arms stretched out she landed hands first on the other side, then
rolled sideways before ending up sitting on her butt, dazed and heart pounding. She sat
there for a moment as she began to register the damages. Pain in the right arm, right
shoulder, scrapes on her palms, and more pain near the lower spine where her backpack
had dug deep during her roll. Her senses gradually turned outward, and she heard the
HOHFWULFZKLURIDFDUZLQGRZJOLGLQJGRZQWKHQVRPHRQHIURPLQVLGHVKRXWLQJ³PRURQ´
She ignored him and clambered to her feet. The Ford drove on, and the few spectators on
the other side of the street dispersed to her relief without comments. Standing there, she
stared at her bike lying across her with its front wheel busted. Five more blocks she
estimated and a broken bike. Great, just fucking great!
She locked her bike to a nearby pole, tightened her backpack straps and, ignoring
the pain in her right shoulder, began to run. Having dived into all sorts of sports, she was
familiar with bruises, sprains and pulls. Ironically, she rarely got injured in her years of
training martial arts, no matter how brutal her sparring sessions were. That earned her the
nickname Ms. Steel. Though running with a backpack on sore shoulders, knowing that
she would still be late, she felt more like quitting. Bridget wished she had included
running into her routine exercises, and a torturous block later she stopped, the backpack
too much for her.
It was 5:41p.m. and she had another four blocks to run. As she sat down by the
curb, she felt her excitement giving way to a flapping sense of helplessness, and right
underneath, the swelling of anger and shame. She took a breath, counted to six, exhaled
and repeated this for half a minute. She needed this job. She rose and jumped up and
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GRZQJODGWKDWDWOHDVWKHUOHJVZHUHQ¶WKXUWLQJDVVKHWULHGWRSXPSKHUVHOIEDFNIRU
action. Two minutes left.
Bridget jogged for another WZREORFNVXQWLOVKHFRXOGQ¶WVWDQGWKHEDFNSDFN¶V
weight rubbing and tugging against her shoulders. She decided to walk the rest of the
way, not caring about losing more minutes. By the time she found the address, she was
sweating profusely, her backpack felt like a sack of bricks, both her shoulders were now
throbbing in pain, and she was a good three minutes late to the party.
She looked through the fence at a dreary, gray painted building that was set back
from the street by a parking lot. The shape of a shoebox with window panes running
along each of the four floors, it seemed to serve as an administration office to a
dilapidated warehouse that rose up from behind it. The rusty fence had no gate and
Bridget crossed the empty parking lot and walked up tRWKHRIILFH¶VZLGH-open double
glass doors. She was expecting to see a security guard or someone from QWA greeting
her. But neither they nor any other reporter were present. With few cars passing the street
behind her, the place was quiet too.
Standing by the doors, she peered inside. Flickering lights, stained gray walls and
GLUW\ZKLWHFHUDPLFWLOHVVXJJHVWHGWKHOREE\KDGQ¶WVHHQYLVLWRUVIRUDORQJWLPH6DYHG
for the barren security desk and the waiting-room chairs that lined up on one side of the
walOLWKDGQRIXUQLWXUH6KHFRXOGQ¶WVHHDQ\HOHYDWRUVDQGWKHIOLJKWRIVWDLUVLQWKHEDFN
to her left appeared to be the only way up. For a moment she thought Elliott had given
her the wrong address. Then she saw a notice taped to the wall next to the stairway on
which was written in large bold letters the instruction for reporters to head upstairs for the
QWA panel discussion.
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She took a deep breath then walked with brisk steps through the lobby and up the
stairs to a corridor on the second floor where another notice, with a big arrow, pointed to
a door at the end. As she walked down the corridor, she listened for any chatter but all
VKHKHDUGZDVPXWHGWUDIILFVRXQGLQWKHEDFNDQGWKHEODULQJRIDVKLS¶VKRUQSDVVLQJ
Hudson River in the front. At the door she hesitated. What was behind it?
With the back of her hand she wiped the sweat off her forehead. She was never
the one to shy away from a physical challenge, and had seen a good bit of action herself,
EXWLQKHUKXUU\WRJHWKHUHVKHKDGQ¶WKDGWKHWime to think about the danger of her
assignment. The risk of encountering actual kidnappers demanded the respect of at least
some foot-dragging. Why Elliott picked her, a first-timer, for this job was beyond her. As
she pulled out her phone to call him, shHVDZ$QDG¶VPLVFDOOVDQGWH[WPHVVDJHVWHOOLQJ
her to stand back until the police arrives. Bridget sighed in relief. She was walking away
from the door when she heard the sirens of police cars growing louder and the thud thud
thud of an approaching helicopter. The full cavalry it seemed.
All the trouble of coming here, she thought, and now she would have to take
pictures from behind the police line like everyone else. At the top of the stairway that led
down to the lobby, she stopped. Action, drama, close-up, tears. These were the kind of
pictures Elliott asked for. But once the police get in and clear the area, she doubted she
could get close enough to get the pictures he wanted. She made her decision. Now that
she was here already, and with the police not far off, it might be worth the risk to see
ZKDW¶VJRLQJRQLQWKDWURRP5HFNOHVVVKHNQHZEXWVKHKDGWROGKHUVHOIWKDWVKHZRXOG
get the pictures. Bridget turned around and walked back. Whatever was waiting behind
that door, she would soon find out.
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³(OOLRWW\RX¶UHIUHH"´-DFN¶VYRLFHRQWKHRWKHUHQGRIWKHOLQHZDVEDUHO\DXGLEOH
against the wind blowing over the microphone. Elliott heard traffic in the background
too.
³:KDW¶VXS-DFN":KHUHDUH\RX"´6WUDGGOLQJWKHSKRQHEHWZHHQVKRXOGHUDQG
ear, Elliott quickly washed his hands in the restroom. One thing he learned working as a
reporter was that once a live coverage began, there would be no time for toilet breaks. It
was two minutes before the start of the QWA event. Whatever Jack wanted to say he
would have to make it fast.
³,¶PJUDEELQJDFDEWR4:$1RQHRIWKHRWKHUUHSRUWHUVKHUHNQRZDERXW4:$
EXWWKH\¶OOILQGRXWVRRQHQRXJK/LVWHQ,WDONHGWRP\)%,VRXUFH7hey think they know
ZKRWKHNLGQDSSHUVDUH´
³$OUHDG\"&DQZHTXRWH\RXUVRXUFH"´
³,W¶VRII-the-record. He said they were South American eco-terrorists. Check out
WKH'HYRQFDVH,FDOO\RXEDFNLQDPRPHQW´-DFNVDLGDQGKXQJXS
-DFNZDVQ¶WFDOOHGWKHSDSHU¶VVWDUUHSRUWHUIRUQRWKLQJ+HKDGDQH[WHQVLYH
network of sources, and a way of talking to people that make them want to open up and
spill out their secrets. Too bad it was his last day working for Madison Vanguard. Jack,
whose father owned Madison Vanguard, would start reporting for the New York Times
on Monday. Walking back to his desk, Elliott saw through the open door of the
conference room, a few catering personnel arranging tables to prepare for his farewell
party. Seeing how busy the day was, the star reporter might be coming late to his own
party.
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Elliott asked Anad whether Bridget had called already, and the editor shook his
head. He had instructed her to call Anad if anything happened. Back at his desk, he
checked his phone to make sure BridJHWKDGQ¶WWULHGWRFDOOKLPLQVWHDG1RWKLQJ+HWKHQ
did a quick search on Devon and South American eco terrorism. The results came back
with a number of articles from a few years ago. Devon was a Brazilian oil and gas
company owned by one of the country¶VDOOHJHGO\PRVWFRUUXSWDQGUXWKOHVVEXVLQHVVPHQ
who was known for his total disregard for the environment and human rights. Eco
terrorists then sabotaged its pipeline, forcing Devon to suspend production and its shares
on the stock exchange plunged.
His PRELOHSKRQHUDQLWZDV-DFN³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDWHYLGHQFHP\VRXUFHKDV´
-DFNVDLGDSSDUHQWO\DOUHDG\VLWWLQJLQVLGHDFDE³EXW,GRQ¶WVHHPXFKRIDFRQQHFWLRQ
KHUHEHWZHHQ'HYRQ¶VFDVHDQGWKHNLGQDSSHUV´
Elliot was scanning the articles, highlightLQJSRLQWVKHIRXQGLQWHUHVWLQJ³&KHFN
WKLVRXW´KHVDLG³'HYRQDFTXLUHGLWVRLOILHOGE\IRUFLQJDVPDOOHUFRPSDQ\$OPHGDWR
VHOOWKHILHOGDWDULGLFXORXVORZSULFH$OPHGDZHQWEDQNUXSWDIWHUWKHVDOHDQGKHUH¶V
when it gets interesting: Just afWHU'HYRQ¶VVKDUHSULFHVIHOOEHFDXVHRIWKHSLSHOLQH
VDERWDJHV$OPHGDFDPHEDFNIURPWKHGHDGWRPDNHDKRVWLOHWDNHRYHUELG´
³<RXPHDQOLNH4:$FDPHEDFNIURPWKHGHDGDIWHUDILYH-\HDUKLDWXV"´-DFN
asked.
³([DFWO\,WVD\VKHUHWKDW$OPHGDDQGWKH eco-terrorists, the saboteurs, were
FRQQHFWHGDQG´
Elliott saw Anad standing across him, trying to get his attention. He excused
himself to Jack to let the editor speak.
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³,GRQ¶WOLNHWKLV´$QDGVDLG
³'RQ¶WOLNHZKDW"´
³,¶YHEHHQWU\LQJWRFDOO%ULGJHWEXWVKHKDVQ¶WDQVZHUHGKHUSKRQH,GRQ¶WOLNH
VKH¶VDOOWKHUHE\KHUVHOI´$QDGVDLG
(OOLRWWXQGHUVWRRG6KHZDVQ¶WD0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGVWDIISKRWRJUDSKHUEXW
VDIHW\ZDVVWLOOSULRULW\³6XUHO\WKHSROLFHLVDOUHDG\RQWKHVFHQH´
³7KH\DUHEXWVWLOO,FDQ¶WJHWKROGRIKHU´
³,¶OOJLYHKHUDFDOO´(OOLRWWVDLG
³1R,WROG-DFNWRFDOO\RXDERXWKLV)%,VRXUFH,¶OOKDQGOH%ULGJHW´
Elliott nodded. It was already 5:49 p.m. She should have arrived already. He sent
Bridget a text message, asking her to get in contact with Anad. Then he returned to Jack.
³6RLWVD\VKHUHWKDW$OPHGDDQGWKHeco-terrorists were working together. I sent
\RXDOLQNWRWKHDUWLFOH´
³,FDQ¶WWDONDQGUHDGRQP\SKRQHDWWKHVDPHWLPH´-DFNVDLG
³+ROGRQ´(OOLott read through a summary of the Devon case, trying to
XQGHUVWDQGWKHDOOHJHGOLQNEHWZHHQ$OPHGDDQGWKHVDERWHXUV³$OOULJKWKHUH¶VZKDW
KDSSHQHG)LUVWRIDOO'HYRQ¶VVKDUHVIHOOLQWKHPRQWKVWKDWWKHWHUURULVWVNHSWDWWDFNLQJ
its pipeline. Its security personnel ended up getting ambushed and killed to the point that
the entire pipeline was practically under the control of the terrorists. Its shares were worth
QH[WWRQRWKLQJDQG$OPHGDPDGHDWHQGHURIIHUPHDQLQJLWRIIHUHGWREX\DOORI'HYRQ¶V
shares at a premium to the market. So everyone sold their shares in Devon to cut their
ORVVHV´
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³$QGKRZGRHVWKLVVKRZWKDW$OPHGDDQGWKHeco-terrorists were working
WRJHWKHU"´
Looking up at the TV, Elliott saw the running text announcing the kidnappers¶
possible connection with QWA. Now every media organization knew about QWA and
the whole media circus would be heading up there. It was 5:53 p.m. Where was Bridget?
³(OOLRWW\RXWKHUH"´
³5LJKW6RDVVRRQDV$OPHGDRZQHG'HYRQLWGLVPDQWOHGLWVRLOoperation. The
pipeline, the refinery, and all other assets were sold off. Devon returned its oil concession
WRWKH&KLOHDQJRYHUQPHQWDQG«´
Elliott kept talking as he rose from his seat to check with Anad whether he had
any luck with Bridget. Anad was talking with photo editor Dawson and when he noticed
Elliott, he shook his head. No sign of her yet.
³«SURFHHGVIURPWKHVDOHZDVPRUHWKDQHQRXJKWRSD\IRUWKHWDNHRYHURI
'HYRQ´(OOLRWWZHQWRQ³DQGWKHUHVWDERXWPLOOLRQZDVSXWXQGHUDQ$UJHQWLnian
trust fund to rehabilitate the forest areas and help the indigenous people recover from
'HYRQ¶VRSSUHVVLRQ$IWHUHYHU\WKLQJZDVVHWWOHGQRWKLQJZDVOHIWRI'HYRQQRWKLQJEXW
VFUDSPHWDO´
³2ND\VRWKHeco-terrorists took down Devon using Almeda as a front for the
WDNHRYHU´-DFNVDLG³%XWKRZGRHVWKLVUHODWHWR%HUHDNLGQDSSLQJ"´
³,¶PRQO\WHOOLQJ\RXZKDWKDSSHQHG1RZZHJRWWRILJXUHRXWZK\WKH)%,WKLQN
these eco-terrorists DUHEHKLQGWKHNLGQDSSLQJ´
³*UHDW$Q\LGHDV"´
From across his desk, Elliott heard Anad slamming the phone.
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³+H\-DFNZHORVWFRQWDFWZLWK%ULGJHW:HGRQ¶WNQRZZKHWKHUVKHPDGHLWWR
4:$RUQRWEXWZHDVVXPHVKHPDGHLWEHFDXVHLW¶VDOUHDG\SDVVHGSP´
³6KLW(OOLRWWDUH\RXWHOOLQJPHWhe kidnappers -.´
³,¶PQRWgoing to speculate, but Anad is worried and so I am frankly. How far
DZD\DUH\RX"´
³,¶PDOPRVWWKHUH´-DFNVDLG(OOLRWWFRXOGKHDUKLPWHOOLQJWKHGULYHUWRPDNHLW
fast.
³:KDWDERXWWKHSROLFH"´-DFNDVNHG
³7KH\¶UHRQWKHVFHQHEXWZHKDYHQRZRUG\HWRIZKDW¶VKDSSHQLQJ´
7KHUH¶VDPRPHQWRIVLOHQFHWKHQKHKHDUG-DFNFOHDULQJKLVWKURDW³*XHVVZH
QHHGWRILJXUHRXWZKDWWKHNLGQDSSHUV¶PRWLYHPLJKWEH´
³,I\RXUHDGWKH4:$VWDWHPHQWLWVHHPHGWKH\¶UHDJDLQVWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
Elliott said³,WKLQNZHVKRXOGSXWWKHLUDFWLRQLQWRFRQWH[WWKRXJK´
³5LJKW´-DFNVDLG³+HUH¶VZKDWZHNQRZ)LUVW1HZ<RUNLVLQDILVFDOFULVLV,W
PXVWUHSD\VRPHPLOOLRQRIGHEWGXH6HSW,IWKHFLW\GRHVQ¶WSD\WKDWDPRXQWRQ
time, it will have deIDXOWHGRQLWVGHEW6HFRQGO\ZHNQRZWKHFLW\GRHVQ¶WKDYH
PLOOLRQWRSD\RQ6HSW´
Elliott had read the business pages of Madison Vanguard, and knew that the city
must borrow to avoid a default on its $530 million notes. This was where investment
banks such as Berea came in. They agreed to raise that amount of money in the debt
market, but only after the city slashed social spending. No housing reforms, no money.
The extend of the housing reforms ± KRZPXFKRIWKHFLW\¶VSXEOLFKRXVLQJVKRXOGEe
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sold to developers, at what price, over what period of time, including the phasing out of
rent regulation ± was still being negotiated with bankers.
³%DQNVZDQWWKHFLW\WRDEROLVKWKHDIIRUGDEOHKRXVLQJSURJUDP´(OOLRWWVDLG
³:KLFKWKHNLGQDSSHUVDUHWU\LQJWRVWRS´-DFNVDLG³6R4:$WHUURUL]HWKH
LQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVWRIRUFHWKHPWRGURSWKHLUGHPDQGRQKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
³,GRXEWNLGQDSSLQJLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVZLOOPDNHDGLIIHUHQFH´
³8QOHVV\RXFRQVLGHU'HYRQ¶VFDVH´-DFNVDLG³5HPHPEHULWZDV a combination
EHWZHHQWKHSLSHOLQHVDERWDJHVDQG$OPHGD¶VWDNHRYHUELGWKDWHYHQWXDOO\NLOOHG'HYRQ´
³6R\RX¶UHVD\LQJWKHNLGQDSSLQJLVMXVWWKHEHJLQQLQJ"´
³,KRSHQRWEXWJRLQJE\'HYRQ¶VFDVHWKDW¶VDSRVVLELOLW\´-DFNVDLG
³:KRDUHWKHRWKHUSOD\HUVRULQVWLWXWLRQVLQYROYHGLQKRXVLQJ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³7KHFLW\¶VKRXVLQJGHSDUWPHQWWKHFLW\FRXQFLOWKHPD\RUKHUVHOI"7KLV
LQYROYHVDORWRISDUWLHV:K\"´
³%HFDXVHLI\RX¶UHULJKWWKHNLGQDSSHUV¶QH[WPRYHVPLJKWEHWKURXJKWKHVH
LQVWLWXWLRQV´(OOLRWWVDLG³7KHVHeco-terrorists not only know how to bomb and kill, they
ZHUHDOVRDEOHWRHQJLQHHUWKHWDNHRYHURI%UD]LO¶VWKLUG-biggest oil company and wiped it
completely off the earth. They know how to manipulate the rules to meet their
REMHFWLYHV´
³$QG\RXWKLQNWKH\¶UHKHUHLQ1HZ<RUNWRILJKWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV"´-DFN
asked.
³1R7KH)%,WKLQNVWKH\¶UHKHUH´
³*UHDWVRXQGVWKHFLW\LVLQGHHSVKLW +H\,¶PKHUH´
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Elliott heard Jack talking to the driver, then the car door opening and closing followed by
WKHVRXQGRIIRRWVWHSVRQJUDYHO³-DFN"´
³1RWORRNLQJJRRGPDQ,VHHDQDPEXODQFHOHWPHJHWFORVHU´
Elliott called Anad to come over to his GHVN³,SXW\RXRQVSHDNHUSKRQH$QDG
LVZLWKPH6HHDQ\WKLQJ"´KHVDLGDVWKHHGLWRUMRLQHGKLP
-DFN¶VIRRWVWHSVTXLFNHQHGDQGKHZDVEUHDWKLQJKDUGLQWRWKHSKRQH³1RW
ORRNLQJJRRG6KLWQRWJRRGDWDOO´
³:KDWLWLV-DFN"´$QDGDVNHGWXUQLQJ up the speaker volume.
³7KHUH¶VD6:$7RIILFHUFDUU\LQJDEDFNSDFNDQGDEURNHQFDPHUD´
#
Bridget lowered the door handle and pushed the door wide open. Inside the room
was a single foldable chair that faced a long wooden table in the back. Behind the table,
three window panes looked out into the warehouse and next to them was another door
with an EXIT sign above it. Two Fluorescent tube lamps compensated for the lack of
sunlight coming through the warehouse-facing windows. Otherwise the room was empty.
There was nothing to take pictures of and Bridget stood by the open door registering this
fact with brooding disappointment.
At first she thought she had missed whatever QWA had planned for their
invitation, but she was only a few minutes late and now she feared they might have
canceled their event altogether. She walked up to the window panes behind the table and
looked out.
From the second floor of the office building, she had a good view of the
warehouse which was attached to the back of the office. It was big enough to fit several
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semi-trailer trucks, and its ceiling was another three or four floors high. Big chunks of its
corrugated roof were missing, and light fell on patches of grass that broke up its concrete
floor. The few rusty containers along its wall that bordered the office completed the
picture of abandonment she had felt seen since walking into the office building.
The sound of the approaching helicopter grew louder, almost drowning out the
police sirens in the back. She was never fond of the police and the image of officers in
riot gears charging at her triggered unpleasant memories. Still, an idea took shape. She
might get a picture of a police tactical team rappelling from their helicopter. As long as
WKHSROLFHGLGQ¶WPLVWDNHKHUIRURQe of the kidnappers, she would be all right.
The helicopter appeared to be coming from behind the warehouse. Alongside the
wall to her left, she saw a passageway connecting the room she was in with the back of
the warehouse. This seemed to be the fastest route to the helicopter. Bridget went to the
door with the EXIT sign above it. She stepped into the dimly lit passageway, walked
down the length of it, and continued down a stairway to a darkened room lined with
shelves, and illuminated only by the glow of another EXIT sign above a door at the end.
The moment she opened that door, sunlight blinded her. Squinting, she recognized the
silhouettes of two SWAT officers standing outside. How did they get down so fast?
6KHZDVQ¶WUHDG\ZLWKKHUFDPHUD\HWDQGWKH sight of the police officers
somehow made her stomach clenching up with fear. Not again6KHGLGQ¶WZDQWWRVWHS
out into the open yet, not until she could identify herself as a photojournalist. Remaining
inside the dark room, she put down her backpack and pulled out her press card, while
fumbling with its tangled lanyard. She slowed her breath, taking big gulps of air, and
telling herself that the police was here to help.
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A sharp whistle cut the silence. She looked up to see one of the officers pointing
aWKHU³*HWKHU´
7KDW¶VZKHQVKHUHDOL]HGWKDWVRPHRQHZDVZLWKKHULQWKHURRP%HIRUHVKH
could turn around, hands grabbed her left arm and twisted it against her shoulder blade,
then shoved her against the wall.
The memories soared from the depth of her mind: Shields pushing her to the
ground, batons beating her, kicks and punches hitting her again and again, as she
collapsed and crumpled into a fetal position. Not again.
The fear of getting beaten up came down crashing on her like a wave, obliterating
her nerves. Bridget shrank to her bare instincts. With a hysterical scream she struggled
against the weight that restrained her in the dark until finally her reflexes, developed
through years of training, kicked in.
Unable to see, she stomped blindly RQWKHRIILFHU¶VERRWEHKLQGKHUDQGWULHGWR
kick his groin. He backed away, his grip loosened and she yanked her left arm free. She
pushed away from the wall, spun around, and with her right foot came in hard for a boneshattering round kick. The officeUEDUHO\IOLQFKHGDQGFDXJKW%ULGJHW¶VULJKWOHJEHWZHHQ
his arm and hip, while his right hand clutched the collar of her jacket. Standing on one
leg, she knew she was screwed. She held on to him then swung her left leg over and
around his head, clinching it between her thigh and calf. Hanging backwards with her two
legs around him, she used the weight of her upper body to pull him down, hoping he
ZRXOGIDOORYHUVRVKHFRXOGILQLVKKLPRIIZLWKDQDUPORFN+HEHQWIRUZDUGEXWGLGQ¶W
fall, the back of her head now almost touching the ground. She reached for his right
KDQG¶VZULVWDQGWULHGWRXVHKHUZHLJKWDJDLQVWKLVHOERZMRLQW:LWK%ULGJHWVWLOO
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hanging off him, her head near the ground, her legs clasping him around his head and
waist, the officer stumbled out of the room into the open, grunting and huffing as he
fought off her arm lock. A few more seconds, she thought. But a sudden shift of his right
arm told her it was over. She felt her upper body slowly, impossibly rising off the ground.
Her legs around him began to unravel like a lose knot, and under the daylight she noticed
the sheer size of this man. Watching in disbelief as he slowly pulled her up with one arm,
she realized her fatal mistake. The man wore an army green ski mask, a grey skateboard
helmet, and khaki brown vest, and slung around his shoulder, was an enormous
sledgehammer. Her eyes widened in terror with every inch he lifted her closer to his
masked face, a set of grinding teeth and glowering eyes, until he grabbed her with both
hands and with a bursting guttural shout hurled her against the wall.
She crashed with her shoulder, landed on her stomach, and scurried on all fours
away from him before turning around. Her attacker was gone.
Sitting, she caught her breath and massaged her shoulder. She tried to ignore the
SDLQDVKHUPLQGVWUXJJOHGWRPDNHVHQVHRIZKDWMXVWKDSSHQHG,IWKLVPDQZDVQ¶WD
police officer then he and the two silhouettes she thought were SWAT officers must had
been the kidnappers.
She should consider herself lucky and stand down, yet the decision came to her
LQHYLWDEO\OLNHDEXEEOHULVLQJWRWKHZDWHU¶VVXUIDFHVKHZRXOGJHWWKHLUSLFWXUHV6KH
rose to her feet and staggered back to the dark room to fetch her camera backpack. There
she paused. Up in the passageway the sound of running boots were heading in her
direction, beams of flashlights stroke the stairway ceiling like ghostly fingers. The police
must be already inside the building.
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7KDW¶VZKHQVKHQRWLFHGDGRRULQWKHGDUNURRPLWVSDQHOREVFXUHGE\Dshelf
standing in front of it. Her attacker must have come and gone through this door. She put
on her backpack and opened the door. It led into the warehouse, and stepping inside, she
spotted the kidnappers immediately.
There were six or seven of them, standing in the light under the broken roof at the
other end of the warehouse, as though posing for a group photo. Approaching them for an
up-close shot was not going to happen, not after her encounter with the sledgehammerwielding giant. She would stay where she was and use her long-range zoom lens instead.
She pulled out the lens from her backpack, and as she was fastening it to her camera, she
noticed the smoke.
It was coming out of two small tubes that were bouncing and rolling on the
concrete floor in her direction. The kidnappers must have thrown the smoke grenades at
her. Seconds later the space between her and the kidnappers filled up with billowing
smoke that blocked her view. If she wanted pictures of them, she had no choice but to run
through the smoke toward the kidnappers for a clear shot. She would have to get close.
Bridget hesitated, thinking whether she was feeling crazy enough to do this. This
was what she came here for. She took a deep breath, and with camera in hand, ran into
the smoke, a white curtain that swallowed her whole. Behind her, she heard the police
bursting out through the door.
She kept running, using the chopping sound of the helicopter ahead to guide her
forward. As she got closer, the smoke thinned out, and she slowed to a walk, and readied
her camera. Her next moves would have to be fast: aim, shoot, move, aim, shoot, move,
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and whatever else she did, stay away from the kidnappers. Through the white grayish
screen, their outlines were coming into view. But something was wrong.
Emerging out of the smoke coughing, she came to a tripping halt before the
frightened faces of four gagged and tied men sitting on the ground. The four investment
bankers. They seemed unharmed. But where are the kidnappers? She looked around, half
expecting to see them running in the smoke, but then she looked up. They were dangling
midair in a tight cluster, rising steadily toward the hole in the roof and the helicopter
above them.
6KHKDGQ¶WH[SHFWHGDQDLUOLIW7KLVZDVLWKHURQO\FKDQFHWRJHWSLFWXres of them
before they climb out of sight. She took a few steps back, raised her camera and, looking
through the viewfinder, zoomed in.
There were seven of them, six men and one woman, huddling together like a
bunch of grapes. Bridget had never seen the likes of them before. Their faces were
covered in ski masks except for one man whose head was painted in red with black
markings. Some wore skateboard helmets with symbols, stickers and writings on them.
Two wore parkas, the rest had tactical vests with knives, flashlights, handguns and what
appeared to be smoke grenades attached to them. The men carried blunt weapons, while
the woman had an assault rifle slung across her chest.
Backlight from the sky obscured some of the details, but the lens found its focus.
As the combination of distance, light and angle approached its perfect moment, she
placed her finger on the shutter-release button.
³*HWGRZQ´
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Bridget looked back and instantly regretted having done so. The moment she saw
the four SWAT police officers materializing out of the smoke, she realized she had
missed her shot. She looked up again, raised her camera, aimed, but then hands seized her
by her jacket from behind and pulled her down. She resisted and managed two, three
shots before they yanked her to the ground. As two officers freed the hostages, the other
officers bent over her to hold her down. Not again. She kicked against their grabbing
hands, her left arm trashing about, while her right hand kept pressing the shutter button,
taking pictures at random, until one of the officers kicked the camera out of her hand. She
screamed as it flew and landed with a crackling clunk. It was over.
The officers turned her over, pulled her hands behind her back and handcuffed
her. Lying on her stomach, her heart still pounding, she let exhaustion overcome her, and
with closed eyes surrendered herself to the solid embrace of the concrete floor.
#
Elliott leaned over the sink in the restroom, splashing water on his face. By the
time he had crammed in four hours of interviewing, writing, researching, and fact
checking every detail of the kidnapping story, his mind felt like the abused feet of a
marathon runner. The sagging expression that clung on to his face as he checked himself
in the mirror, told him his good looks had expired for today. At a quarter to midnight,
-DFN¶VIDUHZHOOSDUW\LQWKHFRQIHUHQFHURRPKDGMXVWEHJXQDQGZDLWLQJIRUKLP
downstairs in the office lobby were two FBI agents.
The two agents were sitting in the lounge seat, flipping through magazines. The
first agent, short and stocky with a crew-cut hairstyle, introduced himself as Powell. The
second agent, black, tall, sporting a full beard, and wearing an immaculate grey suit with
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oxford shoes that altogether looked almost dandy, introduced himself with a firm
handshake, Agent Fry.
Elliott led them into one of the three glassed meeting rooms behind the lobby that
were reserved for impromptu visits. They sat facing each other on the round table, with
Elliott having a good view of the lobby in front and the stairway to the newsroom in the
hallway next to him.
³6RUU\WRERWKHU\RXWKLVODWH´)U\VDLG³:HMXVWDUULYHGIURP:DVKLQJWRQDQG
WKRXJKWWRGURSE\VLQFH\RXUHSRUWHUVZRUNODWH´
(OOLRWWSXWRQDVPLOH³1RSUREOHPKRZFDQ\RXKHOS\RX"´
³,OLNHWRNQRZKRZ\RXUGD\ZDV¶¶)U\VDLGZKLOHKLVSDUWQHUWRRNRXWDSHQDQG
QRWHSDGIURPKLVSRFNHW³EHJLQQLQJZLWKKRZ\RXILJXUHGRXWWKHFRQQHFWLRQEHWZHHQ
WKHNLGQDSSHUVDQG4:$´
It had been a long day, and Elliott had already given a chronological account of
ZKDWKHGLGWRWKHSROLFHDIHZKRXUVDJR6WLOOKH¶GEHO\LQJLIKHVDLGWKHGD\KDGEHHQ
PHUHO\H[KDXVWLQJ+HKDGQ¶WEHHQVRH[FLWHGDERXWDVWRU\LQDORQJWLPH+HWRRNRIIKLV
glasses and rubbed his forehead, then repeated his story.
As soon after Jack had told him and Anad over the phone that Bridget got the
pictures, that she had found the four hostages, and that she was, above all, safe and
sound, he slammed his fist on the desk and high fived Anad. Elliott then creamed the
competition with headlines of the four investment bankers found, forcing other media
RUJDQL]DWLRQVWRFLWH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VZHEVLWHXQWLOSROLFHUHOHDVHGDVWDWHPHQWDQ
hour later.
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,WZDV$QDGZKRILUVWVSRWWHG4:$¶VSUHVVVWDWHPHQWLQWKHQHZVURRP¶VJHneral
inbox. QWA claimed responsibility for the kidnapping of the four Berea investment
bankers in protest against the housing reforms. They threatened to unleash more violence
if the city pushed ahead with the reforms. Again Madison Vanguard broke the news first
and the competition scrambled to match the story.
Then there was the hullabaloo about people spotting the helicopter flying across
Hudson River with the kidnappers dangling in the air. The story turned from kidnapping
drama to a hunting frenzy that followed the trail of helicopter sightings. But the sightings
GLGQ¶WODVWORQJZLWKWKHODVWZLWQHVVVSRWWLQJWKHKHOLFRSWHUHDVWRI1RUWK%HUJHQ:LWK
WKHKHOLFRSWHU¶VGLVDSSHDUDQFHKRSHIRUDTXLFNHQGWRWKHNLGQDSSLQJGUDPDIDGHGDQG
in the hours WKDWIROORZHGDWWHQWLRQVKLIWHGEDFNWR4:$¶VWKUHDWDJDLQVWWKHFLW\
0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGUHOHDVHG%ULGJHW¶VH[FOXVLYHSLFWXUHVRIWKHKRVWDJHVRQLWV
ZHEVLWHEXWVDYHGKHUEHVWVKRWIRUWRPRUURZ¶VSULQWHGLWLRQ2IWKHVL[SLFWXUHVVKH
managed to snap while resisting the two SWAT officers, only one nailed it. It was of the
seven terrorists in midair looking down, of seven pairs of eyes looking straight through
the lens at her in an unspoken threat of violence.
In all the hectic that followed, as Elliott was helping Jack and Anad write the story,
KHKDGQ¶WKDGDFKDQFHWRPHHW%ULGJHWZKHQVKHFDPHWRWKHRIILFHWRUHSRUWKHU
encounter with the kidnappers. Jack had been the lead writer for the front-page
kidnapping story, the last article he wrote for Madison Vanguard, while Anad had written
XS%ULGJHW¶VFORVHHQFRXQWHU(OOLRWWKDGGRQHWKHOHVVJODPRURXVZRUNRISURYLGLQJ
comments and background facts for their stories. By the time he had answered all of Jack
anG$QDG¶VTXHVWLRQVLWZDVDOUHDG\KDOISDVWHOHYHQ
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Elliott shifted in his chair, as he looked out the glass wall, wondering when Fry
would wrap up his questioning. Anad came down the stairway and waved at him as he
walked passed the meeting room and ouWWKHOREE\:LWK$QDGKHDGLQJKRPH-DFN¶V
front-page story must already be in the hands of the production desk.
³6R´)U\VDLG³DQ\WKLQJHOVH\RXZDQWWRDGG"´
³,¶YHSUHWW\PXFKWROG\RXHYHU\WKLQJ´(OOLRWWVDLG
He should probably take this opporWXQLW\WRDVN)U\ZKDWKHWKRXJKWDERXW4:$¶V
possible link with South American eco-terrorists. After all, it was a fellow FBI agent who
KDGOHDNHGWKLVLQIRUPDWLRQWR-DFN³+RZ¶VWKHLQYHVWLJDWLRQJRLQJ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³,FDQ¶WGLVFORVHLQIRUPDWLRQDERXWRQJRLQJLQYHVWLJDWLRQV´)U\VDLG
³6LQFHWKLVLQYROYHVWKH)%,GRHVWKLVFDVHLQYROYHIRUHLJQDFWRUV"´
³7KH)%,DOVRGHDOVZLWKGRPHVWLFWHUURULVP´3RZHOOVDLGDQG)U\DGGHG³,¶PVXUH
WKDWZKHQZHKDYHVRPHWKLQJWRWHOOWKHSXEOLFZH¶OOOHWWKHPHGLDNQRZ´
(OOLRWWQRGGHGDW)U\¶VODPHDQVZHUWRRWLUHGWRSUHVVIXUWKHU$V3RZHOOZDV
VKRZLQJ)U\KLVQRWHV(OOLRWW¶VH\HVZDQGHUHGWRWKHOREE\ZKHUHDZRPDQKDGMXVW
walked in.
³%XWZHGHILQLWHO\ORRNLQWRDOOOHDGV´)U\VDLGEXW(OOLRWWZDVEarely listening.
The woman showed her ID card to the receptionist, and when he noticed the camera bag
on her, he knew it was Bridget. She strode pass the glassed meeting room, and walked up
the stairs.
³:HORRNLQWRDOOOHDGV´)U\UHSHDWHGDVKHIROORZed his gaze.
(OOLRWWFOHDUHGKLVWKURDW³<HVRIFRXUVH´
³:KRZDVWKDWJLUO"´3RZHOODVNHG
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³7KLVPXVWEH%ULGJHWRXUQHZSKRWRJUDSKHUIUHHODQFHU´(OOLRWWVDLG³<RX
KDYHQ¶WTXHVWLRQHGKHU"´
³2YHUWKHSKRQH´)U\VDLGDQGJDYH3RZHOOEDFNKLVQRWHV³2QHPRUHWKLQJ\RX
VDLG4:$¶VDQVZHULQJPDFKLQHFDOOHG\RXEDFN"´
³<HV´(OOLRWWUHFDOOHGWKHPRPHQWKHUHDOL]HGWKDW4:$PLJKWEHLQYROYHG³,
GRQ¶WNQRZKRZWKH\GLGLW,PHDQKRZWKH\SURJUDPPHGDQDQVZHULQJPDFKLQHWR
PDNHSKRQHFDOOV´
³,WSUREDEO\ZDVQ¶WDQDQVZHULQJPDFKLQH´3RZHOOVDLG³,WFRXOGEHRQHRIWKRVH
RXWERXQGFDOOVRIWZDUHWKDW\RXFDQSURJUDPWRPDNHFDOOV´
³%XWKHUH¶VWKHWKLQJ´)U\OHDQHGIRUZDUGRQWKHWDEOH³3ROLFHVHQWRXWH-mails to
the media to see who else besides MDGLVRQ9DQJXDUGJRW4:$¶VSUHVVLQYLWDWLRQ7XUQV
out that there were at least three reporters who called QWA. Two of them called a few
GD\VDJRVREHIRUHWKHDWWDFNRQ%HUHDWRDVNIRU4:$¶VDGGUHVVZKLFKDV\RXVDLG
was missing from the invitation. Both reporters said a machine answered their calls and
none received a phone call back from QWA. You on the other hand called QWA after the
DWWDFNRFFXUUHGDQG\RXUHFHLYHGDFDOOEDFNIURPWKHP´
³6R"´(OOLRWWDVNHGKLVPLQGZDVWRRIUD]]OHGWRFRSHZLWK another puzzle at this
late hour.
³<RX¶UHWKHRQO\UHSRUWHUZKRDFWXDOO\WDONHGWRWKHP(OOLRWW7KDWZRPDQ\RXVDLG
ZDVUXGHNQRZV\RXUQDPH7KH\NQRZ\RXUQDPH´)U\VDLG
³:K\ZRXOGWKH\QHHGP\QDPHIRU"´
³+DYH\RXWKRXJKWDERXWZK\WKH\FDOOHG\RX"´
Elliott shook his head.
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³:HOO,ZDVKRSLQJ\RXKDGDQLGHD´)U\VDLGDQGVWDQGLQJXSKDQGHG(OOLRWWKLV
QDPHFDUG³&DOOPHLI\RXGR´
#
He walked Fry and Powell out the door, then returned to the meeting room to pick
XS)U\¶VQDPHFDUGWKDWhe had left on the table. Elliott had been too busy throughout the
GD\WKDWKHKDGIRUJRWWHQDERXW4:$¶VSKRQHFDOOXQWLO$JHQW)U\EURXJKWLWXS+H
VKRXOGEHZRUULHGDERXWLWEXWFRXOGQ¶WRUUDWKHUKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWR$OOKHFRXOGWKLQNRI
was to relax aQG-DFN¶VIDUHZHOOSDUW\PLJKWMXVWEHWKHGLVWUDFWLRQKHQHHGHG
He walked up the stairway and found the newsroom was already empty. A few
night owls from the production desk in the back of the room were putting on the final
WRXFKHVIRUWRPRUURZ¶VHGLWLRn. They had had only a few minutes left before the paper
must go to print, and he figured they were as eager as he was to join the party. From
behind the closed doors of the conference room, the muffled conversation and laughter
sounded loud against the silence of the newsroom. Elliott stepped in and was not
surprised to see that at this hour the room was still packed.
When not used for gatherings, the conference room contained a rectangular table
that seated about 20 people and faced a large TV screen below a rolled up projection
slide. Tonight the table had been disassembled, allowing for smaller ones with food and
beverages to be placed inside, while opening up the space in the middle for people to
come together. Elliott estimated a crowd of about thirty. He was looking for the table
with the drinks when Jack called out his name.
³<R(OOLRWWJHWRYHUKHUH´7KHVWDUUHSRUWHUVWRRGQHDUWKHGRRUZLWKKLVgirlfriend
Claudia and two reporters from the national desk. Elliott obliged and shuffled over. Jack
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wDVQ¶WPXFKWDOOHUWKDQKLPEXWKHPXOWLSOLHGWKDWVPDOOJDLQZLWKKLVXQIODSSDEOH
confidence. Wearing a slim cut business suit that accentuated his athletic figure well,
-DFNRXWVKRQH(OOLRWWZKRVHNKDNLSDQWVDQGFKHFNHUHGVKLUWFRQFHDOHGKLVUXQQHU¶VERdy.
³*RRGMREPDQ´-DFNVDLGDQGJDYHKLPDKLJK-five. He put his arm around
(OOLRWW¶VVKRXOGHUSUHVVLQJKLPFORVHUDJDLQVWKLVLPPDFXODWHSUHVVHGGUHVVVKLUW³<RX
NHHSXSOLNHWKDWDQG\RX¶UHJRLQJWRJLYHPHDKDUGWLPH¶¶
³,W¶VQRWKLQJ´(OOLRWWVDLG³,ZDVMXVWFRQQHFWLQJWKHGRWV\RXZURWHWKHVWRU\´
³+H\PDQ\RXGLGWKHUHSRUWLQJ´-DFNVDLGKLVYRLFHGURSSLQJDQRWFK³$Q\RQH
FDQZULWHEXW\RXEURNHWKHQHZVDQGWKDW¶VZKDWUHSRUWHUVDUHVXSSRVHGWRGR
5HPHPEHUWKDW´
Jack gave him a pad oQKLVVKRXOGHUDQG&ODXGLDKHUDUPVDURXQG-DFN¶VZDLVW
WXUQHGWR(OOLRWW³0RQGD\ZLOOEH-DFN¶VILUVWGD\DWWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHVGRQ¶WPDNH
KLPORRNEDG´
He was starting to like where this conversation was heading to, but Jack already
looked passed him, releasing his shoulder to wave at someone who had just entered the
room. It was Albert, a former Madison Vanguard business reporter who had left months
ago for a PR job at a foreign bank. Elliott barely knew Albert, and the reunion that
followed excluded him. He made a quiet retreat and walked to the drink section where he
poured himself a lukewarm cola.
,WZDVDVKDPHWKDW-DFN¶VIDWKHUZKRWRRNRYHUWKHSDSHUWZHQW\\HDUVDJRZKHQ
LWVSUHYLRXVRZQHUFRXOGQ¶WUHSD\KLVGHEWWKRXJKWORZRIWKHMRXUQDOistic profession his
son chose, a field that was more associated with blue collar workers than the ones prepschool students ended up with. With Jack leaving, his father would have even less interest
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in keeping the paper afloat amid declining ad revenue. It was only a matter of time before
WKHQHZVSDSHUEOHGLWVHOIWRGHDWKDQGHYHU\RQHKHUHNQHZWKDWWRQLJKW¶VSDUW\PLJKWEH
their last at Madison Vanguard.
8QOLNH-DFN(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WGUHDPRIEHFRPLQJDMRXUQDOLVW+HWRRNWKHUHSRUWHU
job to stay afloat while working on his Internet startup ideas, none of which, after three
years working for the newspaper, amounted to anything concrete. Four years ago he and
his girlfriend were building a startup, throwing in their everything on this idea. But he
and Lisa broke up, the startup died, and he ended up at Madison Vanguard. He had
promised himself to stop thinking about Lisa but not a day passed without his mind
drifting over to her.
He poured himself another coke and leaned back against the table. From the other
side of the room, he saw Bridget cornered by a gang of four photographers. She was
listening to photo editor Dawson who was probably telling her one of his stories from
when he was still working for the National Geographic magazine. Everyone laughed,
including the three staff photographers who must have heard his jokes a dozen times. But
the ripple effect of seeing Bridget laughing made him smile, and Elliott took a gulp from
his cup to mask his bemusement.
6KHUHPLQGHGKLPRI/LVD+HFRXOGQ¶WWHOOZKDt it was though because they
GLGQ¶WORRNDOLNH%ULGJHWVWUXFNKLPDVKDQGVRPHDVROLGSUHVHQFHRIEHDXW\/LVDRQ
the other hand, was pretty and had it not been for her cerebral charm, her beauty would
have stopped at that. As he kept watching Bridget, he realized that what reminded him of
/LVDZDVWKHZD\VKHPRYHG8QGHUQHDWK%ULGJHW¶VFDVXDOORRNVZDVWKHWHOOLQJSRVWXUH
of grace and elegance that betrayed her upper-class upbringing.
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He should introduce himself to her. After all they worked together RQWRGD\¶V
ELJJHVWVWRU\+HSXWGRZQKLVSODVWLFFXSFURVVHGWKHURRPDQGDUULYHGWR'DZVRQ¶VGU\
explanation of what lenses he used during his jungle trips. Elliott stood there, nodding
politely, and when Dawson finished talking, he made his move.
³+H\ so you must be -.´
A mighty hollering from behind shut him up. He turned around to see Jack and his
posse walking over.
³+H\%ULGJHWWKDQNVIRUFRPLQJ´-DFNVDLGDVKHSXVKHGKLVZD\WKURXJKDQG
VKRRNKHUKDQGHQWKXVLDVWLFDOO\³7KRVHSLFWXUHVDUHWKHVKLW¶¶
³7KDQN\RX´VKHVDLGLQDFKLUS\RYHUO\SROLWHYRLFH³$QGWKDQNVIRULQYLWLQJPH
WR\RXUIDUHZHOOSDUW\,WPXVWEHKDUGIRUHYHU\RQHWRVHHWKHLUVWDUUHSRUWHUOHDYLQJ´
³,DP(OOLRWWLW¶V-.´
³:HORVH-DFNEXWZHJRW\RX´'DZVRQLQWHUUXSWHG³DQGEHWZHHQWKHWZRRI
\RX\RX¶UHWKHRQO\RQHZKROLWHUDOO\NLFNVDVV´
Jack and Bridget laughed, and it was like two suns colliding, their impact hurling
SODQHWVRXWRIWKHLURUELWV(OOLRWWVKUDQNDZD\DQGIRXQGKLPVHOIVWDQGLQJEHKLQG-DFN¶V
friends DQG'DZVRQ¶VSKRWRJUDSKHUVZKRMRVWOHGIRUDWWHQWLRQ Nice going, Elliott.
His stomach growled, reminding him of better things to do than demonstrating
Bridget his social ineptness. He made his way to the finger-food section, and found that
DOOZKDW¶VOeft of the snacks were the little wrapping papers on the platter. It was almost
one p.m. and the muffins he had eaten in the afternoon had long lost its filling power.
Time to leave.
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Walking toward the door, he took one more look at Bridget. Just when he turned
away, he caught a glimpse of her smiling at him. It was so quick he feared he had only
imagined it.
Outside, alone on the street, his mind took in the coldness of the night through
every inch of his exposed skin. Breathing in the air, he felt larger and lighter altogether.
For a moment the weight of exhaustion had eased. There were times when a fifteen-hour
work day was worth every minute of it. Walking down Madison Avenue, he let his mind
linger at the satisfaction of having done a job well. But a curious tingling in his stomach
distracted him, and his thoughts drifted to Bridget who, he was now sure of it, did
recognize him.

CHAPTER II ± The Offer
³:DNHXSP\IULHQG¶¶
It was a text message from an unknown number at 7:47 a.m. Elliott put the phone
back on the nightstand and continued to sleep.
At 8:30 a.m. he woke up. Feeling neither refreshed nor tired, he trudged to the
kitchen to make coffee. Everything around his studio apartment centered on his work
space. An IKEA office desk, with a steel frame supporting its wooden top, occupied the
middle of the room. Two monitors, a laptop stand, and a keyboard took up most of the
GHVN¶VVXUIDFHOHDYLQJWKHUHVWFRYHUHGLQSDSers, cables, mugs and other knick knacks.
The office chair was half seating furniture, half wardrobe with piles of sweaters and tshirts covering its back. His twin-size bed had been relegated to the back below the
window, and a room divider separated the kitchen up front.
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Since Lisa had left him four years ago, this apartment had served as a base for him
to do what he really wanted. The bulking work desk reminded him that his job at
Madison Vanguard was meant to get him by with a steady income, that his future was not
in journalism. All these years he had been working on ideas for a startup and nothing had
come out of it, at least not yet.
With coffee in hand, Elliott powered up his computer and sat down to read his ePDLOVWKDWKHKDGQ¶WWRXFKHGVLQFH\Hsterday afternoon. Discussing website user-interface
designs, programming languages and business models gave him a second-life outside his
job as a reporter for Madison Vanguard. Here in his room, he lived off of his fading
reputation as the founder of Meridio One, a search-engine project Lisa had taken over
and developed to much success without him.
+H¶GEXLOW0HULGLR2QHZKLOHVWXG\LQJFRPSXWHUVFLHQFHDWWKH8QLYHUVLW\RI
Pennsylvania. The search engine had started out with a project to tap into studenWV¶
knowledge on where to find what information on the Internet. Back then he was dating
/LVDDZHEGHVLJQHUZKRPKH¶GUHFUXLWHGWRKLVWHDPRISURJUDPPHUVWRGHYHORSWKH
search engine for public use. Elliott had been sure he could get people to share each
RWKHU¶V¶VHDUFKKLVWRU\DQRQ\PRXVO\WRFUHDWHDVHOI-expanding, living database of
information on the web that was accessible to anyone. But even before the country had
slid into a depression, appetite for high-risk tech investments had slumped, depriving
Elliott of funding to launch his startup. Soon after, he and Lisa broke up and with that his
team unraveled and Meridio One died a quick death.
,WWRRNKLPDERXWKDOIDQKRXUWRUHVSRQGWRWRGD\¶VH-mails. The last he opened
was from his friend Ronald who had sent him an article about Meridio One based on an
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interview with Lisa. In that article, she referred to Elliott as a friend without mentioning
KLVQDPHZKLFKVKHGLGLQDOPRVWHYHU\LQWHUYLHZZKHQWDONLQJDERXWWKHSURMHFW¶V
beginning. He wondered ZK\WKHUHSRUWHUGLGQ¶WERWKHUDVNLQJKHUIRUKLVQDPH1RWWKDW
he should care. After all, it was his fault that he was no longer in the picture. He could
have accepted her offer three years ago to revive the project.
³,JRWWKHROGJDQJWRJHWKHU$DURQ6XVDQ-DPDO5RQDOGWRRLW¶VMXVW\RXZHQHHG
DQGLW¶OOEHOLNHWKHROGWLPHV´/LVDKDGWROGKLPDVWKH\ZHUHKDYLQJOXQFKDW%U\DQW
3DUN+H¶GKHDUGKHUVD\LQJWKHVHZRUGVEXWLQWKHEDFNRIKLVPLQGWKHLPDJHRIKHU
boyfriend looming over her clouGHGKLVMXGJPHQW+HFRXOGQ¶WVWDQGWKHVLJKWRIWKHP
WRJHWKHUWKHZD\KHZDVDURXQGKHUDQGWKHDIIHFWLRQVKHVKRZHGKLP$QGZKHQKH¶G
WROGKHUKHFRXOGQ¶WDIIRUGTXLWWLQJKLVGD\MREKHGHWHFWHGLQ/LVDDVLJKRIUHOLHI
Ronald, the chief technology officer on her team, had been keeping him updated on
0HULGLR2QH¶VSURJUHVVHYHUVLQFH/LVDGLGQ¶WNQRZLWEXW(OOLRWWKDGDOZD\VEHHQWKHUH
for her, helping her grow the project from the obscurity of his studio apartment.
³:DNHXSP\IULHQG´+HVWDUed at the text message from this morning and thought
RI/LVD2IFRXUVHLWZDVQ¶WKHU6KHGLGQ¶WHYHQKDVKLVSKRQHQXPEHU+HIHWFKHGKLV
jacket and messenger bag and left his apartment at about 10:00 am.
It was late into September, and the days still clung on to the fading warmth of
summer. Getting to the 7 train on the 52nd Street was a ten-minute walk of fresh air along
rows of brown, low-rise apartment blocks with a view of the Manhattan skyline that
appeared close enough to walk over.
On his way, he bought a copy of the New York Post. As he had expected, the
VWRU\PDGHLWWRWKHSDSHU¶VIURQWSDJHDQGMXVWDV0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGKDGGRQHGLGQ¶W
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lead with the kidnapping, which by now was already old news, but with the question
what this new threat meant for the city and whether it was prepared to face it. Unless the
day would bring fresh development on the case, these questions seemed worth exploring
for a second-day story. Would the city ban the anti-housing reforms rally that was
expected on the day the city council would vote on the housing reforms program?
Sitting in the train, Elliott noticed the new ad posters that called on New Yorkers
to join the protests. Its organizers expected a crowd of at least 50,000 but given
\HVWHUGD\¶VWHUURUWKUHDWWKe police might want to reconsider allowing them come close to
City Hall.
:KLOH(OOLRWWV\PSDWKL]HGZLWKWKHSURWHVWHUV¶LQWHQWLRQWRSUHYHQWWKHSRRUIURP
ORVLQJWKHLUKRPHVKHSHUVRQDOO\VXSSRUWHG0D\RU$OEHUWD¶VSXVKIRUKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
Let the market VHWWKHUHQWIRUDSDUWPHQWV,I1HZ<RUNFRXOGQ¶WSD\LWVGHEWSURYLGH
basic services such as police protection, garbage pickups and working road conditions,
WKHQLWVKRXOGQ¶WEHVSHQGLQJPRQH\RQJLYHDZD\VVXFKDVKRXVLQJVXEVLGLHV
Elliott glanced at the four homeless old men sitting alone at the far end of the
subway car with their belongings stuffed inside laundry bags in a four-wheel utility cart.
A sour smell emanated from them and kept passengers away. Their number had grown
visibly over the past year. Every time Elliott saw them emptying entire wagons with their
smell, he wished the Metropolitan Transportation Authority would make haste in
privatizing its subway division. Quality came with a price and he was willing to pay for
an increase in subway tariff if it meant a cleaner and odor free ride.
The vibration of his phone interrupted his thoughts.
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³*RRGPRUQLQJ(OOLRWW´,WZDVWKHVDPHDQRQ\PRXVVHQGHUZKRKDGPHVVDJHG
him earlier this morning. Elliott frowned and texted a reply.
³+LZKRLVWKLVSOHDVH"´
³0\QDPHLV)UDQN´
³'R,NQRZ\RX"´
³<RXGRQ¶W,UHDG\RXUVWRU\RQWKHNLGQDSSLQJRI%HUHD¶VEDQNHUV´
He hoped this wasn't a reader who got hold of his phone number and now wanted
to complain. He was sure he got all his facts right before sending them to Jack for the
write up. Still, there was always the possibility of having messed it up during the writing
or editing process. He opted for a neutral answer.
³,VHH´
³,QWHUHVWLQJUHDGEXWLQFRPSOHWH´)UDQNWH[WHG
³2ND\´
³,W VLQFRPSOHWH(OOLRWW´
0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VFRYHUDJHRIWKHNLGQDSSLQJKDGEHHQDQ\WKLQJEXW
incomplete. He was thinking of a reply when he lost the phone signal as the train barreled
underground just before crossing the East River on its way to Manhattan. Elliott put the
phone back in his pocket and read the newspaper. A few minutes later he stepped off at
Grand Central Station, and walked the few blocks to his office at the corner of Madison
Avenue.
At this hour on Sunday the newsroom was as good as empty. Sitting next to
(OOLRWW¶VGHVNZDVFULPHEHDWUHSRUWHU$GDPZKRZDVKDPPHULQJDZD\RQKLVNH\ERDUG
Adam pointed with his chin on the fresh copy of Madison Vanguard on Elliott's desk.
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³2QHKHOORIDVWRU\´$GDPVDLG³WKLVZLOONHHSXVEXV\IRUZHHNV´
³6WDUWLQJWRGD\,¶PDIUDLG´(OOLRWWVDLGDVKHJUDEEHGWKHSDSHUDQGVDWGRZQ
Bridget's picture of the seven kidnappers, armed to the teeth and looking down on the
reader, dominated the upper half of the front page. The photo caption below read:
:(¶5(&20,1*)25<28-DFNKDGEHHQWKHOHDGZULWHUIRUWKHPDLQVWRU\DERXWWKH
NLGQDSSLQJZKLOH$QDGKDGZULWWHQXS%ULGJHW¶VHQFRXQWHUwith the kidnappers in a
VHSDUDWHVWRU\DORQJZLWKDWLPHOLQHRXWOLQLQJWKHNH\HYHQWVLQ\HVWHUGD\¶VGUDPDDQG
explaining how the paper had connected the dots to find the hostages. Jack's writing was
good as always. But as of tomorrow, he would be working for the New York Times, and
Elliott wouldn't be surprised if Jack would be assigned to follow up on the Berea
kidnapping story.
He turned on the radio, logged on to his computer and opened the websites he
monitored for news during the weekend. He doubted he would have the time to keep a
close tab on news today. Top editors would want a second-day story, and with Jack gone
he was the likely choice to replace him. He went to the pantry to fill his water bottle, and
when he returned, saw Anad already at his desk, staring at the monitor.
³:H UHVWLOOVPDUWLQJRYHUZKDWWKLVNLGQDSSLQJZDVDOODERXW´$QDGVDLG
VWDQGLQJXS³&DQ\RXFDOOXSDFRXSOHRIDQDO\VWVDQGVHHZKDWWKH\WKLQN"´
³6KRXOGQ¶WZHIRFXVRQWKHLQYHVWLJDWLRQ"´(OOLRWWSXWGRZQKLVZDWHUERWtle and
they stood facing each other from across their desks.
³1DWLRQDOGHVNZLOOKDQGOHWKDWWKLVIDOOVXQGHUGRPHVWLFWHUURULVPEXW$GDPZLOO
help them out. We'll get a few comments from the business desk on reactions from the
investment bank community. What you can do is call experts to have them explain one
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more time what just happened yesterday. The attack, the kidnapping, the helicopter
escape, all that just to tell the city they should back off from the housing reforms, seems
overkill to me. NationDOGHVNZLOOIROORZXSRQ-DFN¶VOHDGDERXWWKH6RXWK$PHULFDQ
eco-WHUURULVWVVRPDNHVXUHWRDOVRDVNDQDO\VWVZKDWWKH\WKLQNDERXWLW´
Elliott nodded and they both sat down on their seats. Glancing at his phone, he
noticed Frank had sent him another message.
³:KDWLVLQFRPSOHWHDERXW\RXUVWRU\"´WKHPHVVDJHVDLG
(OOLRWWW\SHGLQDUHSO\³,GRQ¶WNQRZZK\GRQ¶W\RXWHOOPH)UDQN´
,WGLGQ¶WWDNHORQJIRU)UDQNWRUHVSRQG³<RXUVWRU\PHQWLRQVDSKRQHFDOO\RX
UHFHLYHGIURP4:$EXWLWGRHVQ¶WVD\ZK\WKH\FDOOHG\RX´
)UDQN¶VTXHVWLRQWUDQVSRUWHG(OOLRWWEDFNWRWKHPRPHQW$JHQW)U\KDGSRLQWHG
out that he was the only reporter who spoke to someone from QWA. They now knew his
QDPHKH¶GVDLG(OOLRWWSXWGRZQWKHSKRQHDQGDGMXVWHGKLVJODVVHV+HVWLOOGLGQ¶WNQRZ
ZKDWWRPDNHRIWKLV%XWWKHYHU\WKRXJKWRILWUHYLYHGWKHVOLJKWTXHDVLQHVVKH¶GIHOW
when Fry mentioned the phone call. How easy he was able to brush that feeling off last
night at the party, and how quickly it had now returned.
Frank VHQWDQRWKHUPHVVDJH³:K\GLG4:$FDOO\RX(OOLRWW"´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ´
³,VQ¶WLWVWUDQJHWKDWWKH\FDOOHG\RXIRUDSSDUHQWO\QRUHDVRQ"´
Elliott stared at the last message. Who was this Frank?
+HW\SHGLQDUHSO\³,WLV%XW,GRQ¶WKDYHDQDQVZHU´
``I FDQKHOS\RXILQGWKHDQVZHUP\IULHQG´
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%ULGJHWVDWLQWKHIURQWSDVVHQJHUVHDWRIKHUPRWKHU¶V5DQJH5RYHUZLWKKHU
broken bike tucked away in the trunk. She had parked the Rover in the middle of
Manhattan, and bobbing her head to the rhythm of a Top 40 song, was waiting for Latisha
to rescue her.
It was just after 12 p.m. when she saw her friend crossing the street. Bridget
reached over the driver seat to open the door from the inside, and Latisha, with a
sandwich and a coke in hand, eased herself in.
³,FDQ WEHOLHYH\RXGURYHKHUHDOOE\\RXUVHOI´/DWLVKDVDLGDVVKHFORVHGWKH
GRRUDQGXQSDFNHGKHUOXQFK³%XWFRPHWRWKLQNRILW,¶PDFWXDOO\QRWVXUSULVHG´
³,FDQ¶WMXVWOHDYHP\ELNHRXWWKHUH´%ULGJHWVDLG³%HVLGHV,KDYHWRGULYHRQ
m\RZQDWVRPHSRLQW´
³$WVRPHSRLQW\HVEXW after you get your driver license not before. You're like a
FDWWKDWFDQ WFOLPEGRZQDWUHH1RZZKHUH¶UHWKHNH\V"´
Bridget handed her the key fob. Living in New York City with its vast subway
V\VWHPVKH¶G never really warmed up to the idea of having to learn to drive. She was in
her early twenties, and most of her friends either owned a car or knew how to drive.
³2ND\VR,GLGQ WILJXUHRXWWUDIILFZDVJRLQJWREHWKLVEDG´VKHVDLG
³/LNHWKHWLPH\RXFRXOGQ¶WILJXUHRXWWKDWVWDUWLQJDILUHZRUNLQVLGHWKH
DSDUWPHQWZDVQ¶WDJRRGLGHD"´
Bridget looked at her friend. ³Did my mother told you about that? I was ten years
ROGWKDW¶VDQFLHQWKLVWRU\´
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³$QFLHQW\HDK"/LNHWKHWLPH\RXFRXOGQ¶WILJXUHRXWWKHPHDQLQJRIµZDLWIRUWKH
SROLFH¶DQGHQGHGXSEUDZOLQJZLWKDWHUURULVW2KZDLWWKDWZDV\HVWHUGD\´/DWLVKDVDLG
taking a big bite out of her sandwich.
%ULGJHWFRXOGQ¶WEODPH/DWLVKDIRUDFWLQJOLNHKHUVXUURJDWHPRWKHU+RZPDQ\
times had she bailed her out of trouble? Like today. She had driven the big SUV all the
ZD\IURPKHUSDUHQWV¶DSDUWPHQWLQ&KHOVHDWRSLFNXSKHUEURNHQELNHWKLQNLQJVKH
could sneak out and back in before mother noticed her missing SUV. Traffic in Uptown
was manageable about two hours ago but now, seeing how the streets were packed with
cars as though it was rush hour on Monday morning, she realized she had overestimated
KHUGULYLQJVNLOOV%HVWQRWWRFRPHKRPHZLWKVFUDWFKHVRQPRWKHU¶V5DQJH5RYHU
³7HFKQLFDOO\VSHDNLng, the police had already arrived before I had that little
WXVVOH´%ULGJHWVDLG
/DWLVKDVZDOORZHGDQGWRRNDVOXUSIURPKHUFRNH³6RWHFKQLFDOO\\RX can drive
EDFNKRPHE\\RXUVHOI´
To shut her up, Bridget dropped the latest edition of Madison Vanguard on
/DWLVKD¶VODSSRLQWLQJDWWKHSLFWXUHRQLWVIURQWSDJH³,WZDVDOOZRUWKLW´
³<RXWRRNWKLVSLFWXUH"´/DWLVKDSXWGRZQWKHVDQGZLFKIRUDFORVHUORRN
%ULGJHWQRGGHGDVVKHZDWFKHGFORVHO\KHUIULHQG¶VUHDFWLRQ6KHKDGPHW/DWLVKD
five years ago when they danced off against each other in the U.S. qualification rounds at
the Juste Debout hip-hop dance competition. Having both lost the round, they started to
hang out together with both Bridget graduating from Baruch College majoring in
sociology at about the same time that Latisha, who was a few years older, graduated from
law school. But while Latisha was now climbing the corporate ladder, Bridget had been
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VWXFNZLWKZRUNLQJSDUWWLPHMREVIRUWKHSDVW\HDU+HUE\OLQHRQ0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶V
front page marked her first major break. Latisha examined the picture, the caption below,
and the picture again, before looking at Bridget.
³:RZ\RXUHDOO\DUHDSKRWRMRXUQDOLVWQRZ<RXJRZRPDQ´/DWLVKDJDYH
Bridget a hug. Then she rolled the newspaper anGVPDFNHGKHURQWKHKHDG³7KHVHJX\V
DUHGDQJHURXVWHUURULVWVOXQDWLFV\RXFRXOGKDYHJRWWHQ\RXUVHOINLOOHG´
³+H\LW¶VMXVWDIHZEUXLVHVIURPIDOOLQJRIIWKHELNH´%ULGJHWVDLG³DQG,EURNH
P\FDPHUDOHQVWKDWKXUWVWKHPRVWDFWXDOO\´
³7KDW¶V H[DFWO\WKHNLQGRIDWWLWXGHWKDWJHWV\RXLQWURXEOHDOOWKHWLPH´/DWLVKD
VDLGKHDGVKDNLQJ³$Q\ZD\ZLOO\RXEHFRYHULQJWKHKRXVLQJSURWHVWRQ6HSWHPEHU
"´
³3UREDEO\:K\DUH\RXWHOOLQJPHQRWWR"´
³6RUWRI0\IULHQGVDQG,ZLOOSURYLGHlegal assistance to protesters should they
UXQLQWRWURXEOH,W¶OOEHJRRGWRKDYHWKHSUHVVZLWKXV<RXNQRZLQFDVHWKHSROLFH
PDNHVDUELWUDU\DUUHVWV´
%ULGJHWVKUXJJHG³6XUHFRXQWPHLQ´
³5HDOO\",PHDQWKHVHSURWHVWVZLOOEHPDVVLYH<RXUERVV probably wants you out
there on the street where all the action is. Or rather, you want to be out there where the
DFWLRQLV´
³:HOO,¶PVXUHP\SKRWRHGLWRU«´)URPKHUULJKW%ULGJHWQRWLFHGPRYHPHQW
outside. A woman wearing a hoodie and a black leather jacket came up to the Range
Rover, leaned over the hood, and stuck a piece of paper between the wipers and the
windshield, banged the hood twice, then took off down the street, hands in pocket.
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³8QEHOLHYDEOH´%ULGJHWVDLG³'LG\RXVHHWKDW"+RZUXGH´
³/RRN´/DWLVKDWXJJHGDW%ULGJHW¶VDUPZKLOHSRLQWLQJDWWKHSLHFHRISDSHURQ
WKHZLQGVKLHOG³,WKDV\RXUQDPHRQLWWKHHQYHORSHKDV\RXUQDPHRQLW¶¶
#
6WDULQJDW)UDQN¶VWH[WPHVVDJH(OOLRWWVFUDWFKHGWKHEDFNRIKLVKHDGWU\LQJWR
figure out wKDWWRVD\WRKLVRIIHU+HKDGQ¶WKDGWKHWLPH\HWWRWKLQNWKURXJKWKH
SHFXOLDULW\RI4:$¶VSKRQHFDOO2USHUKDSVKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWRNQRZ:K\GLGWKH4:$
woman call him yesterday to ask for his name, and more troubling why only him? Frank
might be an armchair detective with nothing better to do than harass reporters, but right
QRZKLVJXHVVZDVDVJRRGDVDQ\ERG\¶V(OOLRWWW\SHGLQDUHSO\³+RZZLOO\RXKHOSPH
ILQGWKHDQVZHU"´
³,QHHG\RXWRILUVWGRVRPHWKLQJIRUPH´)UDQNUHSOLHG³,QVWDOOWKLVDSp on your
SKRQH´
Frank sent him a link to download a messaging app, which incidentally Elliott had
already installed on his phone. The app allowed users to exchange encrypted text, photo
and video messages that automatically disappeared after the recipient had read them.
7KHVHIHDWXUHVKDGFRPHLQKDQG\ZKHQKHZDVFKDWWLQJZLWK3HWHUVVRQZKRGLGQ¶WZDQW
WREHIRXQGRXWWKDWKHZDVVKDULQJVHQVLWLYHLQIRUPDWLRQDERXW/LVD¶VFROODERUDWLYHVHDUFKSURMHFW0HULGLR2QH(OOLRWWDGGHG)UDQN¶VSKRQHQXPEHURQKLVDSS¶VFRQWDFW
list, and a moment later Frank sent him a message over this app.
<Excellent. Now erase our previous chat on your phone.>
([DFWO\ILIWHHQVHFRQGVDIWHUKHKDGUHDG)UDQN¶VILUVWPHVVDJHLWGLVDSSHDUHG
Elliott opened his previous text messages, selected all, and hit the delete button.
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<Done.>
<We will be chatting on this app from now on.>
<Ok> Elliott replied, then added <Who are you really Frank?>
<I cannot tell you who I am.>
Elliott frowned. <Ok. So what about that QWA phone call?>
<<RXPXVWKDYHQRWLFHGWKDW4:$¶VSUHVVLQYLWDWLRQZDVQ¶WUHDOO\DQLQYLWDWLRQ
more like a riddle.>
+ROGLQJWKHSULQWHGRXW4:$LQYLWDWLRQLQKLVKDQG(OOLRWWUHFDOOHG\HVWHUGD\¶V
HYHQWVKRZKH¶GOLQNHG4:$ZLWKWKHNLGQDSSLQJRIWKHIRXU%HUHDLQYHVWPHnt bankers,
how he figured out the location of the planned QWA discussion, and how Madison
Vanguard was then able to locate the hostages.
<What do you mean with riddle?> Elliott typed.
<A riddle designed to find out who could crack it.>
Elliott leaned back DJDLQVWKLVFKDLUWROHW)UDQN¶VODVWPHVVDJHVLQNLQ6RWKDW¶V
why he was the only reporter whom QWA called. For whatever reason the kidnappers
needed to select a reporter, this much he knew: a story was brewing and he was being
dragged into its roiling center. He felt a knot in his stomach tightening. Questions were
welling up but before he was able to ask one, Frank had sent him another message.
<Meet me at this café at 5:00 p.m. today. I can help you find the answer.>
Frank sent him the address of a café in Chelsea and Elliott stared at it, hesitating
in his reply until fifteen seconds had passed and the message automatically disappeared.
He had never met anonymous sources in persons before; they tend to prefer phones or emails. Perhaps Frank needed to see Elliott in person before agreeing to speak on record.
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<Ok, I see you there.> He replied.
He took a deep breath then put away his phone. He had a job to do and Anad
would soon be asking for the comments he was supposed to get for the second-day story
on the Berea kidnapping. Over the next three hours, Elliott called up security experts
ranging from academics, consultants, analysts to retired generals. By 4:15 p.m. he had
typed up his last comments from the six experts he managed to get hold of, none of
whom mentioned anything about the Brazilian oil and gas company Devon. In fact they
were rather dismissive about the possibility that the terrorists might be foreigners. Why
ZRXOGIRUHLJQHUVEHLQWHUHVWHGLQ1HZ<RUNSXEOLFKRXVLQJWKH\¶GDVNHG(Oliott had to
UHPLQGKLPVHOIWKDWLWZDV-DFN¶V)%,VRXUFHZKRGUHZWKHFRQQHFWLRQEHWZHHQ%HUHD¶V
kidnappers and the foreign eco-terrorists, a link that authorities had yet to confirm.
Elliott told Anad he would be meeting a source for coffee. He stuffed his recorder,
notepad, pen and press ID card ± his reporting gear - into his messenger bag, then headed
out.
Wedged between two stores in a row of brownstone houses, the café reminded
Elliott of mint-chocolate chip ice cream with its green walls and dark brown seat
cushions. Aside from a young couple, slurping coffee while holding hands on the table,
he was the only other customer. Elliott bought a bottle of water then sat on a bench
RXWVLGHWRZDWFKZKR¶VFRPLQJ7ZRPLQXWHVODWHUKLVSKRQHRQWKHWDEOHEHHped. It was
Frank.
,¶YHDVNHG%ULGJHWWRFRPHDORQJLVVKHZLWK\RX"!
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Bridget? So Frank had contacted her too. He went back inside the café, half
H[SHFWLQJKHUWRKDYHPDWHULDOL]HGRXWRIQRZKHUH2IFRXUVHVKHZDVQ¶WWKHUHDQG(OOLRWW
reported her absence with a tint of disappointment.
:HFDQ¶WZDLWIRUKHUZHQHHGWRJR!)UDQNUHSOLHG
<I thought we were supposed to meet here?>
<Follow my instructions.>
The next message was a set of direction. Elliott memorized the instruction before
it disappeared from the chat box. He headed north all the way to Jane Street where Frank
instructed him to turn right and keep walking. Two blocks later he was told to make
another right turn heading South towards Abingdon Square Park. He was about to cross
the street towards the square when Frank messaged him.
<Someone's following you.>
Elliott turned around. Two men just passed by him, and behind them a young
couple and their toddler was walking his way, further in the back a woman entered a deli,
and further down were a bunch of teenagers. Across the street, a lone man was walking
his dog, heading in the opposite direction. There was no one else nearby. He glanced at
his phone again.
<Go back to the deli.>
,GRQ¶WVHHDQ\RQHIROORZLQJPH!
<Just go inside.>
With an exasperated sigh, Elliott walked back to the deli. It was narrow, crammed
with shelves, and crowded even with just a few people inside. A Spanish-speaking old
man on a mobile phone was fretting over his lottery ticket, another old man, apparently
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his friend, made coffee at the self-service counter, a woman was choosing a drink from
the glass refrigerators in the back, two kids, about six or seven years old, rummaged
through an ice cream fridge, and an older woman took her time as she counted her bills to
pay for a loaf of bread and a disinfecting bathroom cleaner. Elliott stopped there and
retraced his gaze. Old woman taking her time to pay, two kids going for ice cream, and
the thirsty brunette in the back whom he earlier saw entering the deli, and whose
backpack and jacket he now recognized. She was having a hard time choosing a cold
drink. He let out a little chuckle. Hello Bridget.
Elliott walked up to the fridge to stand next to her. Clearing his throat and
dropping his voice, he delivered the one-liner KHRIWHQKHDUGSHRSOHVD\³&DQ,EX\\RXD
GULQN"´
Bridget looked at him with this blank expression of non-recognition that took him
aback. Had he been that invisible to her?
³1RWKDQNV´VKHVDLGLQWKHPRVWFRQGHQVHGRISROLWHUHMHFWLRQV
Like a needle, it punctured the bubble he had been nurturing since he caught her
glancing at him last night. That smile of hers he saw back then, it dawned on him with a
deflating sensation, must have been all in his head. He watched her strolling to the ice
cream fridge where she helped the two little boys pick two cones, before choosing a small
one for herself and paying for all three. She pushed open the door to let out the boys who
UDQSDVVHGKHU\HOOLQJ³WKDQN\RX´WKHQVWHSSHGRXWKHUVHOIDQGVWDQGLQJWKHUHXQGer the
sun with her arm still holding the door open she turned to him.
³$UH\RXFRPLQJRUQRW"´
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Elliott startled to life. So she did recognize him. Damn it Bridget. He walked out
RIWKHGHOLGHWHUPLQHGWRUHJDLQKLVFRPSRVXUHIDVW$IWHUDOOZDVQ¶WLWKHUZKR¶G
followed him? She owed him an explanation. But Bridget was already walking away and
just as he caught up with her she spun around to face him.
³6RZKDWDUH\RXGRLQJKHUH"¶¶%ULGJHWDVNHGH\LQJKLPVXVSLFLRXVO\DVVKH
unwrapped her mini vanilla ice-cream cone.
³,ZDVLQWKHQHLJKERUKRRG´(OOLRWWVDLG³:KDWDERXW\RX"´
³-XVWWDNLQJDZDON,OLYHDIHZEORFNVIURPKHUH´VKHVDLGZDYLQJLQWKH
general direction down the street.
³,VHHIRU DPRPHQW,WKRXJKW\RXZHUHVRUWRIDQG,GRQ¶WZDQt to jump to a
FRQFOXVLRQKHUHEXWLWVHHPVIRUDPRPHQW\RXZHUH\RXNQRZ´
³:KDW"´%ULGJHWDVNHGJODULQJDWKLPZKLOHJLYLQJKHULFHFUHDPDJRRGOLFN
³:HOOOLNH\RXZHUHVRUWRIIROORZLQJPH´+HPHDQWWRVWDWHWKLVDVDQLPSRVLQJ
fact, but it came out with the rising intonation of upspeak.
In his pocket, he felt the phone vibrating and ignored it. He wanted to know
%ULGJHW¶VUHDFWLRQ$QGE\WKHZD\VKHZDVQRGGLQJWRKHUVHOIDVWKRXJKGHHSLQ
WKRXJKWKHZDVQ¶WVXUHZKDWWKDWUHDFWLRQZDVJRLQJWREH6KHHYHQWXDOO\ORRNHGXSDW
him and frowned.
³,¶PMXVW JRLQJWRVD\LW´VKHVDLGZDving her ice cream dangerously close to his
mouth.
(OOLRWWVKUXJJHG³6D\ZKDW"¶¶
³,W¶VVWXSLGWRPHHWDVWUDQJHUZKRPD\ZDQWWRKDUP\RXXQOHVV\RXKDYH
EDFNXS´
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³<RX¶UHP\EDFNXS"¶¶+HEOXUWHGWKHTXHVWLRn out a bit too fast for his liking.
%ULGJHWWKUHZWKHFRQH¶VSDSHUZUDSDZD\LQDSUHSDUDWLRQIRUKHUILQDODVVDXOW
³)UDQNWROGPHWRPHHWKLPDWWKHFDIp´VKHVDLG:KHQ,VDZ\RXWKHUH,WKRXJKW
EHVWWRKDQJEDFN<RXNQRZZKDW¶VWKHSRLQWRIVHQGLQJWZRODPEVWRWKHOLRQ¶VGHQ
ZKHQRQHLVHQRXJK"¶¶6KHVKRYHGWKHUHVWRIWKHLFHFUHDPXSKHUPRXWKCC:KXVKJRLQW
WVNHZXVLIQRQRNRZVZKHUHZHDUH"¶¶
³:KDW"´
³:KRLVJRLQJWRUHVFXHXV´VKHZLSHGWKHFUXPEVRIIKHUPRXWK³LIQRRQH
knows where we aUH"´
³<HV\HVJRRGSRLQW´KHVDLG
Elliott checked his phone and found two unread messages from Frank.
<What was she thinking?> Frank texted. <Elliott??>
Elliott typed in a quick reply. <Yes still here.>
Bridget looked around as if to find Frank lurking from behind one of the trees.
³7HOOKLP,ZLOOFRPHDORQJEXWKHEHWWHUQRWPHVVDURXQGZLWKXV´VKHVDLG
Elliott relayed her message in a more diplomatic tone to Frank who replied with
the next set of instructions. This time it took them across Greenwich Avenue and into a
narrow street lined with brownstone houses. There, under the shade of a tree, Frank told
them to wait.
³:KDWGR\RXNQRZDERXW)UDQN"´%ULGJHWDVNHGEUHDNLQJWKHVLOHQFH
³1RWKLQJUHDOO\2QO\WKDWKHZRUNVIRUWKHFLW\DQGWKDWKHknows something
DERXWWKHNLGQDSSHUVWKDWZHGRQ¶W´
³,WKLQN)UDQNLVDZRPDQ´%ULGJHWVDLG
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³:KDW"+RZVR"
³%HFDXVHLWZDVDZRPDQZKRSXW)UDQN¶VPHVVDJHRQP\FDU¶VZLQGVKLHOG,
FRXOGQ¶WVHHKHUIDFHWKRXJK´
(OOLRWWKDGQ¶WWKRXJKWDERXWWKDWpossibility.
³<RXWKLQNWKHVHSHRSOHDW4:$DUHVHULRXVDERXWWKHLUWKUHDW"´%ULGJHWDVNHGDV
VKHSDFHGXSDQGGRZQWKHSDYHPHQW³(YHU\RQHZDQWVWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVEXW
ER\WKHVHJX\VDUHWDNLQJLWWRZKROHQHZOHYHO´
³,ZRXOGQ¶WH[DFWO\VD\HYHU\RQHZDQWVWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´(OOLRWWVDLG
slighted by her off-hand generalization. If Bridget lived around here, where the average
UHQWZDVSUREDEO\WZLFHKLVVDODU\WKHQVKHXQOLNHKLPGLGQ¶WKDYHWRZRUU\DERXWUHQWV
³6RPHSHRSOHVXSSRUWWKHUHIRUPV´
³5HIRUPVHK"´%ULGJHWVQRUWHGJLYLQJKLPDVLGHZD\JODQFH³7HOOWKDWWRWKH
IDPLOLHVZKRZLOOORVHWKHLUKRPHV´
³&RQVLGHU0DQKDWWDQDVDOX[XU\SURGXFW´KHVDLGDQGQRWLFLQJ%ULGJHW¶VPRXWK
RSHQLQJLQSURWHVWKHSUHVVHGRQ³1RWHYeryone can afford living here, so why subsidize
WKHP"´
³7KDWDQDORJ\LVVRZURQJ´%ULGJHWVDLGILQJHUZDYLQJDWKLPEXW(OOLRWWUDLVHG
his hand to interrupt her. Frank had just sent him new instructions.
<RX¶YHDUULYHG$SW%!
Elliott looked at the VWUHWFKRIEURZQVWRQHKRXVHVKLPCC:H¶UHKHUH´KHVDLGWR
Bridget.
³+HUHZKHUH"´VKHORRNHGDURXQG³:KDW¶VWKHDGGUHVV"¶¶
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³$SDUWPHQW%´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGVSRWWHGWKDWQXPEHURQDGDUNJUHHQGRRURID
house across the street. He was about to head that way when he noticed another message.
7KHDSDUWPHQWRQWKHWKLUGIORRUEHORQJVWRD0LVV.DWKHULQH(YDQV6KH¶VD
personal assistant to WKHFLW\¶VComptroller Jason Tyler. She will leave the apartment at
any time now. You are to take the keys to her apartment under a blue colored stone in the
flower garden on the left side of the door. You will find in her apartment a document on
the housing reforms that is worth a story. Bring that document for our meeting.>
He stared at the message for the full fifteen seconds it took to disappear. When it
was gone, he thought he must have misunderstood it.
<You want us to break in??> Elliott typed.
<Yes.>
#
(OOLRWWKDGMXVWDERXWHQRXJKSOD\LQJ)UDQN¶VJDPHV
,¶PQRWJRLQJWREUHDNLQWRRWKHUSHRSOH¶VDSDUWPHQWV!+e typed.
<You have half an hour to find the document before Katherine return.> Frank
replied.
<Sorry Frank. No document is worth breaking the law.>
<Half an hour.>
%ULGJHWORRNHGDWKLP³:KDW¶VZURQJ"¶¶
Elliott asked Frank to resend the text with the instruction then showed it to
Bridget. She smiled and nodded at the apartment.
³+RZEDGGR\RXZDQWDQRWKHUH[FOXVLYH"´6KHDVNHG
³1RWHQRXJKWREHFRPHWKLHYHV
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³/HW¶VMXVWJRXSWKHUHDQGVHHZKDWKDSSHQV VKHVDLGDQGFURVVHGWKHVWUHHW
³+H\:DLWXS\RXFDQ WEHVHULRXV 
(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WEHOLHYHKHU-XVWDPRPHQWDJRVKHZDVFRQFHUQHGDERXWVDIHW\
DQGDOODQGQRZVKH¶VSOXQJLQJLQWRWURXEOH+HIROORZHGKHUDFURVVWKHVWUHHW%ULGJHW
walked up the landing, and just when she had reached the top, the front door swung open
and a woman came out. Wearing mid-rise angle pants, a shirt and a jacket and with her
hair tied in a ponytail, she scampered down the stairs and flashed Elliott a smile. He
watched her walk down the street. That must be Katherine.
³(OOLRWW´%ULGJHWZKLVSHUHGVKDUSO\6KHKHOGWKHIURQWGRRURSHQJHVWXULQJIRU
him to hurry up. Going up the stairs, he remembered Frank telling him that the keys to
the apartment were under a blue colored stone. So he went down again to look for it, all
the while not believing what he was doing. He found the large blue stone nestled among
tiny gray ones in the flower bed next to the walk up, and underneath it, the keys. No
sooner had he thrown the keys to Bridget, than she let go of the door and went inside.
7KHUH¶VQRZD\KHZRXOGIROORZKHULQVLGHQRZD\7KHQLWRFFXUUHGWRKLPWKDW
since he was the full-time reporter here, he should have stop her from entering the
apartment. Damn it, Bridget. Elliott hurried inside just before the front door closed. He
IRXQGKHURQWKHVHFRQGIORRUKROGLQJWKHGRRUWR.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQWRSHQ
³/RRNZHFDQ¶WJRLQ´(OOLRWWVDLG³,W¶VDJDLQVWWKH-.´
Bridget dragged him inside, then closed the door.
³:HGRQ¶WZDQWQHLJKERUVWRVHHXV´VKHVDLG³<RXZHUHVD\LQJ"´
(OOLRWWZDVKROGLQJWKHGRRUNQREUHDG\WROHDYHEXWORRNLQJDW%ULGJHW¶VH\HV
VSDUNOLQJZLWKH[FLWHPHQWKHOHWRXWDVLJK³1HYHUPLQG/HW¶VEHTXLFN´
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He could make out the kitchen at the end of the hallway; to his left was apparently
the bedroom, and next to it the living room. To his right, facing the street, was another
room with a sliding door that had a colorful mosaic glass pane depicting a fountain with
birds. Elliott walked up to the door and pushed it aside, revealing a study room. At its
center, dominating the room, was a wooden writing desk with steel feet. On the desk
were a laptop, speakers, a desk lamp, and much paper strewn about. A reading chair in
the corner, another small writing desk by the window facing the street and next to it a
bookshelf made up the rest of the furniture.
³:KDWGRFXPHQWDUHZHVXSSRVHGWRORRNIRU"´DVNHG%ULGJHWDVVKHVKLIWHG
through the papers.
³1RLGHD´(OOLRWWVDLG³+H\EHWWHUQRWWRXFKDQ\WKLQJKHUHXQWLOZHNQRZZKDW
we're looking IRU´
%ULGJHWSXWDERRNEDFNRQWKHVKHOIDQGVDWRQWKHUHDGLQJFKDLU³$OOULJKWWKHQ
OHW VDVN)UDQN´
(OOLRWWW\SHGWKHTXHVWLRQ:KLOHZDLWLQJIRU)UDQN¶VUHSO\KHORRNHGDWWKH
collection of photos on the bookshelf. A self portrait of Katherine with the Manhattan
skyline in the background had a good close up of her face. He remembered having seen
her before. It was on TV, and she was standing next to Comptroller Tyler who gave an
impromptu press briefing about the housing reforms. Elliott guessed she was a few years
older than him by the way the wrinkles around her eyes started to show. She had a
(XURSHDQORRNDERXWKHUDOWKRXJKKHFRXOGQ¶WWHOOZKLFKFRXQWU\VKHPLJKWEHIURP
³*RWDWKLQJIRUEORQGHV"´%ULGJHWVDLGVRIWO\LQWRKLVHDUMROWLQJKim back to
UHDOLW\³1RWWKDW,FDUH´VKHTXLFNO\DGGHG
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³,GRQ¶WKDYHSUHIHUHQFHV´(OOLRWWVDLG+HKHOGXSWKHSLFWXUHZLWK.DWKHULQH³,
MXVWUHPHPEHUZKHUH,¶YHVHHQKHUHEHIRUHDQG«\RXNQRZZKDWOHW¶VMXVWJHWEDFNWR
ZRUN´
He placed the picture back on the shelf, and started to sort through the papers on
her writing desk one by one. Bridget was watching him.
³:KDWKDSSHQHGZLWKQRWWRXFKLQJDQ\WKLQJ"´6KHDVNHG³,QIDFWZKDWKDSSHQHG
with Frank anyway? He hasn't replied?'' She now sat on the office chair and began to
swivel around.
³0D\EHKHZDQWVWRILQGLWE\RXUVHOYHV´(OOLRWWVDLG+HUHSODFHGWKHSDSHUV
carefully the way he remembered it, then checked his phone.
<RX¶OONQRZLWwhen you see it.> Frank texted.
Elliott showed Bridget the message and she shrugged.
³<RX UHWKHUHSRUWHU´VKHVDLG³\RXNQRZEHWWHUWKDQPHZKDWWRORRNIRU´
Elliott opened the drawer under the desk.
³:DLW´%ULGJHWVDLGDVVKHIXPEOHGLQVLGHKHUEDFNSDFN³,MXVWUHPHPEHULI\RX
GRQ¶WZDQWWROHDYHILQJHUSULQWV \RXPLJKWZDQWWRZHDUWKHVH´
She fished out a pair of rubber gloves and threw them on the desk.
³:K\GR\RXFDUU\WKHVHIRU"´(OOLRWt asked, holding up the gloves.
³0RVWO\WRKDQGOH\XFN\VLWXDWLRQV´VKHVDLGDQGZKHQ(OOLRWW¶VH[SUHVVLRQ
shifted to that of horror, she DGGHG³UHOD[WKHVHDUHQHZ´
Elliott relaxed and squeezed his hands into the gloves then pulled out notes,
papers, and documents from the drawer. He glimpsed through each of them, and placed
them back in the order he took them out. Then he peeked through the pile of papers on
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the desktop. There were drafts of legal documents, all dated a few months back and
hardly of any importance. What was Frank thinking, assuming they would just find the
exact document he was looking for? There was nothing of interest on the big writing
desk.
Elliott cocked his head to one side. It was unusually quiet. He looked up to see the
office chair Bridget had been swiveling around was empty.
³%ULGJHW"´KHFDOOHGRXW
³<HV(OOLRWW"´KHUYRLFHFRPLQJIURPVRPewhere in the back, the kitchen
probably.
³:KDWDUH\RXGRLQJ"´
³1RWKLQJ´
6RPHKRZKHGLGQRWILQGWKLVUHDVVXULQJ6KHKDGEHWWHUQRWWRXFK.DWKHULQH¶V
food. He turned to the smaller writing desk that was propped against the wall under the
window. It was an antique desk that had a stack of handwritten letters on it. He was about
to pick one up, tempted to see whom Katherine was corresponding with in such an
elaborate manner, but remembered Frank instructing him to find a document, not a letter.
The drawers on this desk contained various pens and other writing knick knacks but no
document. They had another fifteen minutes left before Katherine was expected to return.
As he shifted his attention back to the big working desk, he heard footsteps on the
parquet floor. Bridget appeared by the sliding door, leaning against it while holding a
steaming cup with both hands. She took a sip then let out an ah-that-was-good sigh and
gave Elliott a look of content.
³)LQJHUSULQWV"´KHDVNHGKHU
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She looked at her mug, and Elliott held up his gloved hands.
³:K\DP,ZHDULQJWKHVHZKHQ\RXJRDERXWWRXFKLQJHYHU\WKLQJ" +HDVNHG
³7KH\GRQ¶WGXVWWKHNLWFKHQIRUILQJHUSULQWV´VKHVDLG³7UXVWPH,KDYHDIULHQG
ZKR¶VDSURIHVVLRQDONLWFKHQUDLGHU´
Elliott shook his head. This woman was going to get him arrested.
³)RXQGDQ\WKLQJ\HW" VKHVDLGORRNLQJDURXQGWKHURRPVKRZLQJRQO\WKH
mildest of interest.
³1R, OOJLYHWKDWELJZULWLQJGHVNRQHODVWORRNWKHQZH UHRXWRIKHUH´
³*UHDW, OOPDNH\RXVRPHWHD´
Elliott wDWFKHGKHUJRWKHQZHQWIRUWKHGHVN¶VGUDZHUVDQGUHSHDWHGWKHSURFHVV
of pulling out documents, papers and envelopes one by one. It was only after he had
finished searching the drawers, that he noticed the briefcase resting against the reading
chair. He walked over to it, opened its two latches and pulled out another stash of
documents and envelopes.
One document inside a manila envelope stood out. It was another draft of the
housing reforms program but dated this week. Could this be the latest draft? Reading the
one-SDJHH[HFXWLYHVXPPDU\KHFRXOGQ¶WILQGDQ\WKLQJDERXWWKHDJUHHPHQWKHGLGQ¶W
know already.
)URPWKHNLWFKHQKHKHDUG%ULGJHWH[FODLPLQJ³$KD´:KDWHYHUPDGHKHUVD\
WKDWKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWRNQRZ
Elliott flipped through the pages, scanning for key words and phrases that would
ring a bell. He noticed the words housing, bonds, property sales, recovering debt,
construction of new housings, incentives. He stopped at incentives and read the full
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paragraphs that contained the word. Unable to make any sense of it, he turned back the
page until he figured out the context in which the word incentive was being used. Elliott
smiled. Frank was right. This was indeed worth a story.
%ULGJHWUHWXUQHGZLWKDQRWKHUFXSRIWHDDQGDVOLFHRIPDUEOHFDNH³&RXUtesy of
0LVV.DWKHULQH´VKHDQQRXQFHG
³%LQJR (OOLRWWVDLGKROGLQJXSWKHGRFXPHQWWRKHU
³'XGH\RXIRXQGLW"
³<HVWKLVPXVWEHLW¶¶
³:KDWGRHVLWVD\"´
He was about to tell her when his phone beeped.
<You have to move now> Frank texted.
³:HJRWWRJR´(OOLRWWVDLG
³2ND\EXWGRQ¶W\RXZDQWVRPHWHDILUVW"´
³)RUJHWWKHWHD:H UHRXWRIKHUH´
Bridget retreated to the kitchen, stooping as she picked up a trail of marble cake
crumbles from the floor. Elliott replaced all the documents back into the briefcase except
for the latest draft agreement which he put inside his messenger bag. Then he looked
around, checking if everything was in place, the pictures on the bookshelf, the letters, the
books. Satisfied, he headed for the apartment door where Bridget was already waiting for
him.
³<RX UHVXUHWKHNLWFKHQLVFOHDQ"´KHDVNHG
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³&OHDQPLQXVRQHVOLFHRIPDUEOHFDNHRQHKHUEDOWHDEDJRQHJUHHQWHDEDJDQG
RQHSODVWLFEDJ´VKHVDLGVKRZLQJKLPDVPDOOSODVWLFEDJZKLFKSUHVXPDEO\FRQWDLQHG
her two tea bags and other litter.
7KH\KHDGHGRXW.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQWUDFHGGRZQWKHVWDLUVDQGOHIWWKH
EXLOGLQJ.DWKHULQHZDVZDONLQJWRZDUGWKHP(OOLRWWSXOOHGRXWWRGD\¶VHGLWLRQRI
Madison Vanguard from his messenger bag. As Katherine approached, he unfolded the
newspaper to cover their faces, and with heads buried in the paper, they walked passed by
her with Bridget trying to contain her giggling. Being so close to her, Elliott could smell
%ULGJHW¶VSHUIXPHDQGZDVVRDEVRUEHGE\LWVIORZHU\IUDgrance, that it took him a while
to notice that he was still wearing her rubber gloves.
#
Elliott and Bridget returned to Abingdon Square Park where Frank had told them
to wait by the bronze statue of a World War I soldier. Around them people were taking
advantage of the cloudless sky to enjoy the almost mid-summer like day. Children ran
around under the supervision of their chatting parents while a group of elderly people
ZDWFKHGWKHPSOD\IURPVKDGHGEHQFKHV6LWWLQJRQWKHSDUN¶VRXWHUEHQFKHVDQGKLGGHn
beneath layers of clothes, a couple of homeless people endured the heat in silent
indifference. Elliott spotted an empty but dirty bench next to the statue.
³:K\GLG\RXOHDYHHDUO\ODVWQLJKW"´%ULGJHWDVNHGDVWKH\VDWDSDUWIURPHDFK
other like a quarreling couple to avoid an unidentifiable heap of filth in the middle.
³-DFN¶VSDUW\",ZDVKXQJU\DQGWKHUHZDVQRIRRG´(OOLRWWVDLG+HSXOOHGRXW
.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQWIURPKLVPHVVHQJHUEDJDQGOHDYHGWKURXJKWKHSDJHV
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³,ZDVORRNLQJIRU\RX´%ridget said. From the corner of his eyes he noticed her
watching him.
(OOLRWWSXWGRZQWKHGRFXPHQW³<RXZHUH"´
³<RXFRXOGKDYHVDLGKHOOR´6KHORRNHGWRWKHVLGHVKLIWLQJKHUDWWHQWLRQDZD\
from him to a space somewhere in the distance. Strangely enough he felt the hole the
small move had left inside him. He probably should have said hello. Not that it mattered.
Last night they were strangers, now they were sitting on a bench in a park after breaking
LQWRVRPHRQH¶VDSDUWPHQWWRVWHDODGRFXPHQW:KDW better way to bond than over
burglary?
+HFOHDUHGKLVWKURDWDQGVDLG³,EHWWHUUHDGWKLVQRZ´
He needed to make sure he understood the key points in the newest draft of
housing reforms before explaining to her why he thought the changes were important.
³6XUH´%ULGJHWVDLGVWDQGLQJXS³,¶OOWDNHDTXLFNZDONDURXQGWKHSDUN´
He watched her walk passed the row of benches and through a pack of running
children as she stepped out from under the shades of the trees and into the sundrenched
sidewalk. He continued to watch her through the trees walking up the sidewalk until the
weight of the document he was holding reminded him to read.
Flipping through its pages, he wondered whether Frank might later require them
WRUHWXUQWKHGRFXPHQWWR.DWKHULQH¶VDSartment. He could make a copy and return the
original. Then there was the matter of convincing his editors to run a story based on a
stolen document, as after ten minutes of reading it, he grew more confident that he had a
story in his hand.
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³6R"´%ULGJHWDVNHGDVVKHUHWXUQHGIURPKHUZDONDQGVDWGRZQ³'RQ¶WWHOOPH
\RX¶YHSLFNHGWKHZURQJGRFXPHQW´
³,W¶VWKHQHZHVWGUDIWRIWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQW´KHVDLGSRLQWLQJDWWKH
GDWHRQWKHFRYHU³)UDQNWROGPHKHZRUNVIRUWKHFLW\+HPXVWKDYHEHHQNHHSLQJWUDFN
of changes in the draft. This one here contains new clauses that are sure to anger more
SHRSOH´
³6KRZPH´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGMXGJLQJIURPKRZVKHKDGHDUOLHUFULWLFL]HGWKH
KRXVLQJUHIRUPVKHNQHZVKHZDVRQHRIWKRVHSHRSOHZKRZRXOGQ¶WOLNHZKDWKHZDV
about to show her. He opened the page that contained the offending clauses.
³7KHnew clauses require the city to fund twenty percent of the construction costs
WREXLOGQHZDSDUWPHQWV´KHVDLG³7KH\DUHLQFHQWLYHVWRDWWUDFWGHYHORSHUVLQWREX\LQJ
SXEOLFKRXVLQJDVVHWV´
³:KDWQHZDSDUWPHQWV"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³7KHRQHVWKDWZLOOUHSODFHWKHSXEOLFKRXVLQJSURMHFWVRQVDOH´
%ULGJHWVKRRNKHUKHDG³,WKRXJKWWKHUHDVRQWKHFLW\SODQVWRVHOOSXEOLFKRXVLQJ
LVEHFDXVHLWGRHVQ¶WKDYHDQ\PRQH\´
Bridget had a point. But how many times did he have to remind readers in his
articles that VHOOLQJSXEOLFKRXVLQJZDVQHFHVVDU\WRUHJDLQLQYHVWPHQWEDQNV¶FRQILGHQFH
LQWKHFLW\¶VILQDQFHV:LWKRXWWKHEDQNHUV¶FRRSHUDWLRQWKHERQGPDUNHWZRXOGQRWOHQG
the city any money, and without fresh money New York was bound to go bankrupt. So
ZKDW¶VZrong with offering developers incentives?
³:HOO1HZ<RUNGRHVQ¶WKDYHPXFKRIDFKRLFH´(OOLRWWVDLG³,IWKHFLW\
RIIHUV«´
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He felt his phone vibrating and pulled it out of his pocket. Frank had sent him his
next instruction.
*RWR(KOJUDQG¶VDSDUWPHQt on the 76th floor at the Peak.>
He showed the instruction to Bridget before it disappeared from the message box.
³,NQRZZKHUHLWLV´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGVRGLG(OOLRWW7KH3HDNKDGMXVWUHFHQWO\
joined the slew of super tall apartments that were squeezing the most real estate out of
small but expensive patches of land in Midtown.
Elliott shouldered his messenger bag and followed Bridget out the park. It was
getting late already and he should be heading back to his office, but they would finally
meet the mysterious Frank. The man had been right about the document Elliott had found
DW.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQWZKLFKPHDQWKHZDVSUREDEO\DOVRULJKWDERXWKLVVXVSLFLRQWKDW
Elliott had been selected by the kidnappers after figuring out their press invitation. If
Frank knew why they had selected him, then Elliott should definitely pay him a visit.
About twenty minutes later, Elliott walked down Park Avenue and regarded with
suspicion the apartment building that towered before him. Tall, thin, and clad in dark
glass, the Peak stuck out like a giant black pencil against a flat surface. If Frank worked
for the city, how could he afford living up there in the clouds? They entered the lobby,
and the doorman let them into the elevator hallway after checking with Ehlgrand or Frank
or whoever it was waiting for them in the apartment.
When they arrived on the 76th floor, the front door was half open. Elliott knocked
and soon heard someone approaching. A woman opened the door. Probably in her late
twenties, she had short hair, wore leggings, sneakers and a cardigan over a baggy t-shirt.
$IULHQGRI)UDQN¶V"+LVZLIH"
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³<RXPXVWEH(OOLRWWDQG%ULGJHW´VKHVDLG³)UDQNVDLG\RX¶GEHFRPLQJ´
She let them in and after walking through a narrow hallway, they stepped into an
RSHQVSDFHWKDW¶VVKDUHGE\WKHNLWFKHQWKHGLQLQJURRPDQGWKHOLYLQJURRP$ODUJH
window covered the entire front face of the living room with a view over much of
Manhattan. A man in jeans and a hoodie was pacing up and down in the balcony while
talking over the phone.
³0DNH\RXUVHOIFRPIRUWDEOH´WKHZRPDQVDLG³\RX¶OOEHVWD\LQJIRUGLQQHU
ULJKW"´
³1RZH¶UHMXVWKHUHWRPHHW)UDQN´(OOLRWWVDLGDVKHDQG%ULGJHWZDONHGXSWR
OLYLQJURRPWRFKHFNRXWWKHYLHZ³,VWKDWKLPRQWKHEDOFRQ\"´
³1R)UDQNLVQ¶WKHUH´WKHZRPDQVDLGIURPWKHRSHQNLWFKHQEHKLQGWKHP
³'R\RXNQRZZKHQKH¶OOFRPH"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³+HGLGQ¶WWHOOPH´WKHZRPDQVDLG
Elliott and Bridget looked at each other. Was this another game Frank was
playing on them? Elliott haGVSHQWWRRPXFKWLPHDZD\IURPKLVRIILFHDOUHDG\DQGGLGQ¶W
KDYHWKHSDWLHQFHIRUDQRWKHURI)UDQN¶VWUHDVXUHKXQWV
³*XHVVZH¶OOKDYHWRZDLWWKHQ´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGVDWGRZQRQWKHSOXVKVRIDLQ
front of a giant TV screen that was showing sports news.
Elliott walked over to the kitchen where the woman was putting a tea kettle on the
stove.
³7RREDG\RXFDQ¶WPDNHLWIRUGLQQHU´VKHVDLGDVVKHWXUQHGWRIDFHWKHNLWFKHQ
island.
³:KDWDERXW)UDQN"´
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³:KDWDERXWKLP"´7KHZRPDQEHJDQFKRSSLQJRQLRQVnext to a bowl that
contained chunks of white fish meat.
³+HVDLGZHVKRXOGPHHWKLPKHUH´
³+HGLG"´6KHGLGQ¶WORRNDW(OOLRWWDVVKHFKRSSHGDZD\UHGXFLQJVPDOORQLRQ
pieces into even smaller bits with the ease of an experienced cook.
Elliott leaned against the kitchen island and typed a message for Frank, asking him when
he would come to join them, if at all. While waiting for his response, it might be a good
LGHDQRWWRWDONDERXW.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQWWRDQ\RQHKHUH
³(OOLRWW´WKHZoman said as she fetched a knife from a drawer underneath the
WDEOH³ZRXOG\RXEHVRNLQGDQGKHOSPHRXWZLWKWKHWRPDWRHV"´
She handed him the knife without waiting for his answer.
³6XUHZK\QRW´(OOLRWWVDLG$IWHUVWHDOLQJDGRFXPHQWIURPDVWUDQJHU¶V
DSDUWPHQWFRRNLQJLQDVWUDQJHU¶VDSDUWPHQWGLGQ¶WIHHODVZHLUGDVLWSUREDEO\VKRXOG
%ULGJHWZDVDOUHDG\VORXFKLQJRQWKHVRIDDVLIVKH¶GEHHQOLYLQJKHUHIRUDJHV+HSLFNHG
a tomato from a bowl, placed it on the cutting board and began to cut it into tiny cubes.
³<RXFDQDWOHDVWVWD\IRUWHD´WKHZRPDQVDLG³,¶YHDVNHGWKHER\VWREX\
FDNHV´
In that instant Elliott recognized something familiar about this woman. He paused
DQGJODQFHGDWKHU³,¶PVRUU\EXWKDYHZHPHWEHIRUH"´+HDVNHG
TKHZRPDQODXJKHG³,XVXDOO\JHWWKDWTXHVWLRQIURPPHQDWEDUV´VKHVDLGDQG
ORRNLQJKLPLQWKHH\HVKHQRGGHGWRZDUG%ULGJHW³'RHV\RXUJLUOIULHQGNQRZ\RX¶UH
IOLUW\"´
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³2KQRQRVKH¶VQRW\RXNQRZQRWP\JLUOIULHQGDWDOO´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGZLWK a
QHUYRXVFKXFNOHDGGHG³DQG,ZDVQ¶WWU\LQJWREHIOLUW\´
The woman wrapped her arm around his shoulder, pulled him closer to her, and
ZLWKKHUNQLIHSRLQWHGDW%ULGJHW³,EHW\RXWKDWVKHZLOOEH\RXUJLUOIULHQGE\QH[W
ZHHN´
³<HDKPD\EH´(OOLRWWVaid as he tried to keep his face away from the tip of her
NQLIH³6RZKDWDUHZHFRRNLQJKHUH"´
7KHZRPDQOHWJRRIKLPDQGKHOGXSWKHERZORIILVK³0RTXHFD´
³:KDWNLQGRIGLVKLVWKDW"´(OOLRWWVDLGUHOLHYHGWREHEDFNRQVDIHUWRSLF
³)LVKVWHZD %UD]LOLDQGLVK´
Elliott stopped chopping. Brazil? This time he recognized her. From the hallway,
he heard the front door opening and footsteps approaching. A man emerged from the
hallway, carrying a big white box which he placed on the dining table.
³$K WKHER\VDUHKHUHZLWKWKHFDNHV´WKHZRPDQVDLG
Her voice. It was her voice that sounded familiar and the memory came back to
him with instant clarity. She was the QWA woman whom he had spoken to over the
phone yesterday. Elliott was still sorting out the implication, when he saw Bridget
suddenly rising from the sofa and looking at the hallway.
³(OOLRWW´%ULGJHWVDLGKHUYRLFHKDUGHQHGKHUERG\WHQVH$VHFRQGPDQ
emerged from the hallway, a large man with big hands that carried shopping bags.
³+H\$GULHQQHZKHUHGR,SXWWKHVH"´WKHELJPDQDVNHGWKHZRPDQDQG(OOLRWW
noticed a flicker of recognition in his eyes as he saw Bridget. The two had met before just
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as he had spoken to Adrienne before. Elliott put down his knife and with a sinking feeling
stepped back from the kitchen island.
³+H\ \RXDOOULJKW"´$GULHQQHDVNHG.
Frank had led them straight into the hands of the kidnappers. No, he was not all
right.
#
Standing in a room full of criminals, Elliott crossed out his choices within
seconds. To run, fight or call for help were out of the question. That left him with only
one thing to do: try to talk his way out. But not knowing what was going on, he stood
there mouth agape, his indecision sticking like a crust of bread in his throat. Adrienne and
the big man argued which plate to use for the cakes, Bridget stood frozen by the sofa with
the TV controller still in her hand, and up front the tall man whom Adrienne had called
Rafael opened the balcony door, stepped inside the living room and pulled back his
hoodie.
With untamed dark hair that reached down his shoulder, a stubble beard, and
standing barefooted, he looked out of place in the minimalist apartment like a hermit who
had just stepped back into civilization. The man approached Bridget with a smile and an
H[WHQGHGKDQG³+HOOR,¶P5DIDHO´
Bridget stared at him for a second then shook his hand. She looked over her
shoulder at Elliott as though asking him what to do next. Putting down the tomato and
knife, Elliott walked out from behind the kitchen island to talk to Rafael. The man
appeared to be the leader of this group, and for now it seemed safe to just play along.
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³0\QDPHLV(OOLRWWGriffin and I am a UHSRUWHUZLWKWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´KH
VDLG+HWULHGWRVRXQGFRQILGHQWEXWZKDWFDPHRXWZDVIODWDQGOLVWOHVV³:H¶UHIULHQGV
RI)UDQN´
5DIDHORIFRXUVHPXVWDOUHDG\NQRZWKLV(OOLRWWZDVPHUHO\KROGLQJXS)UDQN¶V
name like a shield, seeking protection behind the recognition of a mutual acquaintance.
³,W¶VDSOHDVXUHWRPHHW\RX5DIDHOVDLG³8QIRUWXQDWHO\)UDQNFDQ¶WPDNHLW
/HWPHLQWURGXFH\RXWRRXUJDQJKHUH<RX¶YHDOUHDG\PHW$GULHQQH´
The woman licked whipped cream off her fingers and nodding at her cooking
asked ³<RXVXUH\RXGRQ¶WZDQWWRVWD\IRUGLQQHUDQGWU\P\0RTXHFD"´
Before he could answer, Rafael pointed at the big muscular man with a crew
haircut and a nasty scar on his left forearm who was holding a tray of tea cups.
³%HUWUDQG´5DIDHOVDLG1H[WKHSRLQWHGDWWKHPDQVWDQGLQJE\WKHVWRYHZKRKDG
EURXJKWLQWKHFDNHV³$QGWKDW¶V;DYLHU´
Just then a tea kettle whistled.
³:KRZDQWVWHD"´;DYLHUDVNHGOLIWLQJWKHNHWWOHRIIWKHVWRYH
Bertrand, Adrienne and Rafael raised their hands.
³:KRDUH\RX"´(OOLRWWDVNHG³$QGZKDWGR\RX-.´
³,GRQ¶WPLQGDFXSRIWHD´%ULGJHWVDLG
³(QJOLVK%UHDNIDVWRU2UDQJH3HNRH"´DVNHG;DYLHU
³(QJOLVK%UHDNIDVWSOHDVH´VKHVDLG
(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WWHOOZKHWKHUVKHZDVVHULRXVO\DVNLQJIRUWHDRUMXVWSOD\LQJDORQJ
Xavier, holding the tea kettle over an empty cup, looked expectantly at him. Everyone
drinks tea, he seemed to be telling him. What is this, a tea party?
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Rafael clapped his hands, having noticed the exasSHUDWHGORRNRQ(OOLRWW¶VIDFH
³$OOULJKWHYHU\RQHLI\RXFRXOGPRYHWRWKHEDOFRQ\\RXUWHDZLOOEHVHUYHGWKHUHDQG
,¶OOH[SODLQZK\\RX¶UHKHUH´

F inally. He and Bridget followed Rafael into the balcony which due to its
elevation seemed to hover over the rest of city. Manhattan spread out before them like a
FDUSHWGRWWHGE\WKHRFFDVLRQDOYHUWLFDOVODEVWKDWZHUHFRQWHVWLQJWKH3HDN¶VKHLJKW
³)UDQN¶VLQVWUXFWLRQVDLGWRPHHWKLPDW(KOJUDQG¶VDSDUWPHQW´%ULGJHWVDid as
5DIDHOFORVHGWKHEDOFRQ\GRRUEHKLQGWKHP³6RZKHUHDUH)UDQNDQG(KOJUDQGDQGZKR
LVWKLV(KOJUDQGJX\DQ\ZD\"´
³(KOJUDQGZRUNVIRU:DOO6WUHHWDULFKQRERG\´5DIDHOVDLGMRLQLQJWKHPE\WKH
UDLOLQJ³$OOZHFDUHLVWKDWKH¶VRXWRIWRZQVRWhat we can borrow his apartment. Up
KHUHLVDZRQGHUIXOVSRWWRWDONDERXWSXEOLFKRXVLQJ´
From behind them, the balcony door opened and Xavier came out and carried a
tray with their tea and slices of apple pie and lemon cake on a plate. These he unloaded
on a garden table.
³$QGRIFRXUVHLW¶VWHDWLPH´5DIDHOVDLGDQGJHVWXUHGIRU%ULGJHWDQG(OOLRWWWR
take their seats.
Elliott looked at the tea and cake selection in front of him and leaned back in the
seat, not touching any of it. Food was the last thing on his mind, at least not until Rafael
explained to them what they wanted from him and Bridget.
³:KDWDERXW)UDQN"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³$V\RXSUREDEO\NQRZ)UDQNZRUNVXQGHUFRYHUIRUWKHFLW\VRKHFDQ¶WMXVW
show himself. But he said you had a documeQWIURP.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQW´
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³:HFDPHKHUHIRU)UDQN´(OOLRWWVDLG³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKR\RXDUHDQGZKDW\RX
ZDQW´
³5HDOO\"´5DIDHODVNHG³+DYHQ¶W\RXDOUHDG\ILJXUHGRXWZKRZHDUH"´
Elliott and Bridget looked at each other. He knew that Bridget had recognized
Bertrand as the terrorist whom she encountered yesterday, and he had recognized
$GULHQQH¶VYRLFHDVWKH4:$FDOOHU
³<RX¶UHWKHNLGQDSSHUVZKRZDQWWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´%ULGJHWVDLG
,I-DFN¶V)%,VRXUFHZDVFRUUHFWDERXWWKHLUEDFNJURXnd, they were more than just
NLGQDSSHUV³<RX¶UHWKH6RXWK$PHULFDQHFR-terrorist group that took down Devon in
%UD]LO´(OOLRWWDGGHG
5DIDHOUDLVHGKLVH\HEURZDW(OOLRWW¶VDQVZHU³,¶PVXUSULVHG$JHQW)U\WROG\RX
WKLVPXFKDERXWXV´
$JHQW)U\GLGQ¶Wtell him anything about the eco-WHUURULVWVDQGWKHUH¶VQRQHHGIRU
Elliott to correct Rafael on what Fry did tell or did not tell him.
³6RDUH\RX"´KHLQVLVWHG
5DIDHOJDYHDVORZQRG³'HYRQZDVRQHRIRXUSURMHFWV1RZLW¶V1HZ<RUN´
³,I\RXDUHFULPLQDOVWKHQZK\DUH\RXVKRZLQJ\RXUVHOIWRXV"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
5DIDHOVLSSHGDWWKHKRWWHD³%HFDXVHZKDWZHUHTXLUHRI\RXLVWRWUXVWXVDQGLQUHWXUQ
ZHWUXVW\RXQRWWRWDONWRWKHSROLFH´
Elliott stroke his chin. The thought of having to trust a FULPLQDOGLGQ¶WVLWZHOO
ZLWKKLPDQGVRPHKRZLQWKHZD\5DIDHOKDGVDLGLWKHGHWHFWHGDVXEWOHWKUHDW³%XW
ZKDWLIZHGRWDONWRWKHSROLFH"´
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³:H¶UHDZDUHRIWKDWULVNWKHUH¶VQRWPXFK\RXFDQWHOOWKH)%,DERXWXVWKDW
WKH\GRQ¶WDOUHDG\NQRZ´5DIDHOVDLG³%HVLGHV,GRXEW\RXZLOOWDONWRWKHSROLFHQRW
DIWHU\RXEURNHLQWR.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQW´
The last part hit Elliott like a punch in the stomach: Frank had set them up with
that stupid document. Bridget had stepped right into his trap, and he was no better
following her like a puppy and now Rafael had probably evidence of the break in. He
JODQFHGDWKHUEXWVKHZDVEXV\FKRRVLQJDFDNH+HEHJDQWRVXVSHFWWKLVZRPDQGLGQ¶W
understand the concept of danger.
From inside the living room, the sound of laughter and conversation drifted out into
the open. Someone strummed the guitar, playing solo at first, then Adrienne hummed
along to the melody. Her voice slowly unraveled into a soothing, forlorn song in
Portuguese. He had to remind himself that this woman, Rafael, Bertrand and Xavier were
dangerous, violent criminals. It was time to find out what they wanted from him.
³6R\HVWHUGD\¶VNLGQDSSLQJRIWKHLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVWKDWZDVQ¶WMXVWDZDUQLQJ
IRUWKHFLW\WRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´(OOLRtt said, reaching for the cup of tea that
KDGQ¶WEHHQFODLPHGE\%ULGJHWRU5DIDHO³)UDQNWROGPHLWZDVDOVRDVHOHFWLRQSURFHVV
IRUUHSRUWHUV"´
³:HQHHGDUHSRUWHUZKR¶VVPDUWXQGHUVWDQGVWKHKRXVLQJLVVXHVDQGKDVWKHJULW
WRJHWWKHMREGRQH´5DIDHOVDLG³7RGD\¶VDVVLJQPHQWWRIHWFKWKHGRFXPHQWDW
.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQWZDVWKHILQDOWHVWWRVHHLI\RXKDYHZKDWLWWDNHV´
%ULGJHWQRGGHGDW(OOLRWWDQGJDYHKLPWZRWKXPEVXSDVWKRXJKSDVVLQJ5DIDHO¶V
test was some sort of accomplishment, no doubt she followed the credo of shoot first ask
TXHVWLRQVODWHU³6RZK\DUHZHKHUHWKHQ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
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³3DUWRIWKHDQVZHULVLQ.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQW´5DIDHOVDLG³2IDOOWKHRWKHU
documents and papers lying about in her apartment, why did you choose that RQH"´
Seeing no point in withholding the document any further from Rafael, Elliott
SXOOHGLWRXWIURPKLVEDJDQGKDQGHGLWRYHUWRKLP³%HFDXVHRIWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO
FODXVH´KHVDLG
Rafael leafed through the pages then put the document back on the table.
³6HHWKHVHSURMHFWVRYHUWKHUH"´5DIDHODVNHGSRLQWLQJDWWKHFOXVWHURIEURZQ
high-ULVHVQHDUWKH(DVW5LYHUWKDWZHUHVRPHRI0DQKDWWDQ¶VUHPDLQLQJSXEOLFKRXVLQJ
NQRZQDVSURMHFWV³'R\RXNQRZZKDWWKLVGRFXPHQWPHDQIRUSHRSOHOLYLQJWKHUH"´
Elliott braced himself for the usual spiel that people like Bridget performed on him
whenever the touchy topic of public housing came up.
³7KHLUKRPHVZLOOEHUD]HGWRWKHJURXQG´ %ULGJHWVDLG³DQGPRUHSHRSOH-.´
³:LOOEHFRPHKRPHOHVV´(OOLRWWinterrupted her, thinking he knew the argument well
HQRXJKWRSUHHPSWKHUDQG5DIDHOGXPSLQJLWDOORYHUKLP³$QGWKHQZHSXWWKHPLQMDLO
EHFDXVHWKHFLW\GRHVQ¶WNQRZZKDWWRGRZLWKKRPHOHVVSHRSOH%XWLQUHWXUQ1HZ<RUN
can repay its debt, while thosHZKRFDQQRWDIIRUGOLYLQJKHUHFDQDOZD\VPRYHRXW´
³<RX¶UHULJKWDERXWUHSD\LQJGHEW´5DIDHOVDLG³%XW1HZ<RUN&LW\LVDFLW\ILUVWDQG
foremost, not a market. Unless you agree that citizenship is determined by the thickness
RI\RXUZDOOHW´
³*RLQJ EDQNUXSWZRQ¶WKHOSWKHSRRUHLWKHU´(OOLRWWVDLG
5DIDHOORRNHGDW(OOLRWWDVWKRXJKKHZDVVL]LQJKLPXS³,NQRZDUHSRUWHU¶V
SHUVRQDORSLQLRQKDVQREXVLQHVVLQKLVVWRULHV´KHVDLG³EXWWHOOPH(OOLRWWGR\RX
VXSSRUWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV"´
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DeclaULQJKLVVXSSRUWIRUKRXVLQJUHIRUPVLQIURQWRI5DIDHOZRXOGQ¶WEHDVPDUW
PRYH³:HOO,ZRXOGVD\WKDW-.´
³<HDKKH¶VDOOLQIDYRURIWKHSURJUDP´%ULGJHWFKLPHGLQMXVWEHIRUHWDNLQJD
bite out of her apple pie. Damn it Bridget. Elliott prayed her metabolism would go
haywire when she hits thirty.
³<RXVXSSRUWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVGHVSLWHWKHPDVVHYLFWLRQVDQGDOO"´5DIDHO
DVNHGORRNLQJDW(OOLRWW7KHPDQ¶VH\HVZHUHWKHFRORURIDPEHUWKDWJOLPPHUHGOLNH
yellowish fire underneath straight, thick eyebrows. Elliott looked away.
³:HOO´5DIDHOVDLG³,DJUHHWKDWHYHU\RQHLQFOXGLQJ1HZ<RUNVKRXOGUHSD\
WKHLUGHEW%XWWKDW¶VMXVWKDOIWKHVWRU\LVQ¶WLW"´
To Elliott this half the story was all that mattered. New York had run out of
money. If the city refused to sell its public housing, the investment bankers would
continue to deny the city access to the bond market. Without the ability to sell new bonds,
1HZ<RUNFRXOGQRWUHSD\WKHPLOOLRQERQGVGXHRQ6HSW$QGLILWFRXOGQ¶WSD\
its debt and other public services, New York would have to file for bankruptcy.
³7KDW¶VULJKW´%ULGJHWVDLGZLSLQJFUXPEOHVRIIKHUPRXWKZLWKDQDSNLQ³7KLQNRIDOO
WKHSHRSOHZKRZLOOORVHWKHLUKRPHV(OOLRWW´
³,NQRZ´(OOLRWWVDLG$OPRVWKDOIDPLOOLRQ people live in some sort of public
KRXVLQJPDQDJHGE\WKH1HZ<RUN&LW\+RXVLQJ$XWKRULW\³%XWWKDW¶VVWLOOEHWWHUWKDQ
KDYLQJWRILOHIRUEDQNUXSWF\´
5DIDHOVFRIIHG³,ILQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVZDQWHGWRWKH\FRXOGOHWWKHFLW\DFFHVV
the bond market again DQGWKHUHZRXOGQ¶WEHWKHQHHGWRVHOOSXEOLFKRXVLQJ´KHVDLG
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³%XWWKHVHEDQNHUVMXVWUHIXVHWRDOORZWKHFLW\ERUURZPRQH\6RGRQ¶WWHOOPHLWVHLWKHU
KRXVLQJUHIRUPVRUEDQNUXSWF\´
³:HOOLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVDUHWKHJDWHNHHSHUVRIWKHPDUNHW´(OOLRWWVDLG³7KH\
FDQ¶WMXVWOHWDQ\RQHLQXQOHVVWKDWSHUVRQLVILQDQFLDOO\VRXQGDQGULJKWQRZIRUWKHFLW\
WREHVSHQGLQJPRQH\RQSXEOLFKRXVLQJWRVXSSRUWWKHSRRULVZDVWHIXO´
Rafael shook his head with a smug smile and Bridget was about to say something
EXW5DIDHOFXWKHURII³+HOSLQJWKHSRRULVZDVWHIXO"´KHDVNHG³,¶PDOODERXWKHOSLQJ
WKHP´
³$QGKRZZLOO\RXGRWKDW"´(OOLRWWDVNHGWKHQUHDOL]HG5DIDHO¶VLGHDRIDSODQ
would likely involve kidnapping more investment bankers to force them grant New York
access to the market. The four Berea bankers he kidnapped yesterday were after all a
ZDUQLQJDSUHYLHZRIZKDW¶VWRFRPH
³'RQ¶WXQGHUHVWLPDWH1HZ<RUNHUV´5DIDHOVDLGOHDQLQJIRUZDUGRQWKHWDEOH
his eyes locking in on Elliott then BriGJHW³6HHWKLVLVZKHUH\RXWZRFRPHLQ:HZDQW
you to stop the housing reforms prRJUDP´
#
(OOLRWWKDGQ¶WH[SHFWHGWKLVDQGIRUDVHFRQGKHWKRXJKWKHKDGPLVXQGHUVWRRG
Rafael. He looked at Bridget for some sort of confirmation, but she looked back at him
with a shrug. She seemed not to be bothered by the unusual request.
³:HFDQ¶WDOORZWKHFLW\SDVVWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´5DIDHOVDLG³7KLVGHDO-.´
³6RUU\EXWGLG\RXMXVWVD\%ULGJHWDQG,PXVWVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV"´(OOLRWW
asked.
³7KDW¶VZKDW, KHDUG´%ULGJHWVDLG
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³+ROGRQIRUDPRPHQW´(OOLRWWVDLG³,GRQ¶WXQGHUVWDQG,PHDQ-´
³7KLVGUDIWRIWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQW´5DIDHOVDLGUHVXPLQJIURPZKHUH
KHZDVFXWRIIDQGWKLVWLPHKROGLQJ.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQW³ZLOOEHWKHRSHQLQJVDOvo in
\RXUPLVVLRQWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV1RZEHIRUH\RXFRPSODLQOHWPHH[SODLQ´
Rafael flipped through the pages, looking for a particular section. In the living
room Adrienne sang a new song. Its melody was a tad upbeat, the guitar strums faster, yet
a touch of sadness lingered in her voice.
³:H¶UHOXFN\WKDW)UDQNKDVIRXQGRXWDERXWWKLVFODXVH´5DIDHOVDLG³%DQNHUV
are trying to sneak this clause into the draft agreement a week before the council votes on
LW7KH\NQRZWKHUHZRQ¶WEHHnough time for the public or council members to protest.
+HUH¶VWKHFODXVH´
5DIDHOVKRZHGWKHSDJHWR%ULGJHWDGGLQJ³5HPHPEHURQFHWKHFLW\VHOOVLWV
public housing, developers will evict all the tenants then demolish their old apartments to
build luxuU\DSDUWPHQWV%XWWKDW¶VQRWDOO´
%ULGJHWWRRNWKHGRFXPHQWIURPKLVKDQG³(OOLRWWDQG,KDYHGLVFXVVHGWKLV
DOUHDG\´VKHVDLGJODQFLQJDWWKHFODXVHRQWKHSDJH³6RLWVD\VKHUHWKHFLW\ZLOOKHOS
SD\WKHFRVWWREXLOGWKHVHOX[XU\DSDUWPHQWV´
³,QFHQWLYHV´(OOLRWWVDLG³,W¶VQRWWKDW1HZ<RUNKDVDFKRLFHWKHUH¶VRQO\D
week left before the $530 million bond falls due. So developers are trying to get the best
GHDORXWRIWKLVDQGDVNIRULQFHQWLYHV7KDW¶VQRUPDOLQQHJRWLDWLRQV´
³$FWXDOO\´ 5DIDHOVDLG³LW¶VQRWVRPXFKQHJRWLDWLQJDVLWLVEODFNPDLOLQJ´
³$QGVR\RXNLGQDSWKH%HUHDLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
Elliott said.
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³,¶GKDUGO\FDOOLWNLGQDSSLQJZHOHWWKHPJRDIWHUDIHZKRXUV´5DIDHOVDLG
³7KHVHSHRSOHZRXOGQ¶WKDYHSXVKHGIRUKRXVLQJUHIRUPVLIWKHUH¶VQRWKLQJLQLWIRUWKHP
,W¶VDILVFDOFULVLVDQGWKHFLW\LVGRZQRQLWVNQHHV1RZLVWKHWLPHWRPLON1HZ<RUNIRU
ZKDWLW¶VZRUWK6R\HVRXUPLVVLRQLVWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVZKLFKLVZK\\RX¶UH
hHUH´
³6XUH,FDQUXQDVWRU\RQWKLVLQFHQWLYHFODXVH´(OOLRWWVDLGQXUWXULQJKRSHWKDW
5DIDHOGLGQ¶WDFWXDOO\PHDQIRUKLPWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV³7KHVWRU\ZLOO
SUREDEO\UXQRQ0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VIURQWSDJHRWKHUPHGLDZLOOSLFNXSRQLWDQG
eYHU\RQHZLOOWDONDERXWLWLQWRZQ´
5DIDHOWLOWHGKLVKHDGEDFNZDUGWRFDWFKDZKLIILQWKHDLU³'R\RXVPHOOWKLV"´
Elliott smelled nothing, just fresh air.
³,WVPHOOVILVK\5DIDHOVDLG³7KLVZKROHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVGHDOWKHLQFHQWLYH
clause, reeks RIFRUUXSWLRQ´
³,W¶VMXVWEXVLQHVV´
³7KHFLW\WHDUVGRZQSXEOLFKRXVLQJWRSD\GRZQGHEWWKHQpays others to build
luxury housing. How can you call that business? ,W¶VDULSRIILook, we want you to find
RXWZKDW¶VJRLQJRQKHUH:KRUHDOO\EHQHILWVfrom the housing reforms, what deals are
being struck behind closed doors, why does the city give in to this shitty deal? Then you
run a story on that DQGLI\RXUVWRU\GRHVQ¶WVWRSWKHUHIRUPVWKHQZHZLOOWDNHPDWWHUV
into our hand and stop it ourselves.´
³:K\GRQ¶W\RXMXVWUHOHDVHDFRS\RIWKLVGRFXPHQWWRDOOPHGLDRXWOHWVWKHPRUH
UHSRUWHUVDUHRQWKLVFDVHWKHEHWWHUWKHFKDQFHVRPHRQHZLOOJHWWKHLQIRUPDWLRQ\RX¶UH
DIWHU´
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³:HWULHGUHPHPEHU":HNLGQDSSHGIRXULQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVPDGHDELJVSlash
and sent out invitation to every newspaper, radio, TV channel. Guessed how many
UHSRUWHUVVKRZHGXS"2QO\%ULGJHWKHUH(YHU\RQHHOVHIDLOHGWKHWHVW1R(OOLRWWZH¶UH
not counting on other reporters to get off their lazy ass and investigate how banks are
IXFNLQJXSWKHFLW\:HZDQW\RXWRGRWKHMRE´
³%XWWKDW¶VQRWZKDW,GR´(OOLRWWVDLG³,FDQ¶WEHLQYROYHGLQWKLV´
³7KHQWHOOPHZKRVHMRELVLWWRH[SRVHWKLVVKLWW\GHDORIDKRXVLQJUHIRUPV"´
5DIDHODVNHG³7KHSROLFH"7KH6HFXULW\([FKDQJe Commission? Or is New York really
counting on vigilantes like me to uphold justice? Trust me it is \RXUMRE´
³<RXGRQ¶WXQGHUVWDQG,FDQ¶WEHZRUNLQJZLWKWHUURULVWV:KDWDP,VXSSRVHGWR
WHOOP\HGLWRUV"´
³'RQ¶WWKLQNRIXVDVWHUURULVWV,QVWHDGWKLnk of us as vigilantes, like
VXSHUKHURHV´
³<HDKEXWVXSHUKHURHVGRQ¶WKXUWDQGNLGQDSSHRSOH´
³6RPHGRLIQHFHVVDU\´
³/RRN,GRQ¶WFDUH\RX¶UHVWLOOFULPLQDOV´(OOLRWWVDLG
He was foremost a newspaper employee and whatever decision he made now
might end up being scrutinized by management or worse by the FBI. Elliott had to think
this over. Developers were hijacking the housing reforms to ask for money. As bad as it
ZDVKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWRULVNKLVMRERUHQGXSLQMDLOIRUDVVLVWLQJ5DIDHO5LVLQg from his
seat, he walked over to the railing then returned to the table.
³(YHQLI,EORZWKLVVXEVLG\GHDOZLGHRSHQDQGH[SRVHWKHSHRSOHLQYROYHGLQLW
,FDQQRWJXDUDQWHHWKDWP\VWRU\ZLOOVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´(OOLRWWVDLG
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³%XWWKHSXEOLFGHVHrves to know about the motives behind the reforms before the
FRXQFLOYRWHV´%ULGJHWVDLG
³1HZ<RUNHUVZLOOEHPDUFKLQJDJDLQVWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVQH[WZHHN´5DIDHO
VDLG³:H¶UHWDONLQJDERXWWKHODUJHVWSURWHVWWKLVFLW\KDVHYHUVHHQ<RXUVWRU\FDQmake
DELJGLIIHUHQFH´
Elliott was staring at the plate of cakes on the table, unable to form a coherent
response. Rafael and Bridget were cornering him. How could Bridget eat a cake,
IUDWHUQL]LQJZLWKWKHFLW\¶VPRVWZDQWHGFULPLQDOV"+HKDGEDUHO\WRXFhed his tea.
<RXZRQ¶WEHDORQH´5DIDHOFRQWLQXHG³:H¶OOKHOS\RXRXWZLWK\RXUVWRU\
Frank especially. It was his idea to involve the press, said we should give democracy in
1HZ<RUNDFKDQFHEHIRUHJRLQJWRZDU´
The press as the fourth estate of democracy. Elliott scoffed at the lofty notion
)UDQNKDGRIKLVMREDQGKDYLQJWKHIXOOVXSSRUWRIDWHUURULVWRUJDQL]DWLRQZDVQ¶WH[DFWO\
KLJKRQ(OOLRWW¶VZLVKOLVWQRPDWWHUKRZQREOHWKHFDXVHZDV Elliott massaged his
IRUHKHDG³$QGZKDWKDSSHQVLI,VD\QRDQGZDONDZD\"´
5DIDHOVKUXJJHG³1RWKLQJ-XVWUHPHPEHU\RX¶OOEHZDONLQJDZD\IURPDFKDQFH
to stop us. We hate to use violence, but if the city ignores our threat and you do nothing
to stop the corrupt sale of public housing, then we will do what we came here for. I can
DVVXUH\RXRXUPHWKRGVKDYHEHHQHIIHFWLYHLQVWRSSLQJLQMXVWLFHEXWWKH\¶UHDOVR
H[WUHPHO\YLROHQW6LQFHZHGRQ¶WWUXVWRWKHUUHSRUWHUV\RX¶UHWKHRQO\RQHVWDQGLQJ
EHWZHHQXVDQG1HZ<RUN$OOZHDVN\RXLVWRGR\RXUMRE´
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Rafael of course meant the Brazilian oil company Devon that his group had
WHUURUL]HGDQGSHUKDSVRWKHUVPDOOHUFDVHV(OOLRWWZDVQ¶WDZDUHRI:KDWFRXOG5DIDHOGR
WR1HZ<RUNRUUDWKHUWKHFLW\¶VEDQNHUV"
³,QHHGWRWKLQNWKLVRYHU´(OOLRWWURVHDQGZLWh his cup of tea walked again to the
UDLOLQJ+HKDGWRFOHDUKLVKHDG+HVKRXOGSROLWHO\UHMHFW5DIDHO¶VUHTXHVWWKHQUHSRUWWR
:DOWHURUSRVVLEO\HYHQWR)%,$JHQW)U\2UKHFRXOGZDONDZD\SUHWHQGDOOWKLVKDGQ¶W
happen, and hope for the best. Neither of this felt right. What if he joins Rafael? He
would be breaking rules, and if by some miracle he did manage to stop the housing
reforms program, New York might not change its public housing policy at all, and relapse
into wasteful spending. Yet it was his journalistic duty to expose the wrongness of the
LQFHQWLYHGHDOLIRQO\WRVWRS5DIDHO¶VPHQIURPWHUURUL]LQJWKHFLW\
He tried not to think about it. Instead, standing on the windy balcony, he enjoyed
the warmth of the cup pressing against his hands. He drank the tea and the soothing liquid
filled his throat. No one said anything. Rafael sat by the table and stared into the distance
ZLWKKLVKDLUZKLUOLQJDERXWLQWKHZLQGOLNHDOLRQ¶VPDQH7KHPDQZDVGDQJHURXVWKDW
much was clear. Yet all he asked was for Elliott to do his job.
Bridget walked over to him with camera in hand and they both looked out over
the city. The wind blew strains of hairs over her face and she pushed them aside while
aiming her camera at the distance. She was taking pictures of the Vladeck Housing
SURMHFWQHDUWKH(DVW5LYHUWKDWIURPDERYHORRNOLNHDSDWWHUQRIFURVVHV+HGLGQ¶WKDYH
WRDVNKHUZKDWVKHWKRXJKWDERXW5DIDHO¶VRIIHU+HNQHZVKHZDVUHDG\:LWK%ULGJHW
by his side, he felt he could take on the world.
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Elliott let his gaze linger in the horizon. The afternoon sun was down to its last
EULOOLDQFHRIGD\OLJKWDQG0DQKDWWDQ¶VEXVWOLQJOLIHPXOWLSOLHGDZD\LQWRWKHKRUL]RQ
VKRZLQJWKHFLW\¶VQDWXUDOKXHVRQHODVWWLPHEHIRUHWKHQLJKWFDVWLWVEODQNHWRYHULW+e
could grab this world of infinite possibilities or let it slip away.
He walked back to the table with Bridget coming up behind him.
³6RKDVRXUIDYRULWHUHSRUWHUPDGHXSKLVPLQG"´5DIDHODVNHG
(OOLRWWSXWGRZQKLVFXSRIWHDRQWKHWDEOH³,¶OOGRLW´

CHAPTER III ± The Investigation
It was already dark as Elliot and Bridget made their way back to Madison
9DQJXDUG¶VRIILFHDQGZKHQWKH\DUULYHGWKHQHZVURRPZDVDEX]]ZLWKWKHJULQGLQJ
pressure of deadlines. Fluorescent lights bared their harsh light at the few reporters still
racing to finish that 350-count story, make that one last call to a source, find that one bit
of data to substantiate their reporting, or fit that punchy headline into a 64-character line.
Coming back this late without a story, Elliott sneaked to his desk like a returning
deserter.
$QDGZDVRQWKHSKRQHDQGKHGLGQ¶WVHHPWRKDYHQRWLFHGKLP:KLOHZDLWLQJIRU
Anad, Elliott rehearsed in his mind the story he was supposed to tell anyone asking him
how he got hold of the document.
Rafael was specific about the rules. Under no circumstance was Elliott to discuss
their balcony meeting with anyone, not even his editors. Frank had sent him an e-mail
ZLWKDVFDQQHGFRS\RI.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQWVRWKDW(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WKDYHWRVD\WKDt he had
broken into her apartment to steal it. Adrienne had prepared an alibi they had to
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memorize on the spot. If anyone were to ask him where he and Bridget had spent their
Sunday afternoon, their answer was Abingdon Square where they had been discussing the
details of the housing reforms deal with Frank over the messaging app. Lastly, they were
reminded that their every move was being watched. With this warning, Elliott and
Bridget were released back into the world.
³6R´$QDGVDLGVWDQGLQJZLWKDUPVRQKLVKLSV³7KDW¶VRQHORQJFRIIHHPHHWLQJ
\RXKDG´
(OOLRWWKDQGHG$QDGWKHGRFXPHQW³,JRWKROGRIWKHODWHVWYHUVLRQRIWKHKRXVLQJ
UHIRUPVWDONPRVWOLNHO\WKHILQDORQH7KH\H[SHFWWRVLJQWKLVZLWKLQDIHZGD\V´
³:KHUHGLG\RXJHWWKLVIURP"´$QDd asked as he flipped through the document.
³$JX\QDPHG)UDQNH-PDLOHGLWFODLPVWRZRUNIRUWKHFLW\´(OOLRWWVDLG³,W¶VD
SUREDEO\IDNHQDPH´(OOLRWWGLUHFWHG$QDGWRWKHLPSRUWDQWSDJHVRQWKHGRFXPHQW
With document in hand, the editor sat down and swiveled on his chair while chewing on
his pencil which he always did when he thought about a story angle.
³,QWHUHVWLQJ´KHILQDOO\VDLG³6RWKHFLW\ZLOOSDUWO\SD\IRUWKHQHZOX[XU\
DSDUWPHQWV"´
³<HV7KHVHQHZLQFHQWLYHVFRPHRQWRSRIVHOOLQJWKe public housing at a
discount, and the developers listed here are the same ones that made a killing from city
IXQGHGSURMHFWVDIHZ\HDUVDJR7KH\¶UHDZDVKLQFDVKDQGGRQ¶WUHDOO\QHHGWKH
incentives. Looks like the city is getting a shitty deal just to be able to borrow from the
PDUNHWDJDLQ´
Anad raised his eyebrow, probably unaccustomed to hearing Elliott criticized the
housing reforms program.
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³,WKLQNWKHFLW\VKRXOGJHWDIDLUGHDOWKDW¶VDOO,¶PVD\LQJ´(OOLRWWDGGHG
³2IFRXUVH7KLVLVSRZHrful stuff. If the city agrees to borrow more money to
KHOSIXQGKRXVLQJIRUWKHULFKWKDW¶VQRWJRLQJWRJRGRZQZHOOZLWKWKHKRXVLQJDFWLYLVWV
HVSHFLDOO\ZLWKWKRVHNLGQDSSHUV$UHZHWKHRQO\RQHVZKRJRWKROGRIWKLVGRFXPHQW"´
³7KDW¶VZKDW,ZDVWROGEXWFDQ¶WVD\IRUVXUH´
³$OOULJKW,W¶VWRRODWHWRUXQDVWRU\IRUWRPRUURZDQGZHFDQ WUXQLWDVLWLV7KLV
needs to go through the proper channels: city officials, spokesmen, bankers, any official
who can be quoted, the higher their ranks the better. Get me comments from everyone
LQYROYHGHYHQLILW VDQRFRPPHQW´
Elliott sighed. Getting the document, now it seemed, was the easy part. The work
lied in having it confirmed. It was well after 9:00 p.m. and Elliott thought it was too late
to start making phone calls at this hour. Besides, he needed a list of contacts then draw a
game plan before making his first call. The calls would have to wait until tomorrow.
His phone beeped with a message from Frank.
<Good work.> Frank said.
,FDQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\DVLV,¶OOQHHGWRSXOOXSVRPHUHOLDEOHVRXUFHV!
<How long will this take?>
,GRQ¶WNQRZEXW,¶YHDOUHDG\ZDUQHG5DIDHODERXWKRZGLIILFXOWWKLVZRXOGEH!
<Just give it your best shot.>
:K\GLGQ¶W\RXFRPHIRUWKHPHHWLQJZLWK5DIDHO"!
'LGQ¶W5Dfael tell you that I work undercover? I cannot show my face.>
$UH\RXDPHPEHURI5DIDHO¶VJURXSWKHQ"!
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<HVDQGQR,¶PQRWDWWDFKHGWRKLVJURXSDQGQHLWKHU5DIDHOQRUKLVPHQKDYH
met me. My job was to bring you and Bridget to him and he handled the rest.>
<But Rafael said you will help me out?>
<That too. I have to go Elliott. Talk to you later.>
Elliott put down his phone just in time to see Bridget walking up to his desk.
³+RZ VWKHVWRU\JRLQJ"´6KHSXVKHGDVLGHSDSHUVRQKLVFOXWWHUHGGHVNWRIUHe up
space then hopped on, feet dangling.
³,W OOWDNHDGD\DWOHDVWWRKDYHDOOWKHQHFHVVDU\VRXUFHVOLQHGXSIRUWKHVWRU\´
Elliott said.
³2K,WKRXJKWZH OOEHFRPLQJRXWWRPRUURZJXQEOD]LQJ´
³*RWWRGRLWWKHULJKWZD\QHYHUJRRGWREHFDUHOHVV´KHVDLG
Even though he was staring at his computer screen he noticed that she was
studying his face. Distracted, he turned to her and, realizing that now he had to say
VRPHWKLQJEOXUWHGCC:DQWWRJUDEDELWH", PDOPRVWGRQH´
As if that was her clue, Bridget hopped off the desk and grabbed her backpack
from the floor. ``Sorry I have to meet a couple of friends for dinner. Anyway, thought
\RXPLJKWZDQWWRKDYHWKLV´
She handed him a printed out picture. When was the last time he held an actual
SKRWRJUDSK",WZDVDSRUWUDLWRIKLPZLWKDIURZQHGIDFHUHDGLQJ.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQW
ZKHQWKH\ZHUHZDLWLQJIRU)UDQN¶VLQVWUXFWLRQDW$ELQJGRQ6TXDUH3DUN7KH
EDFNJURXQGKDGDQLFHEOXUWRLWDQGKHFRXOGQ¶WUHPHPEHUZKHQDQ\RQHKDGWDNHQD
picture of him with this professional look.
³,OLNHLW¶¶%ULGJHWVDLG
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(OOLRWWZDVQ¶WH[SHFWLQJDFRPSOLPHQW³7KDQN\RX´
³<RXVKRXOGOLJKWHQXSDELWWKRXJK´
He was holding the picture in front of him while trying to say something else but
nothing good came to mind and the seconds of silence passed like minutes.
³.HHSLW¶¶%ULGJHWVDLGDQGZDONHGDZD\+HUDEUXSWGHSDUWXUHOHIWKLP
somewhat disappointed. He watched her heading out then looked at the picture again
before putting it inside the pocket of his jacket. Lisa never took pictures of him.
He arrived home with a box of Chinese fried noodles, and ate his dinner while
going through his e-mails that were related to the search engine project, Meridio One.
Petersson informed him that Lisa had been in talks to sell a stake in the company to a
venture capitalist. Meridio One would issue new shares and proceeds from the sale would
be used to expand its business. The talks had been done in secret and only now was the
ERDUGRIGLUHFWRUVDZDUHRI/LVD¶VSODQ(lliott put down his glasses and rubbed his eyes.
7UXHKHGLGQ¶WRZQ0HULGLR2QHQRZEXWDWOHDVWKHKDGVWLOOVRPHLQIOXHQFHRYHULW7KH
thought that Lisa might lose control of the company he had founded and nurtured, filled
him with the hot pang of betrayal. Over the next hour, Elliott and Petersson exchanged ePDLOVDVWKH\WULHGWRILJXUHRXWZKDWZDVJRLQJRQLQ/LVD¶VKHDG
,WZDVDWDURXQGPLGQLJKWWKDW(OOLRWWUHSOLHGWR3HWHUVVRQ¶VODVWH-mail, telling him
WRNHHSKLPXSGDWHGDERXW/LVD¶VSODQVThen he picked up a book on entrepreneurship
DQGWULHGWRUHDGDIHZSDJHVEXWFRXOGQ¶WFRQFHQWUDWH6RKHSXWRQD-D]]UHFRUGRQKLV
WXUQWDEOHDQGLQKLVPLQGZHQWWKURXJKWKHGD\¶VHYHQWVDJDLQWKHP\VWHULRXV)UDQN
.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQWWKHPHHWLQJwith Rafael, and Elliott agreeing to stop the housing
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reforms deal. The events of the past two days seemed unreal. But Rafael was real and so
was his men, and Katherine and Bridget.
Later at night when he was almost asleep he heard his phone beeping. Elliott
reached for his phone on the nightstand. It was 1:30 a.m. in the morning.
<Elliott, you still awake?>
It was Frank. Why was he still messaging him at this hour? Annoyed, Elliott put
the phone down and went back to sleep.
#
%ULGJHWZDVQ¶WPXFKLQWREDUs or pubs but she let herself be talked into having
dinner with Latisha and her husband Alfonso at the Green Room in Midtown. At close to
10:00 p.m. the place was unusually packed considering Monday was just around the
corner. Irish folk music played from behind the curtain of laughter, voices, and the
occasional clatter of dishes. In the amber light, Bridget navigated her way through the
crowd standing around tables, and headed for the back of the pub where Latisha had
reserved a lone, quiet table to celebrate her first job at Madison Vanguard.
³6RKRZ¶VQHZVSDSHUOLIH"´DVNHG$OIRQVR%URDGVKRXOGHUHGEXWOHDQEDOGEXW
sporting a full beard, a social worker by day and a self-defense instructor by night,
Alfonso had met Latisha through Bridget, his sparring partner. The two had married
earlier this year and occasionally invited her for dinner, treating her like their little sister.
³7KHSDVWWZRGD\VKDYHEHHQFUD]\´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGVQDWFKHGWKHPHQXIURP
$OIRQVR¶VKDQGV/DWLVKDSXWGRZQKHUJODVVRIZater, eying her with curiosity.
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³5HDOO\WZRFUD]\GD\VLQDURZ"+DVLWDQ\WKLQJWRGRZLWKWKDWZHLUGQRWH\RX
JRWIURP)UDQN"´/DWLVKDDVNHGDVWKHZDLWHUDQROGSHWLWHZRPDQDUULYHGZLWKWZR
bowls of salad.
³,WKDVLQGHHG´%ULGJHWVDLGWKHQRUGHUed a Black Angus burger with fries and
salad on the side and a glass of cold water. Her two friends scrutinized their salad bowl
without much enthusiasm. She handed the menu back to the woman and folded her hands
on the table as Latisha and Alfonso leaned forward to hear her story.
³,FDQ¶WWDONDERXWLW´%ULGJHWVDLG³<RX¶OOKDYHWRUHDGLWLQWKHSDSHUEXWP\
SDUWQHUKDVWRZULWHWKHVWRU\ILUVW´
$OIRQVRPRDQHG³2KFRPHRQLW¶VQRWOLNHLW¶VDVWDWHVHFUHWWKDW´
³+ROGRQ´/DWLVKDVDLGSRLQWLQJKHUIRUNDW%ULGJHW³VKHGLGQ¶WWHOOPHVKHKDVD
SDUWQHU´
$OIRQVRWXUQHGWR%ULGJHW³,VLWDJX\"´KHDVNHG
%ULGJHWQLEEOHGDWDSLHFHRIOHWWXFHVKHVWROHIURP/DWLVKD¶VERZOWKLQNLQJZK\LW
mattered whether her partner in the office was a guy.
³:URQJTXHVWLRQ´/DWLVKDVDLG³,VLWDFXWHJX\"´
%ULGJHWZDVILVKLQJIRUDQRWKHUOHDIEXW/DWLVKDVODSSHGKHUKDQG³$QVZHUWKHTXHVWLRQ´
³2ND\RND\´%ULGJHWVDLG³7HFKQLFDOO\KH¶VQRWP\SDUWQHU,PHDQUHSRUWHUV
GRQ¶WSDUWQHUXSOLNHFRSVEXWZH¶UHworking together on a story and -.´
³%ULGJHW´/DWLVKDVDLG³-XVWDQVZHUWKHTXHVWLRQ´
Bridget glanced at Alfonso who, with mouth open and fork suspended in midair,
was waiting for her to say something. Ever since Bridget introduced Latisha to Alfonso,
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the pair had made it their mission to find her a boyfriend. Not that Bridget had any
trouble of finding one, it was keeping them that was difficult.
³2XWRIDSHUIHFWWHQ,¶GVD\VHYHQRUHLJKW´%ULGJHWVDLGDWZKLFK/DWLVKDUDLVHG
her hand to high ILYH$OIRQVR³(VSHFLDOO\ZKHQKHSDQLFV<RXVKRXOGVHHKLVIDFH´
Latisha and Alfonso dropped their hands, canceling their high five.
³+HSDQLFNHG"´$OIRQVRDVNHG³/HWPHJXHVV´
³,W¶VEHFDXVH\RXJRWKLPLQWRVRPHVRUWRIWURXEOH´/DWLVKDVDLG
³<RXKDYHWRVWRSGRLQJWKDW´$OIRQVRVDLG
³$QG\RXZRQGHUZK\\RXUER\IULHQGVDOZD\VOHDYH\RX"´/DWLVKDVDLG
³1RERG\ZDQWVWRHQGXSLQMDLO´$OIRQVRVDLG
Latisha, a junior partner at a law firm, nodded and raised her finger and at that
Bridget sank just a little down her seat, while her friend delivered her usual speech about
WKHLPSRUWDQFHRIUHVSHFWLQJWKHUXOHRIODZDQGWKDWMXVWEHFDXVH%ULGJHW¶VIDWKHUZDVD
two-WLPHVHQDWRUDQGKHUXQFOHZDVWKH$WWRUQH\*HQHUDOVKHFRXOGQ¶WGRZKDWHYHUVKH
pleased, and that her family, in particular her wicked-queen mother, was intimidating
HQRXJKIRUWKHDYHUDJHJX\ZDQWLQJWRGDWHKHUWKDW%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WKDYHWRDFWOLNHD
FRPSOHWHMHUNWKDWZLWKSRZHUFRPHVUHVSRQVLELOLW\DQGWKDWVKHVKRXOGQ¶WHYHQEH
thinking about using any of her Bruce Lee moves on unsuspecting boyfriends.
%ULGJHWKDGOLVWHQHGWR/DWLVKD¶VVSHHFKDWOHDVWDGR]HQWLPHVWKLV\HDUDQGZKLOH
VKHPDQDJHGWRKROGEDFND\DZQVKHFRXOGQ¶WVWRSKHUVWRPDFKIURPJURZOLQJ
Pretending to listen, she looked for the old woman who had taken her order. :KHUH¶VP\

burger?
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A couple stepped down from their stools and as they walked away from the table,
she was able to see all the way across the room where a lone man wearing a hoodie sat in
the semi darkness of one of the booths. He sat facing her and under the rim of his low
hanging hoodie, she noticed him staring at her. It was a bit dark but she was sure he didn't
avert his gaze. Bridget instinctively glanced away as though she had intruded his privacy.
When she looked up again, the man had risen from his seat and walked toward her. He
wore a dark brown jacket that reached down his knees, jeans and boots and when he
pulled down his hoodie, a mane of black hair emerged, framing a face Bridget now
recognized.
³KDYHDQDPH"´/DWLVKDDVNHG
Bridget looked at her friend, not sure she understood the question.
³'RHV\RXUSDUWQHUKDYHDQDPH"´/DWLVKDDVNHGDJDLQ
Before Bridget could say anything, Rafael had come up to their desk with a bottle
of beer in KLVKDQG³+L%ULGJHWPLQGLI,MRLQ\RX"´
Bridget stared at him as Latisha and Alfonso looked at her then at Rafael then
EDFNDWKHU5DIDHOVQDSSHGKLVILQJHU³,W VPH5DIDHO´
³,NQRZ, PVRUU\,MXVWGLGQ WH[SHFWWRVHH\RXKHUH´%ULGJHWVDLG
³7KDW VDOOULJKW0LQGLI,MRLQ\RX"´
Bridget slowly nodded and so Latisha and Alfonso made space for Rafael to place
DFKDLUDWWKHLUWDEOH%ULGJHWZDQWHGWRLQWURGXFHKLPWRKHUIULHQGVEXWGLGQ¶WNQRZKRZ
to describe him without breaking his confidentiality rule. Alfonso cleared his throat.
³6R\RX¶UH%ULGJHW¶VSDUWQHURQDVWRU\"´

Oh shit.
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³3DUWQHU"´5DIDHOUDLVHGKLVH\HEURZVWKHQOHWRXWDVPDOOFKXFNOH³$KRI
course. Yes we are working closely together on a story, so I guess that makes us
SDUWQHUV´
Bridget wanted to bang her head against the table but Rafael had at least solved
the introduction problem for her.
³'R\RXRIWHQJRKHUHIRUDGULQN"´5DIDHODVNHG
³1R,GRQ¶W´
They were staring at each other without saying anything. It was up to Rafael to
tell her why he was here, although with Latisha and Alfonso around, Bridget coulGQ¶WVHH
how he would be able to talk to her without revealing his identity. She looked at Latisha
who must have realized something in her stare because she suddenly coughed.
³:HOO\RXWZRVKRXOGWDON:H¶OOPRYHWRDQRWKHUWDEOH´/DWLVKDVDLGSXOOLQJ
Alfonso up from his seat.
Bridget was about to protest but her friend bowed next to her ear and whispered,
³KH¶VKRW'RQ¶WVFUHZWKLVXS´
Bridget watched the pair occupy a table near the bar with a clear line of sight.
With Alfonso nearby watching her, VKHZDVQ¶WZRUULHGDERXW5DIDHOWU\LQJWRKDUPKHU
The two didn't say a word for some more time as though waiting for the other to first
EUHDNWKHVLOHQFH%ULGJHWZDVVXUH5DIDHOZDVQ¶WKHUHE\FRLQFLGHQFH
³%ODFN$QJXVEXUJHU"´WKHZDLWHUDQQRXQFHGDVshe came up from behind
%ULGJHWFDUU\LQJDODUJHSODWHZLWKKHURUGHU³:KRRUGHUHG%ODFN$QJXVEXUJHU and
French fries and VDODGRQWKHVLGH"´VKHDVNHGHYHQWKRXJKLWZDVREYLRXVZKRKDG
ordered it. Still, Bridget raised her hand.
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³+HUH¶V\RXU%ODFN$Qgus burger and French -´
³7KDQN\RX,NQRZZKDW,RUGHUHG´VKHVDLGDVWKHROGZRPDQSXWGRZQWKHSODWH
with Rafael taking a keen interest in the food. Either he had never seen a Black Angus
burger before or he was curious about the size of her dinner portion.
³6RGLG\RXIROORZPH"´%ULGJHWDVNHGUHPRYLQJWKHWRSEXQRIKHUEXUJHU
5DIDHOWXUQHGKLVDWWHQWLRQEDFNRQKHU³2K\HV´
³:K\"´
5DIDHOVKUXJJHG³7ROHW\RXNQRZZH¶UHDURXQG$V$GULDQQHKDVWROG\RXZH¶OO
EHZDWFKLQJ\RX´
³, PMXVWDIUeelance photographer, you should follow Elliott.''
³+H VLQKLVRIILFHDQGQRWJRLQJDQ\ZKHUH´
³<RXWKLQN, OOWDONWRWKHSROLFH"´
³,GRQ¶WWKLQN\RXZLOOEXWWKDWGRHVQ¶WPHDQZHWDNH\RXRQEOLQGIDLWK´5DIDHO
put aside the empty salad bowls to make SODFHKLVEHHUERWWOHRQWKHWDEOH³,W¶VLPSRUWDQW
WKDWZHNQRZWKHSHUVRQVZHHQWUXVWRXULQIRUPDWLRQZLWK´
³5HDOO\"´%ULGJHWDVNHG³:HOOULJKWQRZ\RXULQIRUPDWLRQLVQ WPXFKRIDKHOS´
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQ"´
³(OOLRWWWROGPHWKHQHZVSDSHUZRQ¶WUXQ.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQWDVLWLV7KH\QHHG
VRPHRQHWRFRQILUPWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDORQUHFRUGDQGWKDWPD\WDNHGD\V´
5DIDHOUXEEHGKLVFKLQ³7KHUHLVQ¶WPXFKWLPH7KHFRXQFLOZLOOYRWH6HSW:HFDQ¶W
have Elliott waste too much time on confirming the document. He needs to push out the
VWRU\WKHQJHWRQZLWKILQGLQJRXWZKR¶VEHKLQGWKRVHVKDG\VXEVLG\GHDOV´
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³1RWVRIDVW´%ULGJHWVDLG³<RXSURPLVHG\RXZRXOGKHOSKLPZK\QRWJLYH
KLPDIHZQDPHVZKRFDQJRRQUHFRUGDERXWWKHVXEVLG\GHDOV´
Rafael took a swig IURPKLVEHHU³,¶OOVHHZKDW,FDQGREXWWKHUHDUHDIHZWKLQJV
WKDWGRQ¶WDGGXSLQ\RXUEDFNJURXQG´
%ULGJHWSXWGRZQKHUIRUNZLWKWKH)UHQFKIULHV³<RXZDQWWRDVNDERXWmy
background? Why? Shouldn't you be talking with Elliott? He's the oQHZULWLQJWKHVWRU\´
³+H¶VDQLQWHUHVWLQJIHOORZ,DGPLWEXWHYHU\WKLQJFKHFNVRXWZLWKKLP,W¶V\RX
WKDWKDYHKROHVLQ\RXUSDVW6R,WKRXJKW,VKRXOGSD\\RXDYLVLWDQGDVNGLUHFWO\´
That explained Rafael coming to see her, and as she thought about she had an
idea.
³,¶OODQVZHU\RXUTXHVWLRQVEXWRQO\LI\RXDJUHHWRKHOSRXW(OOLRWWDV\RX
SURPLVHG´
She knew that somewhere deep in the annals of journalistic ethics it must be
wrong to fraternize with a criminal even though she was only an off-duty freelance
photographer. Latisha might have added that it was wrong to hang out with criminals,
period.
³+H¶OOEHILQH,DOUHDG\VDLG,ZRXOGKHOSKLPZLWKKLVLQYHVWLJDWLRQ´5DIDHO
said.
%ULGJHWVKRRNKHUKHDG³1RKHOSQRTXHVWLRQV'HDO"´
³2ND\GHDO´5DIDHOODXJKHG³<RXPHW(OOLRWWMXVW\HVWHUGD\DUH\RXDSDLU
DOUHDG\"´
³1RZH¶UHQRWORYHUV´%ULGJHWVDLG³'RHVWKLVDQVZHURQHRIWKRVHWKLQJVWKDW
GRQ¶WDGGXS"´
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Rafael smiled and she was surprised to see him blush.
³+HUH¶VWKHWKLQJWKDWGRHVQ¶WPDNHVHQVH¶¶KHTXLFNO\VDLGDQGEHIRUHKHFRXOG
DVNWKHTXHVWLRQ%ULGJHWDOUHDG\NQHZZKDWLWZDVEHDERXW³:KHQ\RXZHUHVL[WHHQ
\RXUDQDZD\IURPKRPHIRUDERXWDPRQWKZKDWKDSSHQHG"´
³,ZDVDWHHQDJHUDQGVWXSLGDQGGLGQ¶WNQRZZKDW,ZDVGRLQJ´
³7KHUH VJRWWREHDUHDVRQZK\DVL[WHHQ\HDUROGJLUOUXQVDZD\'DXJKWHURID
senator gone without a trace for a month. That made good headlines but none of the
DUWLFOHVZHUHDGDERXW\RXH[SODLQHGWKHUHDVRQZK\\RXUDQDZD\´
She knew this question would come to mind to anyone who tried to dig out just a
bit about her past. It happened a long time ago, a blip in the media universe where she
happened to popped in because of her father, then still a senator in the midst of a fierce
election campaign.
%ULGJHWVKUXJJHG7KHUHZDVDUHDVRQZK\VKHGLGQ¶WWHOOWKHPHGLDRUHYHQKHU
parents why she had run away for four weeks.
³:KDWLI,WHOO\RXWKDW\RXGLVDSSHDUHGDGD\DIWHUDSURWHVWDJDLQVWSODQVWRUDLVH
tuitions at public universities acrosVWKHFRXQWU\DQLVVXH\RXUIDWKHUZDVVXSSRUWLQJ´
5DIDHOVDLG³7KHPHGLDGLGQ¶WOLQN\RXUGLVDSSHDUDQFHZLWKWKHSURWHVWVEXWZHGLG
How? Because we came across a blog which mentioned, sort of in passing, that you
joined the protests in Washington. NRZWKDW¶VLQWHUHVWLQJ´
³:KRZURWHWKDWEORJ"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³,FDQ¶WUHPHPEHUWKHEORJJHU¶VQDPH+HFODLPHGWRKDYHVHHQ\RXDWWKHSURWHVW
Did your father know you were there, protesting?
³1RKHGLGQ W´
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³'RHVKHNQRZQRZ"´
%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WZDQWWRDQVZHUDQGVR5DIDHOFRQWLQXHG³2EYLRXVO\KHZRXOGQ¶W
be happy to learn his daughter has gone protesting the very thing he was campaigning for.
%XWZK\GLG\RXUXQDZD\"´
³,QHHGHGWRJHWDZD\IRUDZKLOHRND\1RZLW¶VP\WXUQ+RZZLOO\RXKHOS
(OOLRWW"´
³7KHUH¶OOEHDPHHWLQJWRPRUURZGLVFXVVLQJWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOSURSRVDO´
³:KHUHDQGZKR¶VFRPLQJWRWKHPHHWLQJ"´
³,¶OOWHOO\RXLQDELW:K\GLG\RXUXQDZD\"´5DIDHOLQVLVWHG
³,WROG\RX,QHHGHGVRPHWLPHDORQH´%ULGJHWNQHZKHZDVQ¶WJRLQJWROHWgo of
KHUXQWLOKHJRWDQDQVZHU<HWVKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWRKDQGLWRYHUWRKLPZLWKRXWDWOHDVW
getting something tangible from Rafael in return
³,GRQ¶WWKLQNWKDW¶VZKDWKDSSHQHG´KHVDLG
³+RZZRXOG\RXNQRZ\RXZHUHQ¶WWKHUH´
³1R,ZDVQ¶W%XW,ZDs there with you yesterday. When you first saw us, you
WKRXJKWZHZHUHWKHSROLFHGLGQ¶W\RX":KHQP\IULHQG%HUWUDQGJUDEEHG\RXIURP
EHKLQGKHWROGXVWKDW\RXSDQLFNHG´
³6R"$Q\RQHZRXOGKDYHEHHQDIUDLG´
³<RX¶UHQRWDIUDLGRIWKHSROLFHSHUVHRWKHUZLVH\RXZRXOGQ¶WKDYHWKHJXWVWR
EUHDNLQWR.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQW%XW\RXFHUWDLQO\GRQ¶WZDQWSHRSOHLQXQLIRUPWR
WRXFK\RX´
³,ZDVMXVWVWDUWOHGWKDW¶VDOO´
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³1RSH%HUWUDQGVDLG\RXKDGDSDQLFDWWDFN 'RQ¶WEHIRROHGE\KLVVL]H%HUWUDQG
suffered for years from post-traumatic stress disorder. He knows when someone has
376'DQGKHWKLQNV\RXKDYHLW´
³:KHUHZLOOEHWKHPHHWLQJ"´
³'RZQWRZQDWWKH*LOG+DOO+RWHO´
³:KRZLOOEHDWWKHPHHWLQJ"´
³&RPSWURller Tyler will be there, Katherine too, and other city officials in charge
of housing and of course the investment bankers. So why Bridget? Why did you panic
OLNHWKDW"´
³<RXUIULHQGVXUSULVHGPHWKDW¶VDOO´
5DIDHOVKRRNKLVKHDG³,KDYHDWKHRU\´
³:HOOOHW¶VKHDULW´
³7KHGD\RIWKHGHPRQVWUDWLRQEHIRUH\RXZHQWPLVVLQJKXQGUHGVRISHRSOHZHUH
injured in clashes with the police. Judging from the length you ran away from your
parents, about a month, I bet bruises were involved but no broken bones oUWHHWK´
%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WVD\DQ\WKLQJ
³'LGWKH\EHDW\RX"´
³<HVWKH\EHDWLWXVXSUHDOJRRG0\SDUHQWVZRXOGQ WKDYHUHFRJQL]HGPH´
³:K\GLG\RXIHHOOLNH\RXKDGWRKLGHIURP\RXUSDUHQWV"´
³0\IDWKHUZDVUXQQLQJIRUWKHVHQDWH,WZRXOGQ WORRNJRRd if his own daughter
was beaten to pulp because she didn't like the policy he was campaigning for. It was a
WLJKWUDFH´
³<RXUIDWKHUFDUHVPRUHIRUKLVSROLWLFDOFDUHHUWKDQIRUKLVRZQGDXJKWHU"´
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³,W VQRWWKDWKHVWLOOGRHVQ¶WNQRZZKDWKDSSHQHGEDFNWKHQ+HGRHVQ¶WNQRZ,
ZDVRXWWKHUHSURWHVWLQJ+HZRXOGQ¶WKDYHDOORZHGPHREYLRXVO\+HZRXOGGRDQ\WKLQJ
IRUPHVR,KDGWRUXQDZD\VRWKDWKHZRXOGQ¶W´
³6RWKDWKHZRXOGQ¶WKDYHWRFKRVHEHWZHHQSXUVXLQJKLVSROLWLFDODPELWLRQDQG
defending his bHDWHQXSGDXJKWHU"´
³,W¶VSROLWLFV\RXQHYHUNQRZKRZWKH\PLJKWVSLQLW´
³'LG\RXUIDWKHU VODZ\HURUVRPHRQHIURPKLVFDPSDLJQWHDPWROG\RXWRVWD\
DZD\"´
³1RRQHGLG0\RZQIULHQGVVRUWRIKLQWHGDWWKHLPSOLFDWLRQRIP\VLWXDWLRQLW
doesn't take much to figure that out, although after the beating I was in a shock to be
thinking ahead. But once it was clear that I might mess up my father's career, I decided to
stay away. At that point the decision was more to avoid facing my parents with a face like
that, but it became clear that under no circumstance can the media find out what
happened to me. I know it's stupid by helping my father win the seat, I was effectively
sponsoring the policy I took a beating for. But I couldn't stand seeing him lose; he put his
HYHU\WKLQJLQWRLW,GLGQ WZDQWWRMHRSDUGL]HLW´
³6RZDVLWZRUWKLW"´
³:KHQWKHPHGLDIRXQGRXWWKDW,KDGUXQDZD\KLVULYDOVXVHGWKDWWRGHVFULEH
RXUIDPLO\DVG\VIXQFWLRQDOWKHJX\ZKRFRXOGQ¶WORRNDIWHUKLVRQO\GDXJKWHU%XWLW
actually helped his campaign. People sympathized with him and when I came back he
VXUHO\ORRNHGEHWWHULQSROOV+HZRQZLWKHDVH´
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³+HZRQDQGZHQWRQWRKHOSUDLVHSXEOLFXQLYHUVLW\WXLWLRQVDFURVVDOOWKH
country. And you not only took a beating for him, but also paid for those higher tuitions
\RXUIDWKHUSXWLQSODFH´
³,WROG\RXP\IDWKHUGRHVQ¶WNQRZ%HVLGHVWKHSROLF\ZRXOGKDYHFRPHLQWR
effect with or without my father. But yes we could have put out a stronger fight and we
GLGQ W,WKRXJKW,SLFNRXWDQRWKHUILJKWQH[WWLPH1RZDERXWWKDWPHHWLQJZKDWWLPH"´
Rafael checked his phone.
³,W¶VODWH´KHVDLG
³,VXSSRVHUHSRUWHUVFDQ¶WMXVWZDOW]LQ´VKHVDLG
³1R<RX¶OOKDYHWRILQGDZD\,FDQ¶WKHOS\RXWKHUH´
The pub was still loud but there were noticeably fewer people left. Alfonso and
Latisha were still waiting for her and knowing that they had to go to work early
tomorrow, she thought it best to cut short her conversation with Rafael.
³<RXUIULHQGVDUHYHU\NLQGWRZDLWIRU\RX´
³,NQRZWKH\ZRQ¶WOHWPHWDONWRVWUDQJHUV´
Rafael suddenly rose from KLVVHDW³,WZDVQLFHWDONLQJWR\RX*RRGOXFNZLWK
WRPRUURZ´
And with that Rafael walked away. As he passed a booth near the door, two men
LQGDUNMDFNHWVURVHIURPWKHEHQFKHVDQGIROORZHGKLPRXW2IFRXUVHKHKDGQ¶WFRPH
alone, and this reminded hHUWKDWEHKLQG5DIDHO¶VFKDUPLQJH[WHULRUZDVWKHVWHDG\EHDW
of a violent heart.
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Elliott had worked for seven days straight through the weekend, so when Bridget
FDOOHGHDUO\LQWKHPRUQLQJDQGWROGKLPWRPHHWKHUGRZQWRZQIRUDFUHGLWRUV¶PHHWLQJ
this very moment, he put down the phone and continued to lay in his bed with eyes that
refused to open. Eventually it was the rumbling of a passing truck, the incessant chatter
of two men outside, and the nagging question of how Bridget was able to find out about
the meeting that got him clambering out of the bed. He dressed in khaki pants, a shirt, and
looking out the window at the gray sky, put on a jacket before stepping out into a splash
of cold morning air. It was still summer, but fall was already knocking at the door.
Bridget had better be right about the meeting.
As he walked to the subway station, she called to tell him about her encounter
ZLWK5DIDHODWWKHSXEODVWQLJKWDQGKLVWLSDERXWWKHFUHGLWRUV¶PHHWLQJ<HVVKHVDLG
5DIDHOKDGIROORZHGKHUQRKHGLGQ¶WGRDQ\WKLQJWRKHU\HVKHZDVEHLQJLQDSSURSULDte,
no she had no idea why, seriously no idea. That last part made him frown but his mind
LPPHGLDWHO\UHIRFXVHGRQWKHPRUHLPSRUWDQWPDWWHUDWKDQG7KHFUHGLWRUV¶PHHWLQJZDV
his chance to find someone who could speak on the-record about the latest draft of the
KRXVLQJUHIRUPVGHDOPHDQLQJKHPLJKWJHWDVWRU\RXWRI.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQWDIWHUDOO
³6RKRZGRZHLQWHUYLHZDOOWKHVHSHRSOHDWDPHHWLQJ"´%ULGJHWDVNHGDV(OOLRWWZDONHG
up the stairs of the station on 52nd Street. The 7 train ran above ground across Queens to
Manhattan.
³:HSODQWRXUVHOYHVLQWKHOREE\DQGZDLW´(OOLRWWVDLG+HVZLSHGKLV0etrocard
RQWKHWXUQVWLOHVDQGFOLPEHGDQRWKHUVWDLUZD\XSWKHSODWIRUP³7KLVPXVWEHDFORVHG-
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door meeting so they won't be happy to see reporterVDURXQG´KHFRQWLQXHG³:HNHHSD
low-SURILOHDQGZKHQWKHPHHWLQJLVRYHU,¶OOILQGVRPHRQHWRGRRUVWRS´
³'RRUVWRS"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³6RZKHQVRPHRQHFRPHVRXW,¶OOLGHQWLI\P\VHOIDVDUHSRUWHUWKHQLQWHUYLHZ
that person on the spot. The problem is WKDW,FDQ¶WWDONWRHYHU\RQHDWWKHVDPHWLPH
2QFHWKH\DOOFRPHRXWIURPWKHPHHWLQJWKHUHZRQ¶WEHPXFKWLPHDVSHRSOHXVXDOO\
GRQ¶WKDQJDURXQGIRUORQJDIWHUDPHHWLQJ,I&RPSWUROOHU7\OHUDWWHQGVKHZRXOGPDNH
DJRRGWDUJHWEXWOHW¶VQRWIRFXVRQ KLP´
³%XWZK\"+HVXUHO\PXVWNQRZDERXWWKLVGUDIW´
1HZ<RUN&LW\¶V)LQDQFLDO&RPSWUROOHU7\OHUVDWRQWKH(PHUJHQF\)LQDQFLDO
Control Board along with bankers and representatives of the corporate sector and ran the
FLW\¶VILQDQFLDODIIDLUVDWHPSRUDUy measure until it was able to borrow from the bond
market again. It was through this board that the city negotiated with the bankers about the
housing reforms and Tyler certainly knew about any progress in the talks.
³+HNQRZVEXWLW¶VXQOLNHO\KH¶OOWDON´(OOLRWWVDLG³7\OHULVWRRH[SHULHQFHGZLWK
UHSRUWHUVWRDFFLGHQWO\FRQILUPDOHDNKH¶OOMXVWZDVWHP\WLPHGHIOHFWLQJP\TXHVWLRQV
Bankers and lawyers are also difficult to speak to, so better not waste time with them.
That leaves us with senior city officials, someone from the housing authority or the
GHSDUWPHQWRIEXLOGLQJV/RRNRXWIRUWKHPEXWOHDYHWKHWDONLQJWRPH´
It was about 8:40 a.m. when Elliott arrived at Fulton Station to a heavily guarded
Financial District. Police officers with assault rifles guarded practically every corner, and
as he walked down William Street, a convoy of four armored vehicles sped toward Wall
6WUHHW3ROLFH&KLHI9LUDJZDVQ¶WMRNLQJZKHQKHVDLGKHZRXOGEHHIXSVHFXULW\
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Walking passed two officers who stood by the corner of Platt Street, wearing helmets,
Kevlar vests and holding rifles, Elliott felt his feet carrying him a tad faster to escape the
RIILFHUV¶JD]H+HUHDOO\VKRXOGQ¶WEHKDYLQJWHDDJDLQZLWK5DIDHO
The Gild Hall Hotel was an unassuming presence of brick and mortar nestled on
the floor of the concrete jungle that lower Manhattan was. Leather sofas, bookshelves,
and chandeliers made of antlers, the lobby looked like a mash-up of the inside of a cabin
in the woods and a living room from the 60s. It was small too, and Elliott wondered
where the meeting rooms were, when he noticed the few men in suits hanging about near
the entrance of a restaurant by the lobby. As he walked over to the entrance, one of them
stepped up to him and said the restaurant had been reserved and was closed to the public.
Elliott let out a fake sigh and lingered by the entrance just long enough to spot
Comptroller Tyler at a table inside the restaurant. At least he knew he had come to the
right place.
In the lobby he saw Bridget waiting for him. She had taken off her leatherjacket
and put it along with her fat camera bag next to her on the leather sofa where she sat with
her legs sprawled out like some men did in the subway. When she saw him, she put down
her stuff.
³,UHVHUYHG\RXDVHDW´VKHVDLGSDWWLQJWKHVSRWQH[WWRKHU³7KLVSODFHZDV
FKRNHIXOORISHRSOHMXVWKDOIDQKRXUDJRDQGQRZWKH\¶UHDOOWKHUHLQWKDWUHVWDXUDQW´
³,VDZ7\OHULQVLGH´(OOLRWWVDLG³.LQGRIXQXVXDOWREHPHHWLQJKHUH´
³'R\RXWKLQNLWKDV anything to do with the kidnapping, an emergency meeting of some
VRUW"´
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(OOLRWWVKUXJJHG³+DUGWRVD\WKH\KDYHEHHQVRVHFUHWLYHDERXWWKHLUUHJXODU
PHHWLQJVWKDWWKLVPLJKWYHU\ZHOOEHWKHSODFHZKHUHWKH\XVXDOO\PHHW´
Staring at the restaurant in IURQWUHPLQGHGKLPWKDWKHKDGQ¶WKDGKLVEUHDNIDVW
yet. Experience however told him not to leave his spot to look for food, so he joined
Bridget in slouching on the sofa as he braced for a long wait on an empty stomach.
It was about forty minutes later that Bridget nodded at a young man whom Elliott noticed
had been going up and down the elevator.
³6HHWKDWGXGH´%ULGJHWDVNHG³(YHU\WLPHKHJRHVXSZLWKDIHZVKHHWVRI
SDSHUVWKHQUHWXUQVZLWKTXLWHDVWDFN+HPXVWEHSKRWRFRS\LQJVWXII´
³,VHHKLm all right. He might be photocopying the latest changes to the document
ZHIRXQGLQ.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQW´
³:RXOGEHJUHDWLIZHFRXOGJHWDFRS\´%ULGJHWVDLG³:KDWGR\RXWKLQN"´
³7KHUH¶VHLWKHUDEXVLQHVVFHQWHURQWKHXSSHUIORRURUWKH\ERRNHGDroom and
EURXJKWLQWKHLURZQSULQWHU´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGJODQFLQJDW%ULGJHWKHQRWLFHGKHUVWDULQJ
DWWKHHOHYDWRU+HKDGPHWKHURQO\\HVWHUGD\EXWWKDW¶VORQJHQRXJKWRFRQYLQFHKLP
WKDWVKHZDVQ¶WWKLQNLQJDERXWLIVKHVKRXOGVWHDODFRS\RIWKHGRFXment but when.
³,FRXOGWDONWRKLP´VKHVDLG³VHHLIKHZRXOGOHWPHKDYHDFRS\´
³2YHUKLVGHDGERG\´(OOLRWWVDLG³7KHUH¶VDUHDVRQZK\WKH\GRQ¶WOHWWKHKRWHO
staff handle the photocopying ±.´
Bridget tugged his arm but Elliott had noticed it too. Some of the men in the
UHVWDXUDQWZHUHSXWWLQJRQWKHLUMDFNHWV7KHPHHWLQJZDVFRPLQJWRDQHQG³$OOULJKW
JHWUHDG\´KHVDLG
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It took another five minutes before the first group of participants trickled out the
restaurant. Dressed impeccably in their business suits, they were probably bankers or
lawyers. Elliott let them pass. A minute later a second group of six people emerged. This
time their suits lacked the crispness of the first ones. The group was led by a heavyset,
middle-aged man with a comb-over haircut over a balding head. Elliott had seen this man
before and that clue was enough for him to guess that he must be representing the city.
He could now either follow the man out and try his luck to interview him, or wait to see if
someone else might be a better bet for an interview. But as the six men walked passed
him toward the exit, he decided to go after them. Elliott, not wanting to alarm anyone that
a reporter was around, waited until they left the hotel lobby.
³6WD\KHUH´KHVDLGWR Bridget before grabbing his messenger bag to follow the
group.
The group split into two with the heavyset man and two others walking toward
Platt Street. They must have parked their car somewhere nearby which meant there was
no time to waste.
³([FXVHPH´(OOLRWWVDLGSURPSWLQJWKHWKUHHPHQWRVWRSDQGWXUQDURXQG³0\
QDPHLV(OOLRWWIURPWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
³+RZGLG\RXNQRZZH¶UHPHHWLQJKHUH"´WKHKHDY\-set man asked.
³,WZDVQ¶WPXFKRIDVHFUHW´(OOLRWWVDLGWU\LQJWRSOD\GRZQWKHIDFWWhat he, or
UDWKHU5DIDHONQHZDERXWWKHLUVXSSRVHGO\VHFUHWLYHFUHGLWRUV¶PHHWLQJ³6RZKDW¶VWKH
ODWHVWSURJUHVVRQWKHWDONV"´
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The man looked behind Elliott as though he was expecting a horde of other
reporters. Then he turned around and continued walkiQJ³:H YHPDGHVRPHSURJUHVVLQ
RXUGLVFXVVLRQVWKHGHWDLOVRIZKLFK,FDQQRWGLVFORVH´
(OOLRWWZDONHGQH[WWRKLPZKLOHKROGLQJDUHFRUGHUQH[WWRWKHPDQ¶VIDFH
³:KDWDERXWWKHFLW\¶VSODQWRSURYLGHGHYHORSHUVZLWKIXQGLQJWREXLOGOX[XU\
apartmenWVDVLQFHQWLYHV"´
$ORRNRIVXUSULVHIODVKHGDFURVVWKHPDQ VIDFH³1RWKLQJKDVEHHQDJUHHG\HW´
he said.
³1RWDFFRUGLQJWRWKHGUDIW,KDYH´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGSXOOHGRXWWKHGRFXPHQWIURP
his messenger bag, hoping it would convinced the man that the incentive deal was no
ORQJHUDVHFUHW³,WVD\VWKHFLW\DJUHHVWRKHOSIXQGWZHQW\SHUFHQWRIWKHFRQVWUXFWLRQ
cost and would take on new debt to raise that amount. I'm surprised your department
DSSURYHGWKLV´
³2XUGHSDUWPHQWKDVQRWKLQJWRGRZLWKWKLV´WKHPDQVDLGQRWORRNLQJDWWKH
document.
³7KHQZKDWDUH\RXGRLQJLQWKLVPHHWLQJ"´
³:HSURYLGHLQput´
Elliott was losing traction here. He needed to get him back to talking about the
incentive deal. They were crossing Platt Street but with all the cars parked along the
street, it was impossible to say whether they were almost there or not.
³6R\RX¶YHDFWXDOO\SURYLGHGLQSXWVWKDWOHGWRWKLVLQFHQWLYHGHDO"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
trying to provoke him into an answer.
³1RDEVROXWHO\QRWZHDGYLVHGDJDLQVWLW´
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(OOLRWWVSRWWHGDQRSHQLQJKHUH³$JDLQVWZKDW"´
³$JDLQVWWKHZKROHSODQ´
³, PVRUU\6LUEXWZKDWH[DFWO\GLG\RXDGYLVHDJDLQVW"´
³7KLVGRFXPHQWLVOLNHDKXQGUHG-WKLUW\SDJHVWKLFN,¶PQRWJRLQJWRGLVFXVVZLWK
\RXHYHU\SRLQWZHDUJXHGDJDLQVW´
As much as he disliked blunt questions because they pushed the interviewee into a
corner from which they often refused to answer, Elliott had nothing to lose at this point.
³%XWDUH\RXDJDLQVWWKLVLQFHQWLYHGHDOWKDWUHTXLUHVWKHFLW\WRFRYHUWZHQW\percent of
WKHFRQVWUXFWLRQFRVWRIQHZOX[XU\KRXVLQJ"´
,WZDVDORQJTXHVWLRQEXWKHQHHGHGWRPDNHVXUHWKDWLWFRXOGQ¶WEH
misunderstood.
³<HV´
³$QGLQWRGD\¶VPHHWLQJWKDWWZHQW\SHUFHQWKDVDOUHDG\EHHQDJUHHGRQ"´
³8QIRUWXQDWHO\LWKDV´
One of the other men walked ahead of them and reached for the door of a car.
Elliott had probably one more shot.
³%XWLVWKLVKHUHWKHVDPHGUDIWWKDW¶VVWLOOEHLQJGLVFXVVHG"´+HVKRZHGWKHPDQ
.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQW+HWRRNLWIURPKLVKDQGDQGIOLSSHGWKURXJK the pages then
nodded and returned it. Elliott, however, needed audio confirmation, and the man was
already climbing into the backseat of the car. Elliott positioned himself between the seat
and the door, preventing him from closing it.
³6RLW VVWLOOWKHVDPH"´+HDVNHGKROGLQJWKHUHFRUGHUGLVFUHWHO\EHWZHHQWKH
sheets of the document as not to make it look intimidating.
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³<HVEXW,FDQQRWGLVFXVVWKHGHWDLOVRIWKLV´
³7KDQN\RX´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGKDQGHGWKHPDQKLVQDPHFDUGZKLOHasking him to
spell his name and his last position. He was Maurice Philips, deputy commissioner for
DVVHWDQGSURSHUW\PDQDJHPHQWDWWKHFLW\¶V'HSDUWPHQWRI+RXVLQJ3UHVHUYDWLRQDQG
Development. Elliott thanked Maurice again and stepped away so that he could close the
car door and leave.
Elliott walked back to the hotel while replaying his recorder to make sure he got
Maurice. His voice sounded clear in the recording and with that, Elliott got his first
FRQILUPDWLRQ,W¶VQRVODPGXQNE\DQ\PHDQVEXWLW came from a senior city official and
it was on record.
Back in the lobby, Elliott spotted Comptroller Tyler talking with two men in suits
in front of the restaurant. The odds of Tyler confirming the incentive deal were slim but
Elliott had nothing to lose. If managed to get Tyler on record, he could run the story as is
ZLWKRXWKDYLQJWRGLJRXWPRUHVRXUFHVWRFRQILUP0DXULFH¶VVWDWHPHQWDV$QDGZRXOG
probably ask him to. Tyler was a good head shorter than Elliott and dressed in a gray pint
striped suit, ORRNHGMXVWDVLPPDFXODWHDVWKHWZRPHQKHZDVWDONLQJWR+HKDGQ¶WTXLWH
reached the three men yet, when they noticed him coming and stopped talking. Elliott
raised his hand in greeting.
³+L,¶P(OOLRWWIURPWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´KHVDLGDGGUHVVLQJKimself to Tyler
who looked at the two men in suits as if he wanted to make sure that it was him, this
UHSRUWHUZDVWDONLQJWR7XUQLQJKLVDWWHQWLRQEDFNWR(OOLRWWKHVDLG³WKLVPHHWLQJLV
FORVHGWRWKHSUHVV´
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³,NQRZZKLFKLVZK\,ZDLWHGRXWVLGH´Elliott said, while holding his recorder
WLOWHGLQWKHFRPSWUROOHU¶VGLUHFWLRQ
³,WZRXOGQ¶WPDNHPXFKVHQVHWRKROGDFORVHG-door meeting only to tell
UHSRUWHUVDOODERXWLWDIWHUZDUGV´7\OHUVDLG
³5LJKWEXWFHUWDLQO\WKHSXEOLFGHVHUYHGWRNQRZbefore QH[WZHHN¶VFRXQFLO
YRWLQJWKDWWKHFLW\LVFRQVLGHULQJWRIXQGWKHFRQVWUXFWLRQRIOX[XU\KRXVLQJ´
7\OHUH\HGKLPIRUDVHFRQGRUWZREHIRUHDQVZHULQJ³:KHQWKHWLPHFRPHVZH OOOHWWKH
SXEOLFNQRZZKDWZH¶YHGLVFXVVHG´
Nothing in that answer indicated he knew anything about the incentive deal and
(OOLRWWKDGWRSXVKIXUWKHU³6RDUH\RXFRQVLGHULQJWRSURYLGHSURSHUW\GHYHORSHUVZLWK
LQFHQWLYHV"´
³'RQ¶WSXWZRUGVLQWRP\PRXWK´7\OHUVDLG
Someone approached him from behind, and looking over his shoulder, he saw it was
Katherine.
³,W¶VDVLPSOH\HV-or-QRTXHVWLRQ´(OOLRWWFRQWLQXHGDQGMXVWWKHQUHDOL]HGWKDW
Katherine might recognize him from when she saw him in front of her apartment. As she
walked up next to Tyler, all he could do was act normal even as he could feel her
watching him.
³:KDWSDSHUDUH\RXIURPDJDLQ"´7\OHUDVNHG
³0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
7\OHUORRNHGDWWKHWZRPHQDQGVKRRNKLVKHDG³,QHYHUUHDGWKDWWUDVK´
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³7KLVLQFHQWLYHGHDOLVQ¶WDVHFUHWUHDOO\´(OOLRWWVDLGXQID]HGE\7\OHU¶V
GLVPLVVLYHWRQH³:HZLOOUXQWKLVVWRU\DERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDODQGLWZRXOGEHJUHDWWR
KDYH\RXUFRPPHQWVDORQJZLWKRXUVWRU\´
³/LVWHQWRKLP 7\OHUVDLGWXUQLQJDJDLQWRWKHWZRPHQ³WHOOLQJPHZKDWWRGR
XQEHOLHYDEOH´
³,WKLQNKH VMXVWWU\LQJWRFRD[\RXLQWRDFRPPHQW´.DWKHULQHVDLG+HUYRLFH
was unexpectedly cold which kept Elliott even more from looking at her.
³,XQGHUVWDQG\RX¶UHWU\LQJWRGR\RXUMREKHUH´7\OHUVDLG³%XW,KDYHQRWKLQJ
to say to you. Now, if you will H[FXVHXV´
³$EVROXWHO\MXVWRQHPRUHTXHVWLRQ´
But Tyler had already turned away from him and walked off with the others,
OHDYLQJ(OOLRWWWRVD\µWKDQN\RX¶WRWKHLUEDFNV+HZDWFKHGWKHPZDONLQJRXWWKHKRWHO
Katherine wearing a blazer and a skirt that cut right below her knees. Did she remember
KLPIURP\HVWHUGD\¶VEULHIHQFRXQWHURUKDGVKHDOUHDG\IRUJRWWHQDERXWKLP"
³(OOLRWW´$KDQGJUDEEHGKLVVKRXOGHUIURPEHKLQGIROORZHGE\DILUPEXW
friendly press.
Elliott turned around. It was Jack, freaking Jack Bennett.
³+H\PDQZKDWDUH\RXGRLQJKHUH"´-DFNDVNHG
³1RWKLQJ´(OOLRWWVDLGWhere did he come from? ³,ZDVMXVWWU\LQJWRGRRUVWRSD
FRXSOHRISHRSOHKHUHEXWDSSDUHQWO\WKHPHHWLQJZDVFORVHGGRRU´KHDGGHG
³,VHHJRWDQ\WKLQJLQWHUHVWLQJ"´
³$WRWDOZDVWHVRZKDWEULQJV\RXKHUH",W¶V\RXUILUVWGD\DW1HZ<RUN7LPHV
VKRXOGQ¶W\RXEHDWWHQGLQJRULHQWDWLRQVHVVLRQVRUVRPHWKLQJ"´
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³7UXH,GRQ¶WHYHQKDYHDSUHVV,'FDUG\HW´-DFNODXJKHG³,ZDVMXVWIROORZLQJ
up on a lead. I WROGP\HGLWRUWKDW,¶GEHFRPLQJLQODWH´
(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WOLNHWKLVDWDOO,WZDVKLVILUVWGD\DWWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHVDQGKH
simply decided not to show up at the office. Jack was onto something.
³:KDWOHDG"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³6RPHWKLQJDERXWWKHFLW\EXGget. I talked to a few lawyers here after the
PHHWLQJ´-DFNVDLG³, PVXUSULVHGWRVHH\RXKHUHGLGQ WH[SHFWWRILQGRWKHUUHSRUWHUV
$Q\ZD\,KDYHWRJR´
Jack headed for the restaurant where he would probably join his lawyer friends
for lunch. How long had Jack been here, and had anyone said to him anything yet? Elliott
KDGQ¶WVHH-DFNLQWKHOREE\EHIRUH,IRQHRIWKHODZ\HUVRUEDQNHUVOHDNHGWKHGRFXPHQW
to him, Madison Vanguard could kiss its exclusive front page story goodbye.
He put away his rHFRUGHUDQG.DWKHULQH¶VGRFXPHQWDQGZDONHGRXWWKHOREE\+H
KDG0DXULFH¶VFRQILUPDWLRQDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOZKLFKIOLPV\DVLWZDVZDVVWLOO
EHWWHUWKDQZKDWKHKDG\HVWHUGD\0DXULFH¶VVWDWHPHQWPLJKWMXVWEHHQRXJKWRJHW$QDG
SXOOLQWKHSDSHU¶V resources to ask other reporters call around for confirmation.
The day was still early by his standard, early enough to catch up on the breakfast
KHKDGPLVVHG7KDW¶VZKHQKHQRWLFHGWKDWKHKDGIRUJRWWHQDERXW%ULGJHW:DONLQJEDFN
into the hotel, he saw her stepping out of the elevator. The instant she spotted him, she
ZDYHGDWVPLOHG7KHUH¶VQRZD\VKHFRXOGKDYHVWROHQWKHODWHVWKRXVLQJUHIRUPVGUDIW
³<RXGLGQ¶WGRZKDW,WKLQN\RXGLG"´(OOLRWWDVNHGDVWKH\ZDONHGRXWWKHOREE\
³2IFRXUVHQRW´ %ULGJHWVDLGDQGZLWKDPLVFKLHYRXVJULQDGGHG³EXWORRNZKDWIHOOLQWR
P\EDJ´
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Clutched between laptop and tablet inside her bag, was a bundle of papers and he
knew right then that they had yet another copy of the latest housing reforms draft.
#
Elliott sat on a couch in the windowless office of Managing Editor Lambert.
Sitting next to him on the couch was Philip Lagerkrans, the business desk editor who led
WKHSDSHU¶VFRYHUDJHRQ1HZ<RUN¶VILVFDOFULVLVVLQFHGD\RQH2QDFKDLULQDFRUQHUVDW
senior political reporter Augustine Prodetta. Anad leaned against the glass wall that faced
the newsroom. Everyone was watching Lambert put down his coffee mug, lit a cigarette
and drew a smoke.
³,OLNHLWLW¶VVWUDLJKWIRUZDUG´/DPEHUWVDLGIOLSSLQJWKURXJK the copy of the
LQFHQWLYHGHDO³7KLVGHSDUWPHQWRIEXLOGLQJJX\0DXULFH,GRQ¶WWKLQNKH¶VDZDUHRI
ZKDWKHGLGZKHQKHFRQILUPHGWKHGHDO%XWLW¶VIDLUJDPHQRZ´
³7KDWKRZHYHUGRHVQ¶WPHDQZH¶OOUXQWKHVWRU\RQKLVVWDWHPHQWDORQH´$QDG
DGGHG´ZKLFKLVZK\ZHFDOOHG\RXLQ´
$QKRXUDJR(OOLRWWGURSSHGWKHODWHVWFRS\RIWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDORQ$QDG¶VGHVN
and told him about his doorstop interview with Maurice, the head of the department of
building. Bridget had found several copies of the housing reforms agreement lying on the
meeting table in the restaurant and was able to snatch one and took pictures of them in
the bathroom before returning them to the clerk who was cleaning up the leftovers of the
meeting. They now had a copy of the latest incentive deal, and an on-the-record
confirmation from a high-ranking city official.
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With only six days left for Tyler to secure the housing reforms agreement with
bankers before the city council met, leaking the incentive deal to the public could derail
the talks. With this in mind, Elliott and Anad went to Lambert for reinforcement.
Philip was an award-ZLQQLQJMRXUQDOLVWZKRKDGEHHQKHOPLQJWKHSDSHU¶V
business desk for the past five years. Prodetta had 17 years of business journalism under
her belt, and was an excellent writer known for her analytical strength. If he was to stop
the housing reforms program, he would need any help he could get.
³-XVWWREHVXUH,ZDQWWKHFRQILUPDWLRQIURPDWOHDVWWZRRWKHUSHUVRQV´/DPEHUW
VDLG³7KH\GRQ¶WKDYHWRJRon record, an anonymous source whom we trust will do. But
XQOLNH0DXULFH¶VVLPSOH\HVDQVZHUV,ZDQWDFWXDOVWDWHPHQWVIURPWKHP´
³$Q\ZD\ZHFDQJHWKROGRI7\OHU"´3URGHWWDDVNHG
³,¶YHDOUHDG\VSRNHQWR7\OHUWRGD\DQGKH ZRQ¶WFRPPHQW´(OOLRWWVDLG
³7KLVGRFXPHQWLVPDNLQJLWVURXQGDPRQJEDQNHUVWRo, not just the lawyers who
were VLWWLQJDWWKHQHJRWLDWLRQWDEOH´3URGHWWDVDLG³<RXWKLQNRQHRI\RXUUHSRUWHUVFDQ
FKHFNZLWKWKHEDQNV"´VKHDVNHG3KLOLS
7KHEXVLQHVVHGLWRUQRGGHG³,¶OOJHWVRPHERG\RQWKLV%XW,QHHGKHOS´KHVDLG
looking at Anad who in turned looked at Elliott.
³,FDQFDOODURXQG´VDLG(OOLRWW
³(OOLRWWDQG3KLOLS´/DPEHUWVDLG³ZKHQ\RXFDOOXSDQDO\VWVIRUFRPPHQWVDVN
what they think what Mayor Alberta will do. She has been backing Tyler on all these
RWKHUUHIRUPVKH¶VDJUHHGWRZLWKEDQNHUVIURPWUDQVSRUWDWLRQWD[LQFHQWLYHVWKHSROLFH
IRUFHUHVWUXFWXULQJ%XWWKLVLQFHQWLYHGHDOWKRXJKPLJKWEHWRXJKWRMXVWLI\´
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³,W¶VKHUODVWWHUPLQRIILFH´3URGHWWDVDLG³:KDW,¶PVD\LQJLVWKDWVKHSUREDEO\
cares less about her political career than she does about her legacy. And that means
VDYLQJ1HZ<RUNIURPEDQNUXSWF\´
³6RVKH¶VJRLQJWROLVWHQPRUHWRWKHEDQNHUV"´$QDGDVNHG.
³,¶PDIUDLGVR´VKHVDLG
³8QOHVVSXEOLFEDFNODVKLVWRRELJDQGFLW\FRXQFLOYRWHVDJDLQVWWKHKRXVLQJ
UHIRUPVSDFNDJH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³:HOO\HDK´3URGHWWDVDLG³6RZKR¶OOEHZULWLQJWKLVVWRU\"´
³<RXZLOO´/DPEHUWVDLG³(OOLRWWDQG3KLOLSZLOOIocus on getting this incentive
GHDOFRQILUPHGDQGVXSSO\\RXZLWKVWULQJV´
³$QGZKDW¶VWKHDQJOHKHUHZHMXVWSOD\LWVWUDLJKW"´VKHDVNHG
³7KDW VWKHSODQ $QDGVDLG³:HOHDGZLWKWKHFLW\DJUHHLQJWRWKLVLQFHQWLYH
deal. We line up the sources who go on record, then we'll have one or two analysts saying
what it means, especially in light of the attack against Berea, add background material.
7RPRUURZZH OOVHHSXEOLF¶VUHDFWLRQWRRXUVWRU\DQGJRIURPWKHUHIRUDIROORZ-up
VWRU\´
³,KDYHDEHWWHU LGHD´(OOLRWWVDLG³:K\GRQ¶WZHOHDGWKHVWRU\ZLWKWKHQDPHV
of the developers who will get the incentives?´
No one said anything to his suggestion. They had been so focused on getting the
incentive deal confirmed, that the first idea that came to mind for a story was to simply
state that the deal existed. This would have been adequate for a breaking news headline.
But combining that news with the names of developers who stood to profit at the expense
of the city, would give the reader the bigger bang for the buck in a single headline. Elliott
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had only six days to stop the housing reforms program, which meant six stories to
influence the public. Every story counted, every headline mattered. Elliott saw Lambert
nodding to himself
³7KHVHGHYHORSHUVGRQ¶W QHHGLQFHQWLYHV´(OOLRWWFRQWLQXHG³7KH\¶UHVWLOOORDGHG
ZLWKFDVKDIWHUWKH\ZRQMXLF\JRYHUQPHQWLQIUDVWUXFWXUHFRQWUDFWVILYH\HDUVDJR´
³$QGWKHVHDUHVRPHRIWKHELJJHVWQDPHVLQWKHUHDOHVWDWHLQGXVWU\´3KLOLS
added.
Lambert stubbed out his ciJDUHWWH³1DPHVPDNHQHZV´KHVDLG³$QDGZKDWGR
\RXWKLQN"´
³,KDYHWRDJUHH´WKHHGLWRUVDLG³8VLQJQDPHVLQWKHKHDGOLQHZLOOFXWVWUDLJKWWR
the heart of the matter: cash-strapped city provides money to cash-loaded developers who
will use it to evict cash-VWUDSSHGFLWL]HQV´
³2ND\WKHQ$QGOHW¶VQRWIRUJHWWKH%HUHDVWRU\´/DPEHUWVDLG³7KLVVWLOOWLHVLQ
ZLWKWKHRQJRLQJLQYHVWLJDWLRQLQWRWKHNLGQDSSLQJ7KHUHKDVQ¶WEHHQDQ\SURJUHVVVRIDU
VRLW¶VRXUFKDQFHWRVWDQGRXWIURPWKHFRPSHWLWLRQZLWKWKHVWRU\RQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
³)RUQRZOHW¶VIRFXVRQJHWWLQJWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOFRQILUPHG´$QDGVDLG³:HQHHGDW
least two more sRXUFHVRQUHFRUGLISRVVLEOH´
/DPEHUWWXUQHGWR(OOLRWW³$QG\RXVDLGRXU-DFNZDVDWWKHPHHWLQJWRo, talking
WREDQNHUV"´KHDVNHGHOLFLWLQJDJURDQIURP3URGHWWDDQG3KLOLS
³<HV,GLGQ¶WH[SHFWKLPWKHUHRQKLVILUVWGD\DWKLVQHZMRE´VDLG(OOLRWW
³7KHQOHW¶VQRWVLWRQWKLVVWRU\,ZDQWWKLVIRUWRPRUURZIURQWSDJH´
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The work that followed was tedious, and as Elliott suspected, not rewarding at all.
Philip sent him an e-mail with a list of 13 contacts who might be in a position to
FRPPHQWRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO7KH\ZHUHLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVLQFOXGLQJ%HUHD¶V
officials, bankers, and directors at real-estate companies. He called each number at least
twice, spending almost an hour on the phone with some not answering their phones while
others refusing to comment. Calling up sources for comments made him feel like
working a telemarketing job. Elliott missed being a budding entrepreneur at a startup but
at least the story was worth the effort. He took a swipe from his water bottle and glanced
at his mobile. Frank had messaged him.
+HDUG\RXZHQWWRWKHFUHGLWRUV¶PHHWLQJKRZGLGLWJR"! Frank asked.
<I got a confirmation, enough to have my editors approve writing the story about
the incentive deal.>
<So will it run tomorrow?>
,FDQ¶WWHOO\RXWKDWFRPSDQ\SROLF\> Elliott GLGQ¶WZDQWWRSURPLVH)UDQN
anything.
<Fair enough. Did you meet Tyler and Katherine?>
<Yes but they wouldn't talk, which doesn't surprise me>
<Too bad.>
He looked up from mobile to see Anad standing across him. The editor pointed at
(OOLRWW¶VPRQLWRU³&DQ\RXFKHFNQHZVZLUHV´WKHHGLWRUVDLG³:HGRQ¶WKDYHHQRXgh
VWRULHVIRURXUPHWURSDJH´
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(OOLRWWQRGGHGDQGVFUROOHGWKURXJKWKHGD\¶VQHZVZLUHVWRULHV7KHUHZHUHQ¶W
many to pick up from, most were follow-XSVWR\HVWHUGD\¶VNLGQDSSLQJVRPHRIZKLFK
the national desk might incorporate into their own story. He picked up his phone as he
wanted to ask Frank about Katherine.
<Do you think Katherine will talk if I approach her?>
<Hardly.>
<How do you know?> Elliott asked.
<Is this is a trick question? You want to know whether I know her?>
<Not really. She could point us to the people behind the incentive deal, off-therecord of course.>
<Stay away from Katherine.> Frank said.
<Why?>
)UDQNGLGQ¶WLPPHGLDWHO\DQVZHU6R(OOLRWWGHFLGHGWRFDOODJDLQWKRVHRQWKHOLVW
RI3KLO¶VFRQWDFWVZKRKDGQ¶WDQVZHUHGWKHLUSKRQHVWKHILUVWWLPHKHWULHG:KHQWKH\
ILQDOO\GLGDQVZHUWKHLUSKRQHVDQGWROGKLPWKH\FRXOGQ¶WFRPPHQWKHSXWDVLGHWKHlist,
hoping Philip had more luck. Elliott went to the pantry for his afternoon coffee fix, then
GURSSHGE\DW3KLOLS¶VGHVN7KHEXVLQHVV-desk editor was in the middle of a phone
FRQYHUVDWLRQ(OOLRWWZDLWHGDWKLVGHVNZKLFKOLNHHYHU\RQHHOVH¶VGHVNVwas cluttered
with piles of papers, newspapers, file folders and knick knacks. Philip turned around from
his chair, as he replaced the phone receiver.
³,FDOOHGDOOFRQWDFWVRQ\RXUOLVWDQGHYHU\RQHUHIXVHGWRFRPPHQWRQWKH
LQFHQWLYHGHDO´(OOLRWWVaid.
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³'RQ¶WZRUU\,JRWWZRSHRSOHFRQILUPLQJWKLVDQG7KRPDVKDVDQRWKHU´3KLOLS
said, referring to Thomas, the business-desk reporter who covered the financial markets.
³7KLVGLUHFWRUIURP.RUU 6WHZDUGZKLFKLVRQHRIWKHGHYHORSHUVWKDWZLOOUHFHLYe the
incentive, confirmed the deal and defended it. We can quote him but not use his or his
FRPSDQ\¶VQDPH<RXU0DXULFHLVWKHRQO\RQHZKRVSRNHRQUHFRUG%XWZHVKRXOGEH
JRRG´3KLOLSVDLG
``Fantastic. I'll send you and Prodetta the transcript from my doorstop with
0DXULFH´
³7KHUH¶VVRPHWKLQJHOVH\RXFRXOGGR´3KLOLSVDLG³7KH.RUU 6WHZDUGGLUHFWRU
told me about this consultant who led the revision of the housing reforms agreement to
LQFOXGHWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO+HGLGQ¶WUHPHPEHUWKHQDPHEXWWhe consultant appeared
VHYHUDOWLPHVDWKHDULQJVZLWKWKHFLW\FRXQFLO¶VKRXVLQJFRPPLVVLRQWRGLVFXVVWKH
UHIRUPV,I\RXFDQILQGRXWZKRWKDWFRQVXOWDQWLVKHRUVKHPLJKWEHZRUWKWDONLQJWR´
(OOLRWWUHWXUQHGWRKLVGHVNDQGRSHQHGWKHFLW\FRXQFLO¶V website, going straight
IRUWKHGDWHVZKHUHWKHFRXQFLO¶VFRPPLWWHHRQKRXVLQJDQGEXLOGLQJKHOGPHHWLQJVRQWKH
housing reforms. He found six meetings over the span of two months, each accompanied
by a minutes-of-meeting in PDF-file format. He clicked on all six of them, and scrolled
down to the pages that had the list of attendees. Only in two of the six meetings did the
committee invited outside participants. And of these two, only the Aug. 3 meeting
included property consultants. Three consultants attended the Aug. 3 meeting. He copied
their names then send himself an e-mail with their names. He opened the e-mail on his
PRELOHFRSLHGWKHQDPHVDQGRSHQHG)UDQN¶VPHVVDJLQJDSS)UDQNKDGVHQWKLPDUHSO\
regarding Katherine.
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6KH¶VDWWDFKHGWR7\OHU6KH¶OOEHIRXQGRXWLI\RXWDONWRKHU!
<Ok thanks.> Elliott replied. He then pasted the names of the three property
consultants in a new message then added, <One of these three consultants helped revised
the housing reforms to include the incentive deal. Can you help out find out which of
them that is?>
If Frank worked for the city as he claimed he did, then his contacts might know
ZKLFKFRQVXOWDQW3KLOLS¶VVRXUFHZDVWDONLQJDERXW(OOLRWWGLGDTXLFN*RRJOHVHDUFKRI
the three names, but as suspected, there was no telling which of them might had been
involved in drafting the housing reforms agreement.
$JODQFHDWKLVZDWFKUHPLQGHG(OOLRWWRI$QDG¶VDVVLJQPHQW:LWKWKHGHDGOLQH
for the metro page approaching, he needed to make sure there were enough stories to fill
out the blanks. He spent the next hour selecting three small stories from the newswire that
could be squeezed into two columns on the page, enough to fill it out. He sent these to
$QDGIRUHGLW:KHQKHFKHFNHGKLVPRELOHKHVDZ)UDQN¶VUHSly. It was a simple <Ok>.
Just then Bridget came over and hopped onto his desk. He put his coffee on the other side
RIWKHGHVNVRLWZRXOGQ¶WVSLOO
³+RZDUHWKLQJVJRLQJ" %ULGJHWDVNHG
³1RWEDGZHKDYHWKUHHVRXUFHVWRFLWHRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO:e already have
7\OHU VQRFRPPHQWVDQG,¶OOWU\KLVVSRNHVPDQDQGFDOOXSDQDO\VWVWRDVNZKDWWKH\
WKLQNDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
³2XWVWDQGLQJ,GLGQ¶WWDNHPDQ\SLFWXUHVWKRXJK7KHUHZDVQ¶WHQRXJKWLPHRQFH
,ZDVGRQHZLWKWKHGRFXPHQW´
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³+H\GRQ¶W ZRUU\´(OOLRWWZRXOGOLNHWRDVNKHURXWIRUTXLFNFRIIHHEUHDNEXW
she seemed to be ready to go home, and he had to make phone calls. Bridget was
fumbling with a pair of earphones and he tried to find something to say before she would
put them on.
³:HOO,ZRQ WGLVWXUE\RXDQ\IXUWKHU,VHH\RXDURXQGRND\´VKHVDLGDVVKHSXW
on the earphones and got off his desk. Elliott watched her walking away and making a
squiggly dance move to an inaudible beat before she went down the stairs.
For the next two KRXUVKHZRUNHGRQWUDQVFULELQJ0DXULFH¶VLQWHUYLHZFDOOLQJXS
analysts and researching parts of the story Pordetta needed him to fact checked. By half
past eight, he and Pordetta were done and either Philip or Anad would take it from there
to edit the story. Though finishing surprisingly early for a front-page story, Elliott felt
tired. His phone was ringing.
³+H\(OOLRWWZKDWGR\RXNQRZDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"¶¶,WZDV-DFN
³1RWKLQJ´(OOLRWWVDLG
³:KDWGR\RXVD\ZHVZDSLQIRUPDWLRQ",JRWDFRXple of good insights from the
ODZ\HUV,WDONHGWR´-DFNVDLGDQGQRZ(OOLRWWNQHZZKDWLWZDVOLNHWREHRQWKH
UHFHLYLQJHQGRI-DFN¶VFRD[LQJWDOHQW+H¶GKDYHWRUHYHUWWRWKHVDPHVWUDWHJLHVWKDW
people like Tyler use against nosy reporters.
³, PQRW LQDSRVLWLRQWRPDNHWKLVFDOO´(OOLRWWVDLG
CC+H\$QDGGRHVQ WQHHGWRNQRZ´-DFNVDLG
``Sorry Jack.''
CC7RREDGZHFRXOGKDYHPDNHJUHDWSDUWQHUV¶¶
CC<RXNQRZ,FDQ¶WGRWKDW¶¶
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³$OOULJKW(OOLRWWGRQ WZRUU\´-DFNVDLG+HWKDQNHG(OOLRWWDQGhung up.
6RKHNQHZDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO,I-DFNNQHZHQRXJKKHZRXOGQ¶WKDYH
called him to ask about it, he would have run his own story instead. Superstar Jack, the
great Jack was trying to fool him, see if the junior reporter fell for it. It was his first day
with the New York Times and he probably wanted to impress his new employee. That
meant Jack would go all out in making sure he led the coverage. The competition was on.
#
The bar was crowded with a mix of late commuters, mostly Madison VanguDUG¶V
reporters for whom this place was their last pit stop after a long day. Anad had given
Elliott the rest of the night off, which was unusually generous of him considering it was
just nine pm. But with not enough sleep last night, the 12-hour day was wearing Elliott
down.
He looked around the bar to find an empty spot. The corner where Jack used to
sit, at the front near the windows, was occupied by the gang of photographers. Photo
HGLWRU'DZVRQ¶VYRLFHERRPHGRYHUDQGVLWWLQJLQEHWZHHQWKHPZDV%ULGJet. Elliott
decided not to stop by. There had been enough moments of awkward silences between
them for today and he didn't need another one with others watching. Instead he went for
the bar and took a stool at the far end near the phone boot where he was sure no one
would come by. Seeing a heavyset man next to him wolfing down a giant club sandwich,
he ordered the same and thought he could use a good beer too.
He pulled out his phone and went to his social network profile. A posting from
Lisa caught his attention. She was complaining about the waves of e-mails she had to
read every day. She was also online. He could send her a quick message, asking how

"J*!
!

!

she's doing. He had a stack of e-mails for her, based on various ways of reconnecting
with Lisa, that were now cluttering his draft folder. Seeing her latest posting, he
considered deleting them all. He browsed her profile where she updated a picture of her
at work, hunched over a laptop with her glasses on and an apple in her hand. He had seen
them all, Lisa relaxing at home, Lisa with friends at the beach, Lisa with more friends in
a restaurant, and with even more friends at some party. It was only a few years back
when he was part of her innermost circle, and was one of those lucky few in her pictures.
On the day that she offered him to rejoin the collaborative-search project, he was so upset
WKDWKHGHOHWHGDOORI/LVD¶VSLFWXUHVRQKLVSURILOH$IHZZHHNVODWHUVKHUHWXUQHGWKH
IDYRUDQGGHOHWHGDOORIKLVSLFWXUHRQKHUSURILOH1RZKH¶VDFDVWDZD\IOXQNed to the
outermost perimeter of her friend list inhabited by her loosest of acquaintances. He was
still lucky to be allowed occasionally glimpses of her posted pictures and musings. What
ZHQWRQEH\RQGWKDWHOHFWURQLFZDOORISULYDF\KHGLGQ¶WNQRZDQGKH VKRXOGQ¶WFDUH+H
knew this though: she was heading one of the city's most talked about Internet startup
while he was languishing in a soon-to-be dead newspaper. Staring at her pictures only
made it worse.
Elliott put down the phone and concentrated on his food. There's no use thinking
about her; in fact he should let go of Lisa. He should probably let go of Katherine as well
VLQFHVKH¶VMXVWDVXQWRXFKDEOH+HFRXOGQ WHYHQUHPHPEHUKRZVKHORRNHGOLNHRQO\
that wonderful feeling when for a second it smoothed over the scars Lisa had left behind.
+H*RRJOHG.DWKHULQH¶VQDPHRQKLVSKRQHDQGIRXQGVKHEDUHO\H[LVWHG7KHRQO\
article was of her speaking at a press conference a few weeks ago where he saw her for
the first time. The rest were of different people who shared the same name. He took a
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swig from his beer then sent Frank a message asking him whether he knew anything
more about Katherine. Next he did an image search of Katherine, which produced three
more articles and an actual picture of her. The ILUVWDUWLFOHZDVKHUWKHVLVIRUDPDVWHU¶V
degree on public policy. The two other links directed him to a fashion blog where her
FRPELQDWLRQRIJUD\GUHVVDQGZKLWHKHHOVDWWUDFWHGWKHH\HRIWKHEORJ¶VZULWHU
Katherine in a fashion blog? He enlarged the accompanying picture for a closer look.
³, PQRWMHDORXVDWDOO\RXNQRZ´%ULGJHWZDVORRNLQJRYHUKLVVKRXOGHU
³-HH]FDQ W\RXNQRFNILUVWEHIRUHORRNLQJ"´
Bridget knocked the wood on the bar three times then squeezed herself into the
gap between EllLRWWDQGKLVKHDY\VHWQHLJKERU³.DWKHULQH.DWKHULQH.DWKHULQH&DQ W
EODPH\RXWKRXJKVKH¶VSUHWW\´
³,ZDVMXVWFKHFNLQJZHOO\RXNQRZWKHUH¶VQRWPXFKLQIRUPDWLRQDERXWKHURQ
WKH,QWHUQHW´
³6R"7KHUHLVQ¶WPXFKDERXWPHHLWKHU´%ULGJHWVDLGZKLle playing with his beer
bottle.
³7KHUHLVQ¶W"´(OOLRWWUHDFKHGIRUKLVSKRQHEXW%ULGJHWKHOGEDFNKLVKDQG
³'RQ¶WERWKHUVHDUFKLQJPHRQWKHZHE,¶PKHUHDP,QRW"´
³5LJKW´KHSXWDZD\KLVSKRQH³,WKRXJKW\RXKDGWREHVRPHZKHUHHOVH´
``I did, but these guys, your photo editor, dragged me here and I couldn't say no.''
1H[WWR'DZVRQDQGKLVMXQJOHDGYHQWXUHVWKHUHZDVQ¶WPXFK(OOLRWWFRXOGVD\
WKDWFRXOGWRSWKHPDQ¶V,QGLDQD-RQHVZRUWK\DQHFGRWHV(OOLRWWVLSSHGRQKLVEHHUDVKH
thought about a suitable conversation topic or even just a question. He was a reporter,
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questions should roll off his mouth as easily as spit. And this silence was dragging on. He
pointed at his empty plate.
³+DYH\RXWULHGWKHFOXEVDQGZLFKKHUH"´
³:K\(OOLRWW"%ULGJHWVKRRNKHUKHDG³'R,ORRNOLNH,HDWDORW"´
6OLPDVVKHZDV%ULGJHWRIFRXUVHGLGQ¶WORRNOLNHVKHHDWDORWEXWVKHdid in fact
HDWDORWDFRQWUDGLFWLRQKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWRSRLQWRXW+HJUDSSOHGIRUDGLSORPDWLFDQVZHU
until Bridget laughed and poked him.
³,ZRQ¶WELWH\RX6ROHWPHDVN\RXWKLVZK\GLG\RXEHFRPHDMRXUQDOLVW"´
Elliott shrugged. He didn't have an immediate answer. He could tell her the truth that
being a journalist was a temporary stint, that he was forever looking to invent the next big
thing on the Internet, but he didn't want to give the impression that he wasn't serious
about his job, not when she's still new to this profession.
³7KHMRESD\V´KHVDLGWKHQWKLQNLQJWKLVZDVQ¶WWKHPRVWinspiring answer.
³'LG\RXDOZD\VZDQWHGWREHDMRXUQDOLVW"´
³,WMXVWKDSSHQHG´(OOLRWWVDLGWKHQIURZQHGDWKLVFKRLFHRIZRUGV
She looked at him as if unsure whether he was joking or not. But then she asked him:
³:KHUH¶UH\RXIURP(OOLRWW"´
``You want to talk about me?''
³8QOHVV\RXZDQWWRWDONDERXWWKDWIDEXORXVVDQGZLFKRI\RXUV´
Elliott took another swig from his beer. As much as he tried, he couldn't think
anything exiting about his life. He was raised in Norfolk, Virginia. His father worked at
the office of an international shipping line while his mother was an accountant in a small
company manufacturing personal security products. They had four children of which he
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was the second youngest. His oldest brother was the captain of the local soccer team, his
sister and younger brother were the smartest in their class and he was somewhere in
between, a good athlete and a smart student but not excelling in sports or class. Two of
his siblings joined the military, making steady progress, the other opened a repair shop.
Of the four, only he got to go to the University of Pennsylvania with all the money his
parents were able to come up with, and of the four only he failed miserably. That part
WKRXJKKHGLGQ¶WWHOO%ULGJHW
³0XVWEHQLFHJURZLQJXSLQDODUJHIDPLO\´VKHVDLG
³<HV´(OOLRWWVDLG+HGLGQ¶WZDQWWRWHOOKHUWKDWKHGLGQ¶WSODQRQJRLQJKRPH
until he struck gold with his startup idea. He wanted to come home as a winner or stay
away.
³$Q\ZD\,¶PKHDGLQJKRPH´%ULGJHWJUDEEHGKLVEHHUDQd drank it all up.
³7KDQNVIRUWKHEHHU´VKHVDLGDQGJDYHKLPDSDGRQKLVVKRXOGHU(OOLRWWZDWFKHGKHU
marching out the bar, his head shaking in disbelief, then he pulled out his mobile to
search her on the Internet. He noticed a message from Frank.
<,W¶V/LQGEHUJ!
Lindberg was one of the three consultants Elliott had asked Frank to check on. He
fetched a pen from his bag and wrote down the name on a napkin. So Lindberg was the
consultant who helped draft the latest housing reforms agreement that included the
incentive deal. He put the pen back and was about to pay when someone grabbed him by
his arm from behind. Bridget.
³:HKDYHWRJRQRZ´VKHVDLGSXOOLQJKLPDZD\IURPKLVVWRRO
³:DLWZKDW",KDYHQ¶WSDLG\HW´KHSURWHVWHG
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Bridget pulled a WZHQW\IURPKHUSDQWVDQGSXWLWXQGHUKLVEHHUJODVV³<RXFDQ
SD\PHODWHU´
He dragged and pushed him toward the door, just as Anad walked in for his
dinner. Elliott could only say hi before Bridget had him out the door.
³:KHUHDUHZHJRLQJ"´(OOLRWWasked.
³:H¶UHJRLQJIRUDULGHZLWK5DIDHO´
#
Bridget knew Elliott was not going to like it. He looked tired at the bar and after a
long day was probably cranky. She had to drag him all the way to a nearby street in front
of a garage door next to an old storefront where Rafael had told her to wait for him.
³/RRN(OOLRWW,GRQ¶WNQRZ´%ULGJHWVDLGORRNLQJOHIWDQGULJKWIRUVLJQRI
5DIDHO¶VFDUSXOOLQJXS³$OOKHVDLGZDVZH¶UHJRLQJIRUDULGH´
They were standing in the middle of a dark stretch ZKHUHWKHVWUHHWOLJKWVZHUHQ¶W
working and the shops on both sides had already closed. Another part of the city where
infrastructure was crumbling and left to deteriorate.
³:HOO´(OOLRWWVDLGDVKHORZHUHGKLVEDJDQGVDWRQWKHFXUE³ZKHUHLVKH"´
The garage door next to them creaked to life, groaning in protest as it rolled up.
From inside, two light beams came on and behind them the sound of a big car engine
UXPEOHGGHHS%ULGJHWZRXOGQ¶WEHVXUSULVHGLI5DIDHO³ERUURZHG´VRPHRQHHOVH¶V
expensive ride. She stepped aside, as the car rolled out of the garage and stopped by the
curb.
The night was dark but not dark enough to hide the ugliness of this thing before
her, which at one point might have been an American or Japanese car out of the 70s. Its
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paint had peeled away in long stripes, revealing rust in some places and gaping holes in
RWKHUV6LWWLQJLQWKHGULYHU¶VVHDW5DIDHOKDGGLIILFXOW\RSHQLQJWKHGRRUIRUKHU6KH
gave him a hand and together they managed to get it halfway open, enough for her to
squeeze herself in.
CC:KDWLQKHDYHQ¶VQDPHLVWKLV"¶¶(OOLRWWVDLGVWLOOVWDQGLQJRXWVLGH
³*HWLQ´5DIDHOVDLG
³7KHUH¶VQRGRRUKDQGOH´(OOLRWWVKRXWHGSRLQWLQJGRZQ
Bridget reached behind for the passenger door and opened it from the inside.
Elliott got in and closed the door, muttering something about junkyard to himself. The car
rolled down to the end of the street, turned left into a deserted Madison Avenue and
stopped at a traffic light.
³(YHU\RQHUHDG\"´5DIDHODVNHG
³,WVPHOOVLQKHUH´(OOLRWWUHPDUNHG³6PHOOVOLNH´
The lights turned green and a sudden jolt pressed Bridget against the seat as the
car accelerated, rushing three junctions down the street before stopping at a traffic light.
³6RZKHUHDUHZHJRLQJ"´VKHDVNHG
³<RX¶OOVHH´5DIDHOVDLG³,W¶OOEHIXQDQGKHOSIXOIRU\RXUVWRU\´
³,WEHWWHUEH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³)UDQNJDYH\RXWKHQDPHRIWKHFRQVXOWDQWWKLV/LQGEHUJ´5DIDHOVDLG³:KDW
DUH\RXJRLQJWRGRDERXWKLP"´
³,¶OOLQWHUYLHZKLP´(OOLRWWVDLG
³,GRXEW KH OOWHOO\RXZKDW\RXZDQWWRNQRZRUZKDW\RXQHHGWRNQRZ´
³$QGZK\LVWKDW"´
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³%HFDXVHLI\RX UHULJKWDERXWKLPEHLQJWKHOLQNHGWRWKHSHRSOHEHKLQGWKHGHDO
WKHQKHNQRZVWRRPXFK´5DIDHOVDLG³,IKHNQRZVWRRPXFKKHZRQ¶WWDON´
³)LUVW\RXWHOOPHWRGRP\MREQRZ\RX¶UHWHOOLQJPHGRLQJP\MRELVXVHOHVV"´
Elliott asked.
³,W¶VQRWWKDW´5DIDHOVDLG³%XWVHHLQJKRZGLIILFXOWLWLVIRU\RXWRJHWSHRSOH
WDONLQJZHGRQ WPLQGKDYLQJDFKDWZLWKKLPRXUVHOYHV´
Bridget could sense an argument brewing and was curious how it would play out.
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQFKDW"´DVNHG(OOLRWW
³:HFDQDVNKLPTXHVWLRQVOLNHUHSRUWHUVGR´
³<RXPHDQ\RXZDQWWRLQWHUURJDWHKLPDVNTXHVWLRQVOLNHLQWHUURJDWRUV7KHUH V
a difference between an interview and DQLQWHUURJDWLRQ´
³&DOOLWZKDW\RXZDQWDVORQJDVLWJHWVWKHMREGRQH´
³7HUURULVPWKDW VZKDW,FDOOLW\RXWHUURUL]HSHRSOHWRJHWWKHMREGRQH´
³:H UHSUDJPDWLFLQRXUDSSURDFK%XWLILWHDVHV\RXFRQVFLHQFHZH UHGRLQJRXU
best to minimize FROODWHUDOGDPDJH´
³,GRQ WXQGHUVWDQGZK\\RXHTXDWHYLROHQFHZLWKSUDJPDWLVP´(OOLRWWVDLG
They were crossing Williamsburg Bridget, leaving Manhattan for Brooklyn and a
few minutes later they exited on Broadway.
Rafael had kidnapped civilians. In calling him a terrorist, Elliott wanted to call a
spade a spade. But to her, Rafael remained a flickering image of two possibilities.
Perhaps he was the hero that New Yorkers were waiting for, the one who would save
them from the greed of corporate men whose power had blinded politicians. As Latisha
had told her, the political channels to fighting the housing reforms were narrowing down
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with Mayor Alberta having turned her back on the poor. If the city council approved the
housing reforms, there was no political recourse for the public to revert the decision.
When people feel they were being robbed of their democratic options, Rafael offered
them a wait out, albeit a violent one.
6KHJODQFHGDW5DIDHO¶VSURILOHLQWKHVHPLGDUNQHVVRIWKHFDU¶VLQWHULRU+LVHyes
were steady on the road, his face revealed no tension, a strange calmness anchored him, a
calmness beneath which she could not imagine the roiling fire of a radical activist
burning. What had driven him to this kind of life, she did not know. But he had intrigued
her.
³<RXNQRZLWZDV)UDQN¶VLGHDWRLQYROYHWKHPHGLD´5DIDHOVDLG³,WROGKLPLW¶OO
EHWRXJK%XWKHLQVLVWHGRQJLYLQJ\RXJX\VDFKDQFHVRWKDWZHGRQ¶WKDYHWRXVH
YLROHQFH´
³<RXPLJKWEHULJKW,PLJKWQRWPDNHLW´(OOLRWWVDLG
³, PDZDUHWKHRGGVDUHVOLPZKLFKLVZK\ZHWKLQNZHVKRXOGOHQG\RXDKDQG´
Rafael said and he and Bridget exchanged looks.
5DIDHO VYRLFHZDVORZDQGVWHDG\XQOLNH(OOLRWW¶VZKLFKWHQGWRDVFHQGWRDKLJK
pitch when stressed out. Another difference, Bridget noticed, was their age, with Rafael
easily surpassing Elliott by half a decade. It lent Rafael another layer of depth, and with it
maturity and again she liked what she found.
³$VORQJDVLW¶VQRWLOOHJDO´(OOLRWWVDLG+HSRNHGKLVKHDGIURPEHtween the two
front seats, adjusting his glasses as he tried to make out the surroundings of Brooklyn
DKHDG³$UHZHWKHUH\HW"´
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Elliott on the other hand always seemed edgy to her. Was it because of driving
around town with a terrorist? She wondered what Elliott was like when she was not with
him. Dawson had told her that he was as quiet as a mouse. He had this innocent boyish
look about him and, recalling his awkwardness around her, he was also cute. She wanted
to ruffle his hair but showing him affection at this moment might stress him out further.
³:H¶UHDOPRVWWKHUH´5DIDHOVDLG
They drove for another five minutes before Rafael turned the car into a smaller,
empty street where he parked it in the dark pool of a broken lamp post.
³7KDWEXLOGLQJXSWKHUHWKDW¶V/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH´KHVDLGSRLQWLQJDWDORZ-rise
brick stone building that sat close to the waterfront. Bridget had a bad feeling about this
and when she glanced at Elliott she knew he was going to say what she was thinking.
³:DLW\RXGRQ¶WH[SHFWXVWRJHWLQWKHUHGR\RX"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³2QHZD\WRILQGRXWZKHWKHU/LQGEHUJKHOSHGGUDIWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDODQGZKR
HOVHZDVLQYROYHGLVWRWDNHDORRNLQWRKLVFRPSXWHU´5DIDHOVDLG
C´<RXZDQWXVWREUHDNLQWRKLVRIILFHDQGKDFNLQWRKLVFRPSXWHU"´%ULGJHW
asked.
³<HVEXWWKLVWLPH,¶PFRPLQJDORQJEHFDXVH\RXNQRZLWPLJKWEHIXQ´
³+ROGRQ%ULGJHW7KLVLVJHWWLQJZD\RXWRIOLQH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³:HGLVPDQWOHGWKHVHFXULW\FDPHUDVZHKDYHWKHDFFHVVFDUGV´5DIDHOVDLG
showing a VHWRIVHFXULW\SDVVHV³,W¶VEDVLFDOO\DQRSHQKRXVHMXVWZDONWKURXJKWKHVLGH
GRRU´
³'RQ WOLVWHQWRKLP (OOLRWWVDLG³+H VWU\LQJWRSXOOXVGHHSHULQWRWKLVPHVVDQG
WKHQXVHLWDJDLQVWXVOLNHHYLGHQFHODWHURQH´
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³%XWLVQ¶WLWZRUWKWKHULVN"%ULGJHWDVNHG³:KDWLIWKHLQIRUPDWLRQZHILQG
DFWXDOO\KHOSVVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVEHIRUHLW¶VWRRODWH"´
³1R%ULGJHW´(OOLRWWVDLG³5DIDHOZDQWVWKHPHGLDWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
SURJUDPVRKHVKRXOGOHWXVGRRXUMRERXUZD\,¶OOLQWHUYLHZ/LQGEHUJDQGZH¶OOVHH
ZKDWFRPHVRXW´
³6XLW\RXUVHOI´5DIDHOVDLG³,WDNHLWWKDWZKDWHYHU,ILQGLQWKHUH,ZRQ¶WVKDUHLW
ZLWK\RXWKHQ´
Elliott was missing the big picture here. Bridget had gone through considerable
risk in getting a lousy picture for Madison Vanguard, and here he expected her to hang
EDFNZKHQWKHLQIRUPDWLRQLQ/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFHPLJKWVDYH1HZ<RUN
Rafael grabbed a bag from the backseat, opened the door and stepped out.
³,WZRQ¶WWDNHORQJ´KHVDLGDQGFORVHGWKHGRRU
³*UHDWQRZZH¶UHVWXFNKHUH´(OOLRWWVDLG
Bridget watched Rafael walking down the street. If Elliott didn't want to go in,
then she would. He might have to play by the book, but as a freelancer she had more
leeway. She pulled the door handle and pushed against the door.
³+H\´(OOLRWWJUDEEHGKHUE\KHUDUP ³:KHUHGR\RXWKLQN\RX¶UHJRLQJ"´
³'RQ¶WZRUU\LWZRQ¶WWDNHORQJ´VKHVDLGDQGZLWKDILQDOSXVKWKHGRRUZLGH
open.
³<RX¶UHFUD]\%ULGJHW´(OOLRWWVDLGLQUHVLJQDWLRQ³%XWJRRQ,ZDLWLQWKH car
DQGPDNHVXUHLW¶VDOOFOHDURXWKHUH´
%ULGJHWVPLOHGDQGEHQWRYHUWRUXIIOH(OOLRWW¶VKHDG³7KDW¶VP\PDQ´
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She could see Rafael waiting for her near the entrance of the building. Although it was
dark, Bridget felt as if she was walking on a stage under the glare of a spotlight.
#
³7KHVHFXULW\FDPHUDVDUHQ¶WDSUREOHP´5DIDHOVDLG³%XWLQFDVHZHUXQLQWR
WURXEOHSXWWKHVHRQ´+HSURGXFHGDSDLURIVNLPDVNVDQGSXOOHGRQHRYHUKLVKHDG
Bridget did the same and now her transformation into a criminal was complete.
³(OOLRWWZRXOGIUHDNRXWLIKHVHHVPHZHDULQJWKLV´
³,¶GEHVXUSULVHGLIKHGLGQ W´
Rafael opened the side entrance with a pass. There were three offices on this floor
and Lindberg's was the one on the eastern most corner, facing the street on which they
KDGSDUNHGWKHFDU5DIDHOXVHGDQRWKHUSDVVWRRSHQWKHGRRUWR/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFHDQG
they slipped inside. A half circle reception desk greeted them and behind it were two
JODVVGRRUV7KHRQHRQWKHULJKWZDVQ¶WORFNHGDQGthey entered a narrow hallway that
OHGWKHPWR/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH
7KHGLPO\OLWKDOOZD\SURYLGHGHQRXJKOLJKWWRVHHZKDW¶VLQVLGH7RWKHLUOHIWZDVD
black leather sofa and in the middle were two chairs facing a big desk made of glass and
steel and a large window that looked out over the waterfront. To their right were a file
cabinet and a smaller desk with books on it. Perched at the corner of the big desk was a
big computer screen.
Rafael walked up to the desk and pointed to a small box, about the size of two card
GHFNVQH[WWRWKHFRPSXWHUVFUHHQ³7KLVLVZKHUHKHEDFNXSKLVILOHVRQWKLVH[WHUQDO
KDUGGULYH´

"M"!
!

!

He picked up the hard drive and sat on the carpet, leaning against the file cabinet.
Pulling out a small laptop from his bag, he then connected the hard drive to his laptop. It
GLGQ¶WWDNHORQJIRUWKH/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYHLFRQWRDSSHDURQWKHODSWRSVFUHHQ%ULGJHW
crouched beside him while watching him work.
³:H¶UHMXVWJRLQJWRGXPSHYHU\WKLQJWRWKLVODSWRS"´6KHDVNHG
³1RWHYHU\WKLQJ7KHUH¶VQRWHQRXJKVSDFHRQWKLVODSWRSWRFRS\WKDWPXFKGDWD´KH
VDLGDVKHPDGHKLPVHOIFRPIRUWDEOH³:KLFKLVZK\ZHQHHGWRVHOHFWWKHNLQGRI
LQIRUPDWLRQZHZDQWEHIRUHFRS\LQJ´
Opening the content of the hard drive in a window, he selected the document folder
on top of a list of folder. It contained another list of folders with names that indicated
nothing of interest. But just to make sure Rafael opened random documents, finding that
they did not relate to housing issues. He returned to the main window and started
scrolling down.
³$OOULJKWWKHQOHW¶VORRNIRUDQ\IROGHUWKDWVD\VH-mails, or housing project, or
GUDIW´KHVDLGDQG%ULGJHWPRYHGFORVHUIRUDEHWWHUORRN
³+RZGR\RXNQRZ/LQGEHUJKDVWKHPVWRUHGKHUH"´6KHDVNHG
³:HKDFNHGLQWRWKHRIILFHQHWZRUNEXWKDGQRWLPHWRDFFHVV/LQGEHUJ¶VODSWRS
which he carried with him when he left office. But we detected this stand-alone hard
drive, aptly named after him. So we figured this must be where he keeps all his backup
files consiGHULQJKLVODSWRSFDQ¶WKROGPXFKGDWD´
Rafael found a few folders with dates on them, and when he opened the recent
ones, a list of word documents appeared with names of the property companies that were
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mentioned in the incentive deal. The documents though were password protected. Rafael
copied them all.
Bridget fished out a flash disk from her bag and handed it to Rafael.
³<RXPLJKWDVZHOOFRS\WKHPRQP\IODVKGLVNWRR,¶PVXUH(OOLRWWZRXOG
DSSUHFLDWHWKLV´VKHVDLG
Rafael plugged her flash disk to his laptop and he began to select and copy files.
$IWHUDERXWILYHPLQXWHV%ULGJHW¶VSKRQHYLEUDWHG,WZDV(OOLRWW
³7KHUH VVRPHRQHZDWFKLQJPH´(OOLRWWZDVDOVRZKLVSHULQJ
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQ"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³+H VVWDQGLQJQHDUWKHHQGRIWKHVWUHHWDQG,WKLQNKH¶VZDWFKLQJPH´
³0D\EHKH¶VMXVWZDLWLQJIRUVRPHRQH"´
³,GRQ¶WWKLQNVR+H¶VGHILQLWHO\ORRNLQJLQP\GLUHFWLRQDQGQRWRXWRQWKHPDLQ
VWUHHW´
Rafael gave a Bridget a questioning look. She covered the mouWKSLHFH³(OOLRWW
VDLGVRPHVKDG\FKDUDFWHULVZDWFKLQJKLP´
³7HOOKLPWRSXWRQWKHVNLPDVNLIWKHJX\DSSURDFKHVKLPDQGKHGRHVQ¶WZDQWWR
EHLGHQWLILHG7KHUH VRQHLQWKHJORYHFRPSDUWPHQWDQGDOVRDFDQRISHSSHUVSUD\´
³7KHUH VDVNLPDVNLQWKHJORYHFRPSDUWPHQW3XWLWRQLIWKH\FRPHQHDU\RX´
³, PQRWJRLQJWRFRYHUP\IDFH,DPQRWWKHFULPLQDOKHUH´
³<RXDOUHDG\DUH(OOLRWW´
³%XW«´
³:H¶UHDOPRVWGRQHMXVWKDQJRQWKHUH´
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They would have to hurry but Rafael took his time scrolling through folders, files
DQGGRFXPHQWV+HFRSLHGDOOSDVVZRUGSURWHFWHGILOHVDQGSHHNHGLQWRWKRVHWKDWZHUHQ¶W
protected. This went on for another fifteen minutes when the screen turned all jittery,
changed colors, flashed until a white, blue smiley face appeared. Rafael tried to type and
move the cursor but nothing worked.
³/RRNVOLNHDYLUXV´5DIDHOVDLGDQGUHERRWHGWKHODSWRS
³%XWZH¶UHQRWHYHQRQOLQH´%ULGJHWVDLG
The booting screen reappeared and it went straight into the operating system. The
black and white background theme of the operating system reappeared but all the icons,
folders and shortcuts were gone. Rafael went to each drive and opened the document
IROGHUVRQO\WRILQGWKHPHPSW\/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYHZDVGHWHFWDEOHEXWWKH\FRXOGQR
longer access it.
³,WKLQN,NQRZZKDWWKHSUREOHPLV´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGVKHORRNHGZDULO\DWKHU
IODVKGLVNZKLFKVWXFNWRWKHODSWRSOLNHDSDUDVLWHRQLWVG\LQJKRVW³,W¶VP\IODVKGLVN,W
PD\KDYHDYLUXVLQWKHUH´
She just managed to wipe out all of WKHODSWRS¶VFRQWHQWDQGSRVVLEOHWKDWRI
/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYH6KHVKRXOGFRQJUDWXODWHKHUVHOIRQWKLVIHDW³,KDYHQ WXVHGWKH
IODVKGLVNIRUDORQJWLPH´
³*UHDW´5DIDHOVLJKHGDQGPDVVDJHGKLVIRUHKHDG³:HQHHGWRJHWULGRIWKH
YLUXV´
Bridget noGGHG³$OOULJKW,NQRZVRPHRQHZKRFDQKHOSXVRXW´
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This friend of hers, Wei, was the closest she had come to knowing a hacker. She
never met him in person and their conversations mainly resolved around her asking him
for help. She had his phone number which she used only in emergencies like tonight.
Her phone vibrated. It was Elliott who wanted to know what the hold up was. She
explained him the situation, and before he could complain she hung up. She needed to get
rid of the virus first. Wei answered her call without the usual chit chat.
³/HWPHJXHVV´KHVDLG³DYLUXVDJDLQ´
³:K\GR\RXDOZD\VWKLQNLW¶VDYLUXV"´
³)LYHGD\VDJRYLUXVLQ\RXUSKRQH7ZRZHHNVDJRWKHUHZDVQRWRQHQRWWZR
not three, but six different viruses in your mother's lDSWRSDQG´
³2ND\,JHWLW/RRNKHUH VWKHVLWXDWLRQ,LQVHUWHGP\IODVKGLVN«´
³:K\DUH\RXZKLVSHULQJ"´
³:KDW"´
³:K\DUH\RXZKLVSHULQJ"´
She and Rafael had been talking in a low a voice even though no one was around
WRKHDUWKHP6KHFRXOGQ¶WMXVWWHOO:HLWKH\ZHUHEUHDNLQJLQWRVRPHRQH¶VRIILFH
³, PZLWKDJX\DQGKH VVOHHSLQJQH[WWRPHVR,GRQ WZDQWWRZDNHKLPXS´
³<RX¶UHLQEHGZLWKDJX\DQGFDQ¶WVOHHS"´
³<HV:HL/LVWHQ,KDYHWKLVEOXHDQGZKLWHVPLOH\IDFHVKRZLQJXSRQP\VFUHHQ
and QRZDOOP\ILOHVDUHJRQH´
³6R%ULGJHWZKR VWKHJX\LQ\RXUEHG"´
³,W VFRPSOLFDWHGEXWLW VQRWZKDW\RXWKLQNLWLV´
³+H\, PQRWWKLQNLQJZKDW\RXWKLQN, PWKLQNLQJ´

"MJ!
!

!

³+RZGR\RXNQRZZKDW\RX UHWKLQNLQJLI\RX¶UHQRWWKLQNLQJDERXWLW"´
Rafael grabbed the phone from Bridget's hand.
³+L, P%ULGJHW VIULHQG´KHVDLGLQDORZEXWLPSDWLHQWYRLFH³,GRQ WNQRZ
what the two of you are talking about but we really need to know now, as in this very
PRPHQWKRZWRJHWULGRIWKLVYLUXV´
Rafael took nRWHVDVKHOLVWHQHGWR:HL¶VLQVWUXFWLRQVWKHQKHKDQGHGWKHSKRQH
back to her.
³6RUU\DERXWWKDW´VKHWROG:HL
³7KDW¶VRND\´:HLVDLG³,WROG\RXUIULHQGWKHUH VRQO\RQHDQWLYLUXVWKDWFDQ
GHDOZLWKVPLOH\IDFH,W¶VDQHZYLUXVEXWWKHUH¶VDOUHDG\DFXUHIRULW´
³7KDQNV:HL´
³2QHPRUHWKLQJ7KLVIULHQGRI\RXUVZK\LVKHDOVRZKLVSHULQJ"´
Bridget hated to find yet another excuse.
³,W¶VWKHRWKHUJX\ZKR¶VDVOHHS´VKHVDLGKRSLQJLWZRXOGQ¶WVRXQGZHLUG
³<RX¶UHLQEHGZLWKWZRJX\V""´
BridJHWVLJKHG³<HDKEXW´
³,NQRZLW VQRWZKDW, PWKLQNLQJ´
She thanked Wei again, hung up and when Rafael showed her the price tag of the
antivirus program, Bridget gasped.
³([WRUWLRQ´VKHVDLG
³'R\RXKDYHDFUHGLWFDUG"´
³<HDKEXW, PQRWJRLQJWREX\WKLV´
³:HLVDLGWKHUH¶VQRSLUDWHGYHUVLRQRIWKLV\HW´
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³'RQ¶WWHUURULVWVKDYHRSHUDWLRQDOIXQGLQJIRUEX\LQJWKLVVRUWRIVWXII"´
³%ULGJHW,GRQ¶WFDUU\P\FUHGLWFDUGDURXQGGXULQJDPLVVLRQ´
%ULGJHWOHDQHGEDFNDJDLQVWWKHFDELQHW,WZDVKHUIDXOWDQ\ZD\6KHMXVWGLGQ¶W
like how the expensive the week had been. First she broke her bike, then her camera lens,
and now she shot herself in the foot with this escapade.
³/RRNDWLWIURPWKHEULJKWVLGH´5DIDHOVDLG³,W¶OOEHDJRRGDOLEL:KRJRHV
shopping around for an antivirus program while breaking into someone's office? In fact
DVN(OOLRWWPD\EHKHZDQWVWREX\KLPVHOIDQDOLEL´
³2NDD\´6KHWRRNRXWKHUFUHGLWFDUGDQGSURFHHGHGWRWKHRnline cashier. The
first thing she would do when returning home would be to smash her flash disk with a
hammer.
Once they downloaded the program, Rafael went to work to restore the data on
KLVODSWRSDQGUHJDLQHGDFFHVVWR/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYH7KHQKHKad to copy the files
DJDLQWKLVWLPHZLWKRXW%ULGJHW¶VIODVKGULYH6KHZDWFKHGKLPZRUNLQJLQVLOHQFHDQGOHW
him be. When her phone vibrated, she knew it was Elliott.
³6RUU\(OOLRWWKRZ\RXKROGLQJXS"´
³7KHJX\NHHSVVWDULQJDWPH,GRQ¶WOLNHWKHORok of him. He looks freaking
GDQJHURXV<RXEHWWHUFRPHRYHUKHUH´
%ULGJHWFRYHUHGKHUPRXWKSLHFH³,W¶V(OOLRWW+HZDQWVXVWRFRPHRYHU´
Rafael nodded and phoned one of his men, talking in Portuguese.
³,JRWSHRSOHRXWWKHUHZDWFKLQJWKLVSODFH´KHVDLG³7KH\¶OOFKHFNLWRXW'RQ¶W
ZRUU\KH¶VVDIH´
³<RXNQRZZKDW\RXPD\EHULJKWEXW,FDQ¶WOHDYHKLPWKHUHDORQH´

"MQ!
!

!

³%XWZH¶UHDOPRVWGRQHKHUH´
³,¶PQRWZDLWLQJ´
6KHSDFNHGKHUVWXIIDQGOHIW/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH$VVKHZDONHGGRZQWKHVWDLUV
she could hear Rafael hurrying after her. They left the building together through the side
door. The car was parked some thirty yards away and as they walked around the corner
they heard a scream.
Bridget sprinted the last distance. Ahead she saw a man on the ground covering
his eyes. Elliott with a ski mask kicking him in the stomach and when he tried to kick
him a second time, the man grabbed his leg and with a quick snap tackled him down.
Elliott fell and scrambled away from him and reached for something on the ground then
he clambered on his feet at the same time that the man jumped to his feet with his arm
shielding his face while his right hand suddenly flashing a baton.
Bridget, still running, pulled out her weighty, case-covered phone, and with a
mighty shout threw it at the man. At her shout, Elliott and the blinded man spun around,
and her phone flew passed between their heads. Bridget came in running and lunged
herself at the man, pushing him back to the ground where she locked him in a wrestling
position.
³(OOLRWW´VKHVDLGVWLOORXWRIEUHDWKDnd with her back on the ground.
³,VSUD\HGKLP´KHVDLGEUHDWKLQJKDUG³+HFDPHXSWRWKHFDUDQG,UROOHG
down the window and I sprayed him good, like that movie -.´
He was clearly still in the grip of hLVDGUHQDOLQHUXVK³(OOLRWW´
³:KDW"´
³0\SKRQHJHWLW´
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She heard Rafael coming from behind laughing. He grabbed her by her arm.
³/HWKLPJR KHVDLGDVKHWULHGWRXQWDQJOHKHUIURPWKHPDQ³+H¶VZLWKXV2K
PDQZKDWDPHVV´
Bridget looked up at 5DIDHOH\HVZLGHIURPEHKLQGWKHPDQ¶VVKRXOGHU³:KDW
DUH\RXVD\LQJ"´
³+HZDVNHHSLQJDZDWFKRQXVLQFOXGLQJ(OOLRWWLQWKHFDU´
Bridget unwounded her legs, and behind her heard Elliott mumbling in protest.
She rose to her feet as Elliott walked up to her.
³+HUH´KHVDLGDQGKDQGHGKHUDVSOLW-open phone case, a phone battery, and a
phone with a nice long crack across its glass screen.
#
The next morning Elliott arrived at the office half an hour late, and walked
VWUDLJKWWRWKHSDQWU\IRUKLVFRIIHH/DVWQLJKW¶VODWHRXWLQJZLWK5DIDHODQG%ULGJHWKDG
turned him into a zombie, lethargic and irritated by the necessity of having to go to work.
+HKRSHG5DIDHODQG%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WPHVVWKLQJVXSZKHQWKH\EURNHLQWRWKHRIILFH
Rafael had told him that it would take some time before his men could read through all
WKHGRFXPHQWVWKH\KDGFRSLHGIURP/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYH7RREDG%ULGJHW¶VIODVh disk
had been such a disaster, otherwise he could have sieved through the data himself.
With mug in his hand he returned to his desk and tried to regain some sense of
SXUSRVHWKDWZRXOGH[FLWHHQRXJKWRJHWKLPWKURXJKWKHGD\+HSLFNHGXSWRGD\¶V
newspaper.
6SODVKHGDFURVV0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VIURQWSDJHZDV(OOLRWW¶VVWRU\ZULWWHQE\
Prodetta. Its headline ± .DVWHUHL2UWRQ'HPDQG1HZ<RUN¶V0RQH\IRU&RQGRV±
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MX[WDSRVHGWKHSXEOLF¶VIHDURIORVLQJDIIRUGDEOHKRXVLQJDJDLQVWWKHLQVROHQFHRIUHDO
estate companies to demand money, a judging headline, Elliott admitted, but one that
succinctly expressed what the incentive deal was about. Below the headline was
%ULGJHW¶VSKRWR,WVKRZHGDGLPLQXWLYH7\OHULQWKHKRWHOOREE\VXUURXQGHGE\PHQLQ
business sXLWVORRNLQJKHOSOHVVDVWKHFLW\¶VOHDGQHJRWLDWRU6WDQGLQJQH[WWRKLPZDV
Katherine with a tired look, her eyes slightly downcast as though she wished she were
somewhere else. Elliott smiled at seeing her side profile and wondered whether Bridget
fit her into her shot on purpose.
³0RUQLQJ(OOLRWW´$QDGVDLG+HKDGMXVWVWHSSHGRXWRIWKHHGLWRULDOPHHWLQJDQG
ZDVJHVWXULQJIRU3URGHWWDDQG3KLOLSWRKXGGOHXS³*RRGZRUNWKHUH´7KHHGLWRUZDV
nodding at the newspaper Elliott was holding.
³7KDQNV´(OOLRWWVDLG³,KDYHDOHDGRQWKHSURSHUW\FRQVXOWDQWWKDW,ZDQWWR
IROORZXS´
³([FHOOHQW´3KLOLSVDLGDVKHOHDQHGDJDLQVW$QDG¶VGHVN3URGHWWDDSSURSULDWHGD
chair from a nearby empty desk.
³:H¶OOJHWWRWKDW/HWPHMXVWH[SODLQZKDWZHGLVFXVVHG in the editorial meeting
for the second-GD\VWRU\´$QDGVDLG+HKHOGDQRWHSDGIURPZKLFKKHZRXOGEHUHDGLQJ
RXWWKHQRWHVKHWRRNGXULQJWKHPHHWLQJ³:HQHHGWRJHWUHDFWLRQIURPWKHFLW\DQGWKH
SURSHUW\FRPSDQLHV7KHµQRFRPPHQWV¶IURP\HVWHUGD\ZRQ¶WFXWLWWKLVWLPHDURXQG
:HQHHGWKHVHSHRSOHWRFRPHRXWZLWKDVWDWHPHQWRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO:H¶YHSXWDORW
on stake by having the incentive deal as our main story, so we need to make sure the city
PDNHVDSURSHUUHVSRQVHRUZH¶OOORRNOLNHLGLRWV´
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3KLOLSQRGGHG³:H¶OOKDQGOH7\OHU+H¶VVFKHGXOHGWRRSHQDVHPLQDURQILQDQFH
DQGZH¶OOJHWKLPWKHUH´
³*RRGEHFDXVH,QHHGVRPHRQHWRKDQGOHWKHSURSHUW\FRPSDQLHV´$QDGVDLG
³(OOLRWW\RX¶UHLQ"´
³6XUHDQ\VSHFLILFTXHVWLRQV"´
³-XVWKDYHWKHPFRPPHQWRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
³7KHQZKDW"´3URGHWWDDVNHGSUREDEO\DOUHDG\WKLQNLQJDERXWWKHOHDGIRUWKH
follow-up story.
³)RUQRZZH¶OOJDWKHUPRUHUHDFWLRQVWDONWRPRUHDQDO\VWVVHHZKDWWKH\WKLQN
Once other media follow our story, and I bet they will, more people will be willing to talk
on record about the incentive deal. But when that happens, we must have those comments
LQRXUVWRU\ILUVW:HEURNHWKHQHZVVRZHPXVWRZQWKLVVWRU\´
³'LGWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHVUDQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOVWRU\"´Elliott asked. Judging
from how Jack tried to coax Elliott into telling him about the incentive deal, he doubted
the competition had the story.
³:H¶UHWKHRQO\RQHV´$QDGVDLG³6ROHW¶VVWD\DKHDGRIWKHFXUYH´
³:DLWLVQ¶W0D\RU$OEHUWDVXSSRVHGWREHLQ:DVKLQJWRQQRZ"´3URGHWWDDVNHG
The mayor had been trying to get a $530 million bailout from the federal
government since the past two weeks after the State of New York rejected her plea for
funds last month. But President Theodore Bolton had come under pressure by his
SROLWLFDORSSRQHQWVWRUHMHFW0D\RU$OEHUWD¶VUHTXHVWDPLGFRQFHUQVLWZRXOGVHWD
precedent for other cities to ask for the same favor. Madison Vanguard had a
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correspondent in the White House, Thomas, who would be covering the meeting between
the mayor and the president.
³,IWKHSUHVLGHQWWHOOV1HZ<RUNWRGURSGHDGWKDWZLOOEHWRPRUURZ¶VKHDGOLQH
HYHU\ZKHUH´(OOLRWWVDLG³1RXVHWU\LQJWRSXVKIRUDIURQWSDJHVWRU\IRUWKHLQFHQWLYH
GHDO´
³7KRPDVGRHVQ¶WWKLQNWKHPHHWLQJZLOOWDNH SODFHWRGD\´3KLOLSVDLG³3UHVLGHQW
%ROWRQLVNHHSLQJKHUZDLWLQJRQKLVSRUFKOLNHDGRJ´
³([DFWO\WKDW¶VZK\/DPEHUWZDQWVXVWRIRFXVRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOIROORZ-XS´
$QDGVDLG³%XWZH¶OOGHILQLWHO\EHIOH[LEOHRQWKLV3KLOLSKHUHLVUHDG\WRZKLp up a story
LIWKHSUHVLGHQWGRHVPDNHDGHFLVLRQWRGD\$Q\TXHVWLRQV",IQRWWKHQOHW¶VJHWWRZRUN´
³7KDW¶VLW"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³<RXKDYHVRPHWKLQJHOVHLQPLQG"´$QDGDVNHG
Elliott felt uncomfortable having to insert his personal agenda into a story. But he
IHDUHG\HVWHUGD\¶VFKDQFHWRSXVKIRUDQLQYHVWLJDWLYHUHSRUWLQJRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOZDV
slipping out of his hands. To expose the people behind the deal required some digging,
which meant allocating resources away from day-to-day news coverage. Clearly this
ZDVQ¶WGLVFXVVHGDWWKHHGLWRULDOPHHWLQJ+HKDGWREHFOHDUHUZLWKKLVFROOHDJXHVLQ
which direction he wanted to pursue the story and right now Lindberg was a lead he
KDGQ¶WORRNHGLQWR\HW³+RZGRZHVWRSWKLV"´
³6WRSZKDW"´3URGHWWD DVNHG³7KHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"´
³<HV:HFDQ¶WOHWWKHGHDOSDVVULJKW"´(OOLRWWORRNHGDURXQGKRSLQJIRU
someone to back him up.
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³:H¶OOOHWWKHSXEOLFGHFLGHZKHWKHUWKH\FDQOLYHZLWKLWRUQRW´3KLOLSVDLG
³7KDW¶VZK\ZH¶UHLQWHUYLHZLQJHYHU\RQHIRUWKHLURSLQLRQ´
³,NQRZWKDW´(OOLRWWVDLG³:KDW,PHDQLVWKDWHYHU\RWKHUPHGLDGRHVWKHVDPH
WKLQJ:H¶OOOHWWDONLQJKHDGVWUDGHSXQFKHVDQGE\WKHWLPHWKHFRXQFLOGHFLGHVQRWKLQJ
FKDQJHV,MXVWGRQ¶WWKLQNWKLVLVHQRXJKWRGRVRPHWKLQJDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
Anad and Philip exchanged looks.
³,JHWLW´3KLOLSVDLG³\RXIHHODWWDFKHGWRWKLVVWRU\VLQFH\RXJRWWKHVFRRS6R
ZKDWGR\RXVXJJHVWZHVKRXOGGR"´
³)LQGRXWZKRGLGWKLV´
³<RXPDNHLWVRXQGOLNHZH¶UHJRLQJDIWHUDPXUGHUHU´3URGetta said.
:LWKRXWKLVSDSHU¶VVXSSRUW(OOLRWWZRXOGQ¶WEHDEOHWRSXUVXHWKHLQYHVWLJDWLRQ
needed to stop the incentive deal.
³,IZHNQRZWKHVWRU\WKDWOHGWRWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOZHFDQJLYHRXUUHDGHUVDQ
LQVLJKWORRNLQWRZKR¶VEHKLQGWKLVGHDODQGZKDWWKH\UHDOO\ZDQW´KHVDLG³7KHUH¶VQR
need to listen to this pro and contra noise. Every other media will be asking analysts for
FRPPHQWV,IZHZDQWWRRZQWKHFRYHUDJHZHVKRXOGQ¶WMXVWIROORZWKHGHEDWHEXWDOVR
investigate deeper and contribute to the debate. We expose the people behind it, we
H[SRVHWKHLULQWHQWLRQDQG,VXVSHFWWKHLQWHQWLRQLVQ¶WLQWKHEHVWLQWHUHVWRIWKHFLW\´
³1REOH´$QDGVDLG³GR\RXKDYHDOHDGDOUHDG\"´
³,KDYHDQDPHIRUWKLVFRQVXOWDQWZKRDSSDUHQWO\KHOSHGGUDIt the incentive deal.
+LVQDPHLV/LQGEHUJOHWPHWDONWRKLPDQGVHHZKHUHWKLVOHDGVPHWR´
³6R\RXZDQWWRVWRSWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"´3URGHWWDVDLG³<RXNQRZWKDWWKH
FRXQFLOZLOOYRWHQH[W0RQGD\<RX¶OOQHHGWRKDYHDVWRU\UHDG\EHIRUHWKH\PHHWWKDW¶V
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some serious digging in a short period of time. Not enough time and not enough
UHVRXUFHV,¶GVD\´3URGHWWDORRNHGDW$QDG
³,WDONHGWRDGLUHFWRUDW.RUU 6WHZDUGZKRVXJJHVWHGPHWRWDONWRWKLV
FRQVXOWDQW/LQGEHUJ´3KLOLSVDLG³,W¶VGHILQLWHO\ZRUWKDWU\´
³$OOULJKW´$QDGVDLG³6RZKHQ,VDLGZHVKRXOGVWD\DKHDGRIWKHFXUYH
hacking away in a different direction, like the one Elliott is suggesting here, then going
after the people behind the incentive idea looks like a start. But foUQRZVWLFNWRWRGD\¶V
SULRULW\DQGZH¶OOVHHZKDW(OOLRWWJHWVRXWRI/LQGEHUJEHIRUHGHFLGLQJRXUQH[WVWHS´
#
%\GD\WKHDUHDDURXQG/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFHZDVDEXVWOLQJQHLJKERUKRRGZLWK
nothing of the dodginess Elliott felt last night. The office was an unsuspecting three floor
building that overlooked the waterfront. The glass front door and the metal plate with the
QDPHVRIWKHEXLOGLQJ¶VEXVLQHVVWHQDQWVZHUHWKHRQO\VLJQVLQGLFDWLQJWKHSUHVHQFHRID
business.
Elliott planted himself on a bench across the office to think how best to approach
Lindberg. He had decided to go straight to his office instead of calling him, thinking he
would have a better chance of talking to him. The downside was that he had to justify
spending this much time waiting on Lindberg and that meant he had to at least confirm
his involvement in the drafting of the housing reforms program that contained the
incentive deal. From there on he would have to drill down what clauses of the agreement
he worked on, whose idea it was and who else was involved. Rafael might come up with
DGGLWLRQDOLQIRUPDWLRQDIWHUKHDQG%ULGJHWFRSLHGILOHVIURP/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYH
Whether Rafael would share them with him though was another question. He pulled out
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his mobile to send Frank a message asking him whether Rafael had found anything
interesting yet. But decided against it as he wanted to first try to interview Lindberg.
Elliott crossed the street and entered the building. He walked to the glass door and
knocked at the glass door. A buzz let him in and he stepped inside a reception room with
a desk manned by a middle-aged woman who eyed him from behind her glasses.
³<HVZKDWLVLW"´6KHDVNHG
³, GOLNHWRPHHW0U/LQGEHUJ´(OOLRWWVDLG
³'R\RXKDYHDQDSSRLQWPHQW"´
³1R0\QDPHLV(OOLRWW, DPDUHSRUWHUIRUWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
³0U/LQGEHUJGRHVQ WVSHDNWRUHSRUWHUV´
³&RXOG\RXSOHDVHDVNKLPZKHWKHUKHFDQVHHPH´
The receptionist gave him a disapproving look then reached for the phone.
³:KDWLVWKLVDERXW"´6KHDVNHGKHUILQJHUKRvering above a speed dial button.
´, GOLNHWRWDONWRKLPDERXWKRXVLQJLVVXHV´
7KHUHFHSWLRQLVWKDG/LQGEHUJ¶VVHFUHWDU\RQWKHOLQHDQGVKHUHOD\HG(OOLRWW¶V
UHTXHVWQRGGHGWKHQVDLG³KH VEXV\´
³:KHQZRXOGEHDJRRGWLPHWRWDONWRKLP"´
³+HKDVDQ DSSRLQWPHQWVRRQ7U\DJDLQWRPRUURZ´
³,FDQZDLW´
³7KHDSSRLQWPHQWLVLQWKHFLW\VRQR\RXFDQQRWZDLWKHUH´VKHVDLG
(OOLRWWKDGVXVSHFWHGWKDWKHZRXOGQ¶WEHDEOHWRVLPSO\ZDONLQDQGJHWDQ
interview. However he knew Lindberg was in the office and would soon step out for a
meeting in the city. He decided to doorstop him even if it was for just a five minute talk.
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He thanked the receptionist, left the building and returned to his bench. He pulled out
WRGD\¶VSDSHUWRZKLOHKLVWLPH7KH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VEXVLQHVVSDJHFDUULHGD
separate story discussing the imminent decision by President Bolton on whether to bail
out New York. Should Mayor Alberta come home empty handed, just like Mayor Beame
did when he met President Ford in the height of the 1975 fiscal crisis, then all the hope
rested on Comptroller Tyler to come to an agreement with the bankers. Meanwhile a
VHSDUDWHVWRU\GLVFXVVHGWKHSURWHVWHUVSUHSDULQJIRU0RQGD\¶VPDVVUDOO\DJDLQVWWKH
housing reforms. At least a dozen organizations said they would join, with police
estimating several thousand participants. Security would be extremely tight that day.
It didn't take long for Lindberg to come out. Elliott left his bag behind and took
RQO\WKHUHFRUGHUQRWHSDGDQGWRGD\¶VSDSHUDVKHUXVKHd out to doorstop Lindberg
before he got into his car. As he crossed the street again he called out the consultant's
name. Lindberg stopped and turned around to face Elliott.
³0U/LQGEHUJ+LP\QDPHLV(OOLRWW&URPHUIURP0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
³6RUU\P\IULHQG,FDQ WWDONWR\RXQRZ,PXVWDWWHQGDPHHWLQJLQKDOIDQKRXU´
³,WZRQ WWDNHORQJ´(OOLRWWVDLGZKLOHKROGLQJXSWRGD\¶VIURQWSDJHRI0DGLVRQ
Vanguard.
Lindberg frowned as he read the headline about the incentive deal, then shook his
KHDG³,FDQQRWFRPPHQWRQWKLV´
³,XQGHUVWDQGWKDW\RXKHOSHGGUDIWWKHODWHVWKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQWLQ
SDUWLFXODUWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"´
/LQGEHUJORRNHGXSDWDVLIFKHFNLQJWKHZHDWKHUWKHQKHQRGGHG³$OOULJKW:K\
GRQ¶W\RXFRPHRYHUWRPRUURZDWDPDQGZH¶OOWDON´
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³&DQ¶WZHPHHWWRGD\"$IWHU\RXUPHHWLQJ"´
³0\GD\LVIXOO&RPHEDFNWRPRUURZRND\"´DQGZLWKWKDWKHFOLPEHGLQWRKLV
car and shut the door.
(OOLRWWUHWXUQHGWRWKHEHQFKNQRZLQJKHKDGPLVVHGDFKDQFHWRSXVKWRGD\¶V
story forward by identifying some of the people behind the incentive deal. He was
packing his reporting gear when his phone rang.
³(OOLRWW\RX¶UHVWLOODW/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH"´$QDGVDLG
³<HV´
³*RRGGRQ¶WFRPHEDFNWRWKHRIILFH\HW3KLOLSZLOOKDQGOHWKHUHDOHVWDWH
companies for comments. I need you to talk to people on the street. Lambert wants us to
get some comments from the street about the incentive deal, you know what they think
about it and what they think the city should do. Could you go around and talk to people
who live in areas affected by the new policy. Vladeck housing would be a good place to
start that's close to where you're now. Any luck with the consultant?''
Elliott explained his meeting with Lindberg then hung up. He hoped that by
WRPRUURZ5DIDHO¶VPHQZRXOGKDYHGXJRXWHQRXJKLQWHUHVWLQJLQIRUPDWLRQIURP
/LQGEHUJ¶VGDWDWURYHWKDWKHFRXOGFRPHXSZLWKKDUGTXHVWLRQVIRUWKHFRQVXOWDQW
It was just after 4 p.m. The housing project was right across the East River. It was time to
meet the people Rafael said he was fighting for.
#
The Vladeck housing was a complex of twenty six-story buildings that defied
0DQKDWWDQ¶VFODXVWURSKRELFOD\RXWZLWKJHQHURXVSDWFKes of greeneries and wide walks
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between the buildings. Sitting near the waterfront, this piece of property was one of many
earmarked for demolition should the city council approve the housing reforms program.
Elliott sat on a bench by a path that led into the complex, waiting for Bridget. He
had spent a good hour interviewing three tenants of Vladeck before Anad called him to
say that he wanted pictures of the people he was interviewing. Without the pictures, that
hour of interviewing was now wasted. His brLHIPHHWLQJHDUOLHUZLWK/LQGEHUJGLGQ¶W
SURGXFHDQ\WKLQJHLWKHUDQG)UDQNKDGQ¶WFRQWDFWHGKLPVLQFH\HVWHUGD\OHDYLQJKLPLQ
WKHGDUNDERXWWKHFRQWHQWRI/LQGEHUJ¶VILOHV
Elliott hardly noticed the breeze, the warmth on his skin, the birds in the park, nor
the children playing around him. He was tired, and not in the mood to face exuberant
Bridget whom he partly blamed for his lack of sleep. When she finally arrived, climbing
out of a cab, all smiles and ready for action, Elliott raised a limp hand in greeting.
³<RXKDYHQ WVWDUWHG\HWKDYH\RX"´6KHDVNHGDQGVDWGRZQQH[WWRKLP
He could mention the three people he had already interviewed without her, but he
ZRXOGKDYHWRH[SODLQKRZKHJRWKHUHVRHDUO\DQGULJKWQRZKHGLGQ¶WIHHOOLNHWDONLQJ
much.
³7KHUH¶VDEDVNHWEDOOFRXUWDFURVVWKHVWUHHW´(OOLRWWVDLG³,VDZDIHZNLGVIURP
KHUHZDONLQJRYHU/HW¶VWDONWRWKHP´
It must have been the way he sounded that made Bridget looked at him.
³<RXDOOULJKW"´6KHDVNHGDVVKHVWRRGXS
Elliott ZDYHGKLVKDQG³-XVWWLUHG´
³&RPHRQWLJHU´%ULGJHWSXOOHGKLPXSDQGZUDSSHGKHUDUPDURXQGKLV
VKRXOGHU³:H¶OOJUDEDFRIIHHDIWHUZDUGV´
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,W¶VVWUDQJHKRZKHGLGIHHOEHWWHUQRZWKDW%ULGJHWZDVKHUH&KLUS\DVDOZD\V
she was perhaps the caffeine fix he needed.
They walked up to the basketball court where a bunch teenagers played a threeon-three game. Boys and girls were watching from the side. The moment he stepped into
the court, Elliott felt his age hung around him like a chained ball, dragging everything
about him downwards. The teenagers paid him the attention of a passing glance, just
enough to identify him as an adult. Elliott and Bridget sat there watching them and she
did not take any pictures, perhaps not wanting to break their concentration.
Elliott approached the first person who stepped off the court, still gasping for air
while reaching for a water bottle.
³1LFHJDPHWKHUH´(OOLRWWVDLGDVKHZDLWHGIRUWKHWHHQDJHUWRILQLVKGULQNLQJ+H
was black and wore a Michael Jordan jersey. The kid acknowledged him with a nod.
³0\QDPHLV(OOLRWW, PDUHSRUWHUZLWKWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´KHVDLGORXG
HQRXJKWRVKRZWKHLQWURGXFWLRQZDVPHDQWIRUHYHU\RQH³, GOLNHWRDVN\RXDERXWWKH
KRXVLQJUHIRUPVSURJUDP´
The kid put down his water bottle, sizing Elliott up.
³:KDWHOVHLVWKHUHWRDVN":HDOOIHHOVKLWW\DERXWWKLV´KHVDLG
³'RHVQ¶WKXUWUHPLQGLQJRXUUHDGHUVDJDLQOHVWWKH\IRUJHW´
%\QRZWKHER\¶VIULHQGVKDGVWRSSHGSOD\LQJDQG(OOLRWWKDGDVPDOODXGLHQFH
waiting for him to VD\PRUH³:KDW V\RXUQDPH"´KHDVNHG
³-XOHV\RXFDQFDOOPH-XOHV´
³6R-XOHVZK\GR\RXIHHOVKLWW\DERXWWKLV"´(OOLRWWZRXOGKDYHWRDVNKLPIRUKLV
real name, first and last, but for now Jules was enough.
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³,JRWDOOP\IULHQGVKHUHP\JLUOIULHnd lives two blocks down, and where my
friends live are the least of the problems. Basically we don't have a place to live if they
throw us out.''
³<HDKPHDQG-XOHVKDYHEHHQIULHQGVVLQFHNLQGHUJDUWHQ´VDLGDQRWKHUER\ZLWK
UHGKDLU³$QGZH UHQHLJKERUVQRZD\will they VSOLWXV´
³&DQ W\RXUSDUHQWVILQGDQHZDSDUWPHQW"´(OOLRWWDVNHGDOUHDG\WKLQNLQJWKLV
best-friends separated angle as worth writing about. From behind him, he heard Bridget
snapping pictures.
³1RWKHUHWKH\FDQ W´-XOHVVDLG³%XWUHQWVHYHU\ZKHUHDUHJRLQJXSRQDFFRXQW
RISHRSOHPRYLQJRXWRISURMHFWVEHFDXVHRIWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
³:KDW¶VWKHYDFDQF\UDWH"´DVNHG-XOHV¶UHG-haired friend.
(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WUHPHPEHUWKHQXPEHU+HKDGRQFHEHHQDVVLJQHGWRDSUHVV
briefing where a few housing non-profits combined their resources to provide a more
DFFXUDWHYDFDQF\UDWHDFURVV1HZ<RUN&LW\¶VILYHERURXJKV7KHHIIRUWZDs not only
meant to help those needing to find a new home but also to convince Mayor Alberta that
WKHUHZHUHQ¶WHQRXJKDSDUWPHQWVWRUHQWIRUDOOWKHSHRSOHZKRZRXOGORVHWKHLUKRPHVLI
she pushed ahead with selling public housing.
³/HVVWKDQRQHSHUFHQW´%ULGJHWVDLGIURPEHKLQG(OOLRWW³$QGLW¶VGURSSLQJIDVW
WKHODWHU\RXPRYHRXWWKHKDUGHULWZLOOEHWRILQGDQHZKRPH´
³+DYH\RXUSDUHQWVPDGHDQ\SUHSDUDWLRQVWRPRYHDWDOO"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
-XOHVVKRRNKLVKHDG³7KH\GRQ¶WEHOLHYHWKHFLW\ZLll kick us out. There are just
WRRPDQ\RIXVOLYLQJLQSURMHFWVDOORYHUWKHFLW\´
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Elliott and Bridget looked at each other. Anyone who had been reading the papers
NQHZWKDW-XOHV¶SDUHQWVZHUHQ¶WWKHRQO\RQHVLQGHQLDO7KHSURVSHFWWKDWEXOOGR]HUV
showed up one day to find thousands of families still living in projects had been a major
sticky point in talks between the city and city council. There were dozens of projects
slated for sale and demolitions. Developers were offering a transitional period for people
to find new homes but eventually the job of evicting recalcitrant residents would fall on
Mayor Alberta or her successor.
³6RZKDWKDSSHQVLIWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVJHWVDSSURYHGDQGRQHGD\WKHFLW\
GHFLGHVWRHYLFW\RXDOO"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³/HWWKHPFRPH´-XOHVVDLG
³<HDKOHWWKHP´KLVIULHQGHFKRHG
³:HKDYHQRZKHUHHOVHWRJR´-XOHVVDLG
³%XW\RXFRXOGPRYHWR/RQJ,VODQGRU1HZ-HUVH\´(OOLRWWDGGHG
³,WROG\RXWKHUHDUHQ¶WHQRXJKDSDUWPHQWVOHIW´-XOHVVDLG³%HVLGHVWKLVLVKRPH
/HWWKHPFRPHDQGZH¶OOILJKWWKHP´
+ROGLQJWKHUHFRUGHUDQGQRWHSDGLQRQHKDQG(OOLRWWZURWHGRZQ-XOHV¶TXRWHV
He might use only one or two sentences for a quote that captured the feeling of what it
meant to be threatened with eviction, a one liner WKDWVXPPDUL]HGWKHVWRU\¶VWKHPHIURP
a human-interest angle. And this last statement might be worth a quote.
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQZLWKILJKWWKHP"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³<RX¶OOVHH\RX¶OOVHH´-XOHVVDLG³:KHQWKHVKLWKLWVWKHIDQPHDQGP\IULHQGV
will be UHDG\´
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Elliott tried to coax out a better answer out of Jules and his friend but neither
wanted to say more. He could only imagine the chaos that would ensue if police were to
storm Vladeck housing complex and try to clear it block by block.
As Bridget had the two friends posed for pictures, Elliott continued his interview,
asking them talk about their background and lastly getting their names right, Julius
Moore and his red-haired friend Patrick Orman. Once done, he and Bridget returned to
the Vladeck housing complex where he spent the rest of the afternoon talking to more
people, a widower with two children, an 80-year old retired postal worker, a teacher and
her two friends working at a supermarket. Bridget had them all pose for her camera,
taking multiple pictures of them from different angles using different backgrounds.
All of their stories were not in any way new. Since the city announced its plan to
sell its public housing, newspapers had been writing stories that put a face on the people
who were DWULVNRIHYLFWLRQ0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGWKRXJKKDGQ¶W\HWKLJKOLJKWHGWKH
human-interest angle, and Elliott knew Managing Editor Lambert wanted to use the
LQFHQWLYHGHDOVWRU\DVDZD\WRFDWFKXSRQWKHFRPSHWLWLRQZLWKRXWORRNLQJWKH\¶UH
playing catch up. To Elliott these people paid the price of a misguided policy, and while
he felt sorry for them, he thought it was high time for New York to let the market dictate
ZKDW¶VDIIRUGDEOHDQGZKDW¶VQRW7RREDGWKDWGHYHORSHUVKDGWREHJUHHG\DQGGHPDQG
incentives.
Back in the office, Elliott selected the quotes he found most interesting and sent
them to Aand to be used as captions for the pictures Bridget had taken, and as comments
for the second-day story of the incentive deal.
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The follow-up to this story focused on comments from the city, the investment
bankers and the developers mentioned in the deal and more analyses of what to make of
it. As Rafael had suspected, some experts called the incentive deal as unfair while others
said it was necessary to get deYHORSHUVWRLQYHVW$OWKRXJK(OOLRWWKDGQ¶WEHHQDEOHWR
interview Lindberg and expose the people behind the incentive deal, he found the secondday story hard hitting enough to call further into question the fairness of the housing
reforms program. He was getting one step closer to stopping the program and with it
5DIDHO¶VWHUURUSODQV
Bridget came up but instead of sitting on his desk, she showed him the pictures
VKHWRRNRI9ODGHFN¶VUHVLGHQWV7KHSRUWUDLWVZHUHDOOLQEODFNDQGZKLWHDQGVKRZHGKHU
skills as a wedding photographer. She spread out the pictures on the computer screen and
flicked one after another to show him the woman, the old man and the teenagers at the
basketball court and the buildings. Combined with the quotes Elliott selected, their stories
ZRXOGPDNHIRUDVREHUUHDGLQJRIZKDW¶VDWVWDNHEHKLQGWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVSURJUDP
debate.
%ULGJHWVKRZHGKLPWKHSLFWXUHV3KRWR(GLWRU'DZVRQKDGFKRVHQIRUWKHSDSHU¶V
edition tomorrow and they played around with them as she and Elliott disagreed on which
ones were better. It was well after eight p.m. and Elliott was done unless Anad needed his
KHOSZLWKVRPHWKLQJHOVH+HGLGQ¶WIHHODVWLUHGDVKHZDVLQWKHDIWHUQRRQ,IDQ\WKLQJKH
was rather pleased with how the day had eventually shapeGXS+HUHPHPEHUHG%ULGJHW¶V
offer for coffee.
³$Q\ZRUGIURP)UDQNRQ/LQGEHUJ¶VGDWD"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
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³/HWPHFKHFN´KHVDLGDVKHSXOOHGRXWKLVSKRQH³6RKRZDERXWWKDWGLQQHUWKDW
ZHQHYHUKDG"´
³:KDWGR\RXKDYHLQPLQG" 
Elliott had thought about going to the bar downstairs for a quick bite, but her
question suggested a more leisurely dinner. He was still thinking of nearby eating options
ZKHQKHVDZ)UDQN¶VPHVVDJH
6R\RX¶UHLQWHUHVWHGLQ.DWKHULQH" !
It was Frank¶VUHSO\WRKLVPHVVDJHIURPODVWQLJKWZKHQKHDVNHGKLPDERXW
Katherine.
³+PP´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGKHNQHZVKHZDVUHDGLQJ)UDQN¶VPHVVDJHRYHUKLV
VKRXOGHU´$Q\ZD\, PRXWRIKHUH/HWPHNQRZLIWKHUH VDQRWKHUDVVLJQPHQWIRU
WRPRUURZ´
He didn't bother to ask her about dinner again, knowing that she'd turn it down.
(OOLRWWORRNHGDW)UDQN¶VVLQJOHGHVWUXFWLYHPHVVDJHFXUVHGDQGZKHQLWGLVDSSHDUHGOHIW
it unanswered.
#
(OOLRWWDUULYHGDW/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFHDWMXVWEHIRUHWHQWKHQH[WPRUQLQJ+HKDG
SUHSDUHGIRUWKHLQWHUYLHZWKHQLJKWEHIRUHDQGZKLOH)UDQNKDGQ¶WVHQWKLPDQ\WKLQJ
IURP/LQGEHUJ¶VILOHVKHIHOWKHKDGHQRXJKPDWHULDOWRGHOLYHUKDUGTXHVWLRQV
³0U/LQGEHUJLVEXV\´WKHUHFHSWLRQLVWVDLGDVVRRQDV(OOLRWWVWHSSHGLQVLGHWKH
office.
³%XW,KDYHDQDSSRLQWPHQWZLWKKLPDWWHQDPWRGD\ (OOLRWWVDLGSRLQWLQJDW
his watch.
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7KHUHFHSWLRQLVWIURZQHGDQGFDOOHG/LQGEHUJ¶VVHFUHWDU\6KHWROGWKHVHFUHWDU\
about the interview appointment, then nodded to herself and turned to Elliott.
³'LG\RXPDNHWKHDSSRLQWPHQWZLWK/LQGEHUJKLPVHOI"´6KHDVNHG
³<HVWHUGD\RXWVLGH+HVDLGKHZRXOGWDONWRPHLQDSURSHULQWHUYLHZ´
³+LVVHFUHWDU\VDLG\RX¶UHQRWRQKLVVFKHGXOHDQGKH¶VPHHWLQJVRPHRQHHOVH
QRZ´7KHUHFHSWLRQLVWUHOD\HG(OOLRWW¶s situation then hung up.
³, PVRUU\/LQGEHUJIRUJRWDERXWWKHLQWHUYLHZ,I\RXFRXOGOHDYH\RXUFRQWDFW
GHWDLOVKH GEHKDSS\WRFDOO\RXODWHUWRGD\+RZDERXWWKDW"´
³&DQ,MXVWZDLWIRUKLPXQWLOKH¶VPHHWLQJLVRYHU"´
³, PDIUDLGWKDW VQRWJRLQJWR ZRUNKHKDVRWKHUDSSRLQWPHQWV, PUHDOO\VRUU\´
Elliott wrote down his name and contact details then shuffled out. He decided to do what
he tried yesterday, wait for Lindberg to come out and doorstop him. Elliott waited at the
same bench across the street, wondering who he it was that Lindberg was meeting.
Checking the news on his mobile, he read Standard & Poor's had placed New
York's credit rating on review for possible downgrade, which would be the second rating
cut since the start of the fiscal criVLV+HUHFDOOHGIURPUHDGLQJWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶V
business pages that rating companies such as Standard & Poor's gauged the risk of
investors lending money to companies and governments through the debt market.
According to the news article, if Standard

3RRU¶VZHUHWRGRZQJUDGH1HZ<RUN¶V

credit rating to BB, its bonds would be relegated to junk status. Investors would charge
higher interest rates on any debt the city tried to sell to offset the increased risk of nonpayment. A federal bailout and abolishing affordable housing might convince Standard &
3RRU¶VQRWWRGRZQJUDGH1HZ<RUN¶VFUHGLWUDWLQJWKHDUWLFOHVDLG
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The threat of a rating downgrade pushed Mayor Alberta deeper into a corner.
Either she listened to the public protest against the housing reforms, or she followed the
PDUNHW¶VGHPDQGWRSXVKWKURXJKZLWKWKHUHIRUPVDQGHQG1HZ<RUN¶VDIIRUGDEOH
housing program. Ignoring the market would result in higher interest rates on new debt, a
cost the public would eventually have to shoulder. After Elliott's story on the incentive
deal turned public criticism against investment bankers and developers, this threat of a
rating downgrade was just what the market needed to remount pressure on the city.
Elliott put down his phone when he saw the front doRURI/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH
opening. Two men left the building and Elliott immediately recognized them, a
photographer for the New York Times and behind him Jack. Lindberg showed them out,
waved them goodbye and returned to his office. Jack and the photographer entered their
car and pulled out. For an instance Elliott thought about hiding but there were no cars
parking close by and the bench sat exposed in direct view across the ramp that led out
IURPWKHRIILFH¶VSDUNLQJORW+HFRXOGQ¶WKHOSEXWZDWFKWKHFDU rolled out, then stopping
in front of him, before pulling into the street. Jack was now ahead of him.
#
A beam of light cut through a gap in the curtains and illuminated a part of an oil
painting that showed a woman by the shores looking out into the sea under a luminous
sky. Everything else in the bedroom was still shrouded in darkness. The painting was a
JLIWIURP%ULGJHW¶VIRUPHUER\IULHQG7KHZRPDQZDVKHU%ULGJHWKXQJLWRQWKHZDOO
across the windows so she could see it every morning when she woke up, a theatrically
greeting acted out by the sun, her painted self, and the promise of a new day. But the light
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was so bright now that the picture was washed out, which only meant it was already late.
She checked the clock on her night stand, it was 9:23 a.m.
6KHKDGEHHQOLYLQJDWKHUSDUHQWV¶DSDUWPHQWVLQFH-XO\DIWHUKHUODQGORUGUDLVHG
the rent of her one-bedroom apartment. Mother was barely at home and Father lived in
Washington, leaving her their five-bedroom apartment in Chelsea for herself. But looking
at how cramped her own room was, with all the stuff that she brought over from her old
apartment, she wanted to move out as soon as she got herself a stable enough job.
The numbed pain pulsating from her right shoulder as she climbed out of her bed,
reminded her of her bike accident. She showered, got dressed and wandered into the
kitchen to cobble together a quick breakfast of bread and cheese. Although hungry she
GLGQ¶WZDQWWRVWXIIKHUVHOIIXOODVVKHKDGDOXQFKDSSRLQWPHQWZLWK-DFN+HKDG
messaged her last night without telling her why he wanted to see her.
She took her breakfast to the living room and browsed the Internet on the gigantic
79VFUHHQ6KHRSHQHG0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VZHEVLWHDQGFOLFNHGRQ(OOLRWW¶VVWRU\DERXW
the Vladeck housing residents. The page with his story was divided in four sections each
of which contained the black and white portrait of one of the residents. There was the
housewife, the old man, Jules and the ordinary working family man. It felt good to have
helped get their voices out.
Riding the subway, Bridget arrived at the restaurant on the Upper East Side a few
PLQXWHVODWH6KHGLGQ¶WPLQGNHHSLQJ-DFNZDLWLQJ7KHUHVWDXUDQWZLWKLWVultra-slick
GHVLJQH[XGHGDPLQLPDOLVWH[SHQVLYHORRNWKDWVKHGLGQ¶WFDUHDERXW as she walked in
ZLWKKHUIDX[OHDWKHUMDFNHWDQGIDGHGMHDQV-DFN¶VRXWILWDIDLQWO\VWULSHVKLUWQRWLHDQG
NKDNLWURXVHUVGLGQ¶WPDWFKWKHVXUURXQGLQJHLWKHU+HGLGQ¶WVHHPWRPLQG-DFNPD\EH
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only a reporter, but after his stint at the New York Times he was said to take over his
IDWKHU¶VPHGLDEXVLQHVV$QGUHVWDXUDQWVOLNHWKHVHZHUHWKHVRUWRISODFHVZKHUHPHUJHU
and acquisition deals were struck after a long good meal. She decided to play nice.
They shook hands, stiffly, perhaps because of the formality of their surroundings.
She sat down while he called for the waiter. He had a glass of mineral water half empty
before him and now he wanted to move on with the lunch. While Jack ordered a sizeable
lunch, Bridget went for soup and salad and didn¶WEXGJHZKHQKHWULHGWRFRHUFHKHULQWR
WU\LQJWKHKRXVH¶VVSHFLDOW\
³,KHDUG\RXUIDWKHUOLNHVWRGLQHKHUH´-DFNVDLG
If this was the case, she didn't know it. Her father liked to take her to the Korean
pancake restaurant in midtown and it rather embarrassed her that it was the same
restaurant he took her ever since her tenth birthday.
³+HQHYHUWROGPe´VKHVDLG
³:HOOWKDW VZKDWP\IDWKHUWROGPH:DV,ZURQJWRDVN\RXWRPHHWKHUH"´
³1RWDWDOO 
Jack continued with the chit chat and the longer that went on the more she felt like being
at one of her family dinners where the mere act of conversation required a special set of
skill. She answered his questions, selective in how she framed her answers as though he
was testing her not only on what she knew but how she said it. Their lunch came and Jack
went on talking about her being a wedding photographer, asking her where she learnt
photography, why she wanted to become a photojournalist, how she felt working for
Madison Vanguard.
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³:RXOG\RXOLNHWRIUHHODQFHIRUXV"´-DFNDVNHG³)RUWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHV,
PHDQ´+HSXWGRZQWKHJODVVRIZLQHDVWKRXJKKHUHTXLUHGERWKKDQGVIRUWKH
FRQYHUVDWLRQ³0\SDSHULVORRNLQJIRUDIUHHODQFHUDQG,LPPHGLDWHO\WKRXJKWRI\RX´
³<RXZDQWPHWRVZLWFKVLGHV"´
³<RX¶UHDIUHHODQFHUWKHUHDUHQRVLGHV7KHSD\LVEHWWHUZLWKXV´-DFNOHWWKDW
ODVWSDUWOLQJHUIRUDZKLOH³%HVLGHV,GRQ¶WNQRZKRZORQJP\IDWKHUZLOONHHSIXQGLQJ
0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG,IKHGRHVQ¶WILQGDQLQYHVWRUIRUWKHSDSHUVRRQKH¶OOVhut it down.
Then you have your boss Dawson looking for a job and I think the New York Times
ZRXOGEHPRUHLQWHUHVWHGLQKLULQJDFDQGLGDWHRIKLVFDOLEHURYHU\RX´
³7KHQZK\DUH\RXRIIHULQJLWWRPHWKHQ"´
³:HOOWKLVLVDQRSHQLQJIRUDIUHHODQFHUDQGPy paper was mightily impressed
ZLWK\RXUZRUN<RX¶YHQDLOHGWKHPRQH\VKRWRQ\RXUILUVWGD\$QGQRZORRNDWWKLV´
-DFNSXOOHGRXWWRGD\¶V0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGDQGRSHQHGWKHSDJHZLWKWKHIDFHVRI
9ODGHFN³*RUJHRXV´
³,JRWOXFN\ZLWKWKDWPRQH\VKRW´
³3HUKDSVEXW\RXKDYHGHILQLWHO\JXWVDQGDJRRGH\H´
³6KRXOGQ WLWEH\RXUSDSHU¶VSKRWRHGLWRURIIHULQJPHWKHMRE"´
³,UHTXHVWHGWRGRLWP\VHOI´KHVDLG³7KLQNDERXWLW<RX OOEHZRUNLQJIRUWKH
New York Times. That'll certainly look good on your resume, won't it? Your first stint
was a major scoop, and less than a week later there you are working for the Times. That's
DUDUHWLFNHWKHUHWRMRLQWKHELJER\VHVSHFLDOO\LQWKHVHWLPHV´
:KHQ%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WUHVSRQGKHFRQWLQXHG
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³,WDONHGWR'DZVRQ+e said you applied to some obscure local paper back three
PRQWKVDJR"7KDWSDSHULVGHDGQRZ:KDW¶V\RXUSODQZRUN\RXUZD\XSWREHFRPHD
full-time photographer at Madison Vanguard? How long do you think that's going to
take, assuming the paper will be DVWLOODURXQG"$QGWKDW¶VDELJLI´
Jack's offer made sense. She had yet to build up a strong portfolio and having her
SLFWXUHVSXEOLVKHGE\WKH7LPHVZRXOGERRVWKHUQDPH%XWVRPHKRZLWGLGQ¶WVHHPULJKW
HLWKHU,WZRXOGQ¶WEHIDLUWR(OOLRWWDQGVKHthought about Rafael and how his group had
chosen him to stop the housing reforms program. She wanted to stay in their company, be
part of their mission, and finish what they had started together. And she suspected there
ZDVVRPHWKLQJHOVHEHKLQG-DFN¶VRIfer.
³:K\PH"´
-DFNVKUXJJHG³'LGQ¶W,WHOO\RXDOUHDG\WKDW\RX¶UHJRRG"´
³1RWWKDWJRRG, PVXUHDWOHDVWQRW\HW6RZK\"´
³$OOULJKW,ZDQW\RXWRWHDPXSZLWKPH7RJHWKHUZHFDQFRYHUWKHKRXVLQJ
reforms at least until the city council votes on LW´
³<RXZDQWPHWRIROORZ\RXDURXQGDQGWDNHSLFWXUHVRI\RXGRLQJ\RXUMRE"´
-DFNODXJKHGDQGVKRRNKLVKHDG³1RQRQRWKLQJOLNHWKDW´+HWRRNDVLSIURP
KLVZLQH³:KDW,PHDQLVWKDWWKHUH¶VDDQRWKHUVWRU\WRWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVSURJUDP,
knew LWWKHPRPHQW,VDZ(OOLRWWDWWKHEDQNHUV¶PHHWLQJ%XWWKHUH¶VRQO\DERXWDZHHN
left before the council votes, so things will happen fast. I need a photographer who can
keep up with me, be ready and dive into the action. Together we can blow this thing wide
RSHQ´
³<RXPHDQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"<RX¶UHWRRODWH(OOLRWWDOUHDG\ZURWHDERXWLW´
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-DFNOHDQHGEDFNDJDLQVWWKHFKDLU³<RXNQRZ,VDZ(OOLRWWWKLVPRUQLQJ KH
said.
Bridget looked up from her salad. Wasn't Elliott supposed to be interviewing
Lindberg?
³+HZDVVLWWLQJRQDEHQFKLQIURQWRIWKHRIILFHRIDSURSHUW\FRQVXOWDQW
/LQGEHUJ´-DFNVDLG³,LQWHUYLHZHG/LQGEHUJHDUOLHULQWKHPRUQLQJDQG(OOLRWWPLJKWEH
ZDLWLQJWRGRRUVWRSKLP(OOLRWWLVIROORZLQJPHRQHYHU\WXUQ+H¶VRQKLVZD\ to
EHFRPLQJDILQHUHSRUWHU´
%ULGJHWZDQWHGWRVD\WKDW(OOLRWZDVQ¶WIROORZLQJ-DFNWKDWKHKDGEHHQSXUVXLQJ
KLVRZQOHDGWKDQN\RXYHU\PXFK³6RGLG\RXILQGRXWDQ\WKLQJLQWHUHVWLQJIURP
Lindberg?'' she asked instead while forking about in her salad.
³<RXVKRXOGKDYHFRPHZLWKPH´KHVDLG³2KDQGEHIRUH,IRUJHW´
+HSLFNHGXSKLVEDJDQGSXOOHGRXWDVPDOOER[ZKLFKKHSXWRQWKHWDEOH³2SHQ
LW´
She knew what it was before opening the box. Inside was a camera lens, the same
$500 long-range lens that had cracked when a SWAT officer kicked it out of her hand.
³0\IDWKHUERXJKWLWDIWHU,WROGKLPZKDWKDSSHQHGWR\RXUFDPHUD´-DFNVDLG
³+HNQRZVWKHSDSHUGRHVQ¶WUHSODFH\RXUEURNHQOHQVEHFDXVH\RX¶UHDIUHHODQFHUDQG
even if it wanted to, iWGRHVQ¶WKDYHWKHPRQH\´
6KHIHOWWKHOHQV¶IDPLOLDUZHLJKWRQKHUKDQGDSSUHFLDWLQJLWVTXDOLW\DQG
knowing that thanks to its sharp image she had landed her money shot. Jack was
watching her. Did he think he could bribe her into accepting his offer?
³.HHSWKHOHQV´VKHVDLG³$QG\RXURIIHUWRR´
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³5HDOO\"2SSRUWXQLWLHVOLNHWKLVGRQ WFRPHDORQJHYHU\GD\HYHQLI\RX UHJRRG´
³6RPHRIIHUVDUHQRWPHDQWWREH´
³0D\,DVNZK\"´
³,VWDQGE\(OOLRWW´
´)DLUHQRXJK´-DFNFDOOHGIRUELOO³,I\RXFKDQJe your mind, you have my
QXPEHU,GRXEW(OOLRWWFDQSXOOWKLVRII¶¶
It was more of a warning than expressing doubt. Despite his talk about there being
no sides, Jack wanted to tell Bridget that he was on the winning side.
She left the restaurant somewhat feeling as though Elliott owed her something.
She had another two hour to kill before her driving classes started and decided to check
ZLWKKLPRQ/LQGEHUJ'LDOLQJKLVQXPEHUVKHKRSHGKHZDVQ¶WLQWKHPLGGOHRIDQ
interview.
³+L(OOLRWW´
³,FDQ WWDON ULJKWQRZ´+LVYRLFHZDVVKDUSDQGKLVEUHDWKVKRUWLQDZD\WKDWWROGKHU
something was wrong.
³(OOLRWW"´
³7KH\ UHDIWHUXV´
³:KR"´
³5DIDHO VPHQDUHJRLQJDIWHU/LQGEHUJWKH\ UHSV\FKRSDWKV´
#
Elliott was still waiting at the bench for Lindberg to come out, when he heard them
coming from behind. Five men wearing ski masks walked passed by him with brisk
strides in the direction of the office. Lindberg was in trouble. Elliott had to warn the
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consultant about Rafael's men but didn't have his phone number on him. Running for the
front door was no longer an option. Then he remembered how Rafael and Bridget broke
into his office last night, through a side door in the alley.
He grabbed his bag and ran toward the alley as the men reached the front door.
The alley ran alongside the length of the building and his plan was to get Lindberg
escaping through the window then out the street in the back of the building. He picked up
a pebble and threw it hard against the window. A moment later Lindberg's head appeared.
³7KHUHDUHPHQLQWKHRIILFHWU\LQJWRJHW\RX/RFNWKHGRRUDQGJHWRXW´
³:KDWDUH\RXWDONLQJDERXW"´
³-XVWORFNWKHGRRU´
/LQGEHUJ¶VKHDGGLVDSSHDUHGDQG(OOLRWWFRXOGKHDUWKHVKDWWHULQJRIJODVVWKHQ
/LQGEHUJ¶VYRLFHWKHQPRUHFRPPRWLRQ(OOLRWWIROORZHGWKHQRLVHDVLWPRYHGWRZDUG
the back of the office. Lindberg reappeared on the farthest end of his office, climbing out
of a small toilet window. He jumped and Elliott pulled him up and together they dashed
toward the street behind the office building.
The alley opened up to a two-lane street lined by stores, offices and apartments.
They crossed the street and Elliott dragged Lindberg down to a crouch behind a parking
car. He needed to think what to do next. Peering over the hood, he saw three of the men
emerging out of the alley. :KDWGLG5DIDHOIRXQGRXWLQ/LQGEHUJ¶VILOHVWKDWKHQRZ

wanted to kidnap him?
The three men split up to walk the street in opposite directions. If one of them
crossed the street they would be found out. Lindberg tugged at his arm and pointed at the
three-VWRU\RIILFHEXLOGLQJEHKLQGWKHP³/HW¶VJRLQVLGH´KHVDLG
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The consultant was right. Once out of sight in the office, he could call the police,
tell his office what was going on, and talk to Lindberg while waiting for help to arrive.
Elliott nodded and on the count of three they dashed the few yards into the office,
almost running over a man on his way out.
They entered a lobby where a receptionist, a young man in a business suit that
ZDVDVL]HWRRELJIRUKLPJUHHWHGWKHPZLWKDSROLWHEXWXQVXUHVPLOH³&DQ,KHOS\RX"´
Lindberg wanted to say something but Elliott held him back. They were still
visible from the outside through the glassed front and had to get out of sight first. He read
the directory on the wall with a list of law firms in the building and picked one on the
second floor.
³:H¶UHKHUHWRPHHWVRPHRQHIURP&RRPEV $WNLQVRQ´(OOLRWWVDLG
The receptionist showed them the stairway in the back and walking up the stairs,
Lindberg began to curse.
³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQ":KDWGRWKH\ZDQWIURPPH"´KHDVNHG
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ´
³:HPXVWDVNVRPHRQHKHUHWRFDOOWKHSROLFH´
The second floor consisted of cubicles with a row of four rooms to one side where
the lawyers had their offices. Secretaries worked in the cubicles and a few people sat in
FKDLUVSODFHGDORQJWKHZLQGRZV&RRPEV $WNLQVRQ¶VRIILFHZDVWKHVHFRQGIURPWKH
stairway. A secretary in a flowery dress was talking over the phone gestured for them to
wait by the chairs near the window. Elliott looked out the window, as they took their
VHDWV+HGLGQ¶WVHHDQ\RI/LQGEHUJ¶VSXUVXHUV
³&DQ\RXFDOOWKHSROLFH"´WKHFRQVXOWDQWDVNHG³,GRQ¶WKDYHP\SKRQHRQPH
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Elliott pulled out his phone and saw a message from Frank stamped half an hour
ago.
<Check your e-mail.> he said.
(OOLRWWZHQWWRKLVLQER[DQGRSHQHG)UDQN¶VH-PDLO,WGLGQ¶WFRQWDLQDPHVVDJH
but attached were abouWDGR]HQILOHV/LQGEHUJ¶VILOHV
³:KDW¶VZURQJ"´/LQGEHUJDVNHG
³1RWKLQJ,MXVWJRWDQH-PDLO´+HKHDUG/LQGEHUJJURDQLQJ
³&RXOG\RXSOHDVHFDOO"´KHZKLVSHUHG
But Elliott had a better idea. He messaged Frank.
,¶PZLWK/LQGEHUJ7HOO5DIDHOWRSXOOEDFNKLVPHQ!+HZDLWHGDIHZVHFRQGV
IRUWKHUHDGLQGLFDWLRQWROLJKWXS)UDQNZDVSUREDEO\EXV\DQGFRXOGQ¶WLPPHGLDWHO\
read his message so he sent him another. <Tell him to pull back.>
When he looked up from his phone, he saw Lindberg walking to the secretary,
and from the corner of his eye, he noticed a small object flying through the open window
near the stairway. It hit the ceiling and bounced to the floor where it released an incessant
stream of smoke. A few seconds later the fire alarm sounded and the sprinklers rained
down on them as smoke was filling the room. People rose from their chairs, looking
around as though anyone knew what was going on. A man wearing suspenders stepped
out of his lawyer office and shook his head on seeing the smoke grenade on the floor.
³$OOULJKWIRONVOHW¶V JRRXWRIKHUH´WKHODZ\HUVDLGZKLOHSRLQWLQJDWWKH
VWDLUZD\V³,W¶VQRWDILUHEXWGRQ¶WXVHWKHHOHYDWRUV´
Elliott looked out the window and noticed smoke coming out of the office
HQWUDQFHDVZHOO)RXURI/LQGEHUJ¶VSXUVXHUVZHUHFURVVLQJWKHVWUHHW They were trying
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to flush Lindberg out. He looked for the consultant who had already joined the others
heading for the stairways.
³:DLW´(OOLRWWVDLGEXW/LQGEHUJGLGQ¶W seem to hear him, as he walked out of
sight amid the thick smoke. He ran after the consultant into the stairways. The smoke in
the confined space was too thick to see beyond the third man in front. Holding on to the
railing he clambered down along with everyone from the second and third floor. No one
SDQLFNHG\HW%XWWKH\GLGQ¶WPDNHLWWRWKHILUVWODQGLQJZKHQWKRVHLQIURQWVXGGHQO\
stopped, causing everyone to bumped up to a pile. A scream from downstairs sliced
through the silence of their orderly evacuation.
³*REDFNJREDFN´DYRLFHEHOORZHGIURPEHORZ³'RQ WJRGRZQWKHUH´
The lawyer with suspenders emerged from downstairs. His face contorted, he was
KROGLQJKLVVKRXOGHU³%DFNXSORFN\RXUVHOILQVLGHWKHRIILFHV´
People murmured in confusion but another scream from downstairs sent everyone
scrambling back up the stairs. Resisting the reverse tide, Elliott held on to the railing to
see if Lindberg was coming up. When he saw him, he reached out, grabbed him by the
arm and dragged him back to the second floor.
They ran to the first room on the second floor but found it already locked from the
inside. They dashed to the second room just in time to push against the closing door. The
door gave way and they were led inside by the lawyer with the suspenders. There were
five inside, Elliott, Lindberg, the lawyer, his secretary and another man. The lawyer
locked the door and turned around.
³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQGRZQVWDLUV"´KLVVHFUHWDU\DVNHG

"OM!
!

!

³0DVNHGPHQWKH\¶UHDWWDFNLQJHYHU\RQH´WKHODZ\HUVDLG+HSulled out his
phone, hopefully calling 911.
Elliott caught Lindberg's gaze and shook his head, signaling him not to say a
word.
³1R´/LQGEHUJVDLGDQGZDVDERXWWRZDONRYHUWRWKHODZ\HUZKHQ(OOLRWW
VWRSSHGKLP+HGURSSHGKLVYRLFHWRDZKLVSHU³,I\Ru tell the police that these men are
DIWHU\RXWKHSHRSOHKHUHPLJKWDVZHOOGHFLGHWRKDQG\RXRYHUWRWKHP´
/LQGEHUJUHWXUQHGWRKLVFRUQHU(OOLRWW¶VSKRQHUDQJ,WZDV%ULGJHW
³+L(OOLRWW´
³%ULGJHW,FDQ WWDONULJKWQRZ´
³(OOLRWW"´
Elliott looked around and noticed everyone were talking on their phones or
texting.
³7KH\ UHDIWHUXV´
³:KR"´
³5DIDHO VPHQDUHJRLQJDIWHU/LQGEHUJWKH\¶UHSV\FKRSDWKV´
³$UH\RXDOOULJKW":KHUHDUH\RX"´
³,QVRPHODZRIILFHDFURVVWKHVWUHHWEHKLQG/LQGEHUJ VRIILFH´
³<RXFDOOHGWKHSROLFH"´
³<HV,WKLQNVRPHRQHKDV´
³, PFRPLQJ´6KHKXQJXS7KDW VZKHQKHKHDUGLWWRRWKHUDWWOLQJRIWKH
doorknob. Someone tried to get in. Everyone in the room stared at the door but nothing
happened.
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³:K\LVWKHSROLFHQRWFRPLQJ"´DVNHGRQHRIWKHPDQZKLVSHULQJ
³,FDOOHG7KH\ZLOOEHKHUHDQ\PRPHQW´WKHODZ\HUVDLG
Lindberg sat quiet in a corner. What caused Rafael to chase this man? Checking
KLVSKRQHKHVDZWKDW)UDQNKDGUHDGKLVPHVVDJHEXWKDGQ¶WUHSOLHG
³$UHWKH\JRQH"´ DVNHGWKHVHFUHWDU\³,GRQ¶W-.´
A loud bang from the first room next to theirs startled everyone. Another bang
followed and this kept on and on, as the attackers tried to breach through. Elliott looked
around the room for something they could use to barricade themselves. A heavy wooden
GHVNVDWLQWKHFHQWHURIWKHODZ\HU¶VRIILFH
³7KHGHVN´(OOLRWWVDLG³*HWLWXSWKHGRRU´
Everyone jumped as if in one commando, dragging the desk to the door as another
loud, final bang followed by screaming and shouting next door urged them on. They
SXVKHGWKHGHVNXSDJDLQVWWKHGRRUDQGSXWFKDLUVRQWRSRILW7KDW¶VZKHQ(OOLRWWKHDUG
the wailing of police sirens and an instant later the banging at their door began. Everyone
retreated to the back of the room.
³,W¶OOEHDOOULJKW´WKHODZ\HUVDLGFDOPLQJKLVVHFUHWDU\
%XW(OOLRWWUHDOL]HGWKDWZKDWWKH\ZHUHKHDULQJZDVQ¶WWKHVRXQGRIVRPHRQH
banging at the door. It was the sound of wood splintering, and it didn't take long for his
eyes to confirm what his ear suspected, the tip of an axe broke through the door,
withdrew and broke through again, with each strike it widened the gap, taking more wood
away from the door. The axe came down with such constant rhythm that it didn't pause
even as the police seemed to have already arrived in front of the building. The sirens
stopped sounding, but the axe kept swinging.
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³:K\DUHWKHFRSVQRWVWRSSLQJKLP´/LQGEHUJDVNHG
(OOLRWWVXVSHFWHGWKHILUVWUHVSRQGHUVKDGEHHQRYHUSRZHUHGE\5DIDHO¶VPHQ
The axe had worked itself through a good chunk of the upper part of the door and
the man wielding the axe widened that hole by pulling and breaking pieces of the door
away. He pushed back all the chairs on the desk. Now they had a good look at their
attacker, a man wearing a vest and a dark ski mask underneath which eyes were staring
back at them. The man spotted Lindberg and he reached through the hole for the
doorknob then turned around the key. The door slowly opened, the desk against it slowly
moved. Elliott and the lawyer looked at each other, then charged at the desk to push back
against the intruder.
³3XVK´WKHODZ\HUsaid, as the others jumped in to help.
There was no way the attacker could move the desk plus all four of them all by
himself. Elliott was worried if his friends showed up. Already a second man came in and
managed to wedge the axe between the door and the frame, using it as a lever to at least
KROGWKHJDSRSHQ+HVKRXWHGVRPHWKLQJLQ3RUWXJXHVH$QGWKDW¶VZKHQWKHVRXQGRI
more police sirenVDSSURDFKHG7KHDWWDFNHUVKRZHYHUGLGQ¶WOHWJRDQGWKHGHVNDQG
everyone pushing against it, slid back inch by inch.
7KURXJKWKHRSHQLQJLQWKHGRRU(OOLRWWORRNHGLQWRWKHDWWDFNHU¶VH\HVVHQVLQJLQ
WKHPWKHPDQ¶VFRQILGHQFHLQEUXWHIRUFH%XWDfew seconds later the attacker suddenly
disappeared from the door and with it the door slammed shut.
Elliott dropped to the floor in exhaustion and everyone sat down, leaning against
the desk. Whether their attackers left because of the police or whether Frank finally
convinced Rafael to call off his men, wasn't clear. Perhaps it was a combination of both.
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They remained in the room until a police officer came up, looked through the hole, and
asked if everyone was okay. Removing the desk from the door, they stepped out.
Elliott and Lindberg went down the stairs. The first floor was trashed. Chairs and
table laid overturned, computers were on the floors, there was paper everywhere. It was
vandalism. Outside people filled up the street with a police officer telling them to keep
their distance as they formed a circle around the entrance.
³(OOLRWW´,WZDV%ULGJHWVWDQGLQJDPRQJWKHFURZGZDLYLQJDWKLP+HJUDEEHG
/LQGEHUJ¶VDUPDQGZDONHGWRZDUGKHU$IWHUDOOWKDWKDGKDSSHQHGLWZDVWLPHWRILQG
out what the consultant knew.
#
(OOLRWWDQG/LQGEHUJZHUHQ¶WDOORZHGWROHDYHWKHVFHQHMXVW\HW3ROLFHKDG
everyone grouped together outside the office, as a crime scene unit arrived to comb the
inside for evidence. The two were waiting for their turn to be questioned, with Lindberg
on the phone calling presumably his wife and Elliott reporting the attempted kidnapping
to Anad. Bridget must be somewhere among the crowd of spectators and reporters that
were gathering behind the police line. It was almost 4 p.m. and the day had turned a
shade colder as the sun hid behind streaks of dull clouds.
Elliott was next in line and he told the officer about his appointment with
Lindberg and how he was waiting outside his office when he saw the five masked men
coming in. This detail separated him and Lindberg from the rest of the witnesses, and the
two were pulled aside for more thorough questioning. About twenty minutes later the
police officer told Elliott to wait nearby while they continued with Lindberg. He
sauntered to a police car where he saw Bridget talking to another photojournalist. Elliott
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KDGHDUOLHUIRUZDUGHGKHU)UDQN¶VH-mail so she could read ahead what Rafael had found
RXWIURP/LQGEHUJ¶VGDWD:KDWHYHULWZDV5DIDHOGHHPHGWKHLQIRUPDWLRQLPSRUWDQWDQG
urgent enough to kidnap Lindberg.
³+H¶VLQYROYHGZLWKWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´%ULGJHWVDLGDVVKHKDQGHGKLPKHU
WDEOHWWRORRNDWWKHGRFXPHQWVWKDWFDPHDWWDFKHGZLWK)UDQN¶VH-PDLO³,¶GORYHWRWDON
WRKLP´VKHVDLG
Elliott scrolled through documents that showed a series of correspondence
between Lindberg and the directors and lawyers of the property developers that were on
the list of companies eligible for the incentives. Lindberg discussed with them which
public housing project they should demand the city to sell, how much money they should
demand from the city, and what other demands could be made while the negotiation was
still ongoing. He discussed his role in convincing the city council of the benefits of the
housing reforms program, and which housing organizations and think-tanks they might
use to engage the public.
It was the sort of information Elliott needed to expose the people behind the
incentive deal. But he did not see anything in the documents that couOGH[SODLQ5DIDHO¶V
motive to kidnap Lindberg and that left him still unnerved.
Elliott was called back by an officer who asked for his contact details and as he
provided them he overheard Lindberg complaining about the lack of police protection he
receivHG:LWKWKHFLW\¶VEXGJHWFXWVDQG:DOO6WUHHWQHHGLQJH[WUDSURWHFWLRQWKH1<3'
was already stretched thin. Lindberg was not amused by the deterioration of police
VHUYLFH³&DQ\RXLPDJLQHWKH\RIIHUPHSURWHFWLRQRQO\GXULQJRIILFHKRXUV´KHVDLG
after the police allowed them to leave.
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They walked away from the crowd and Elliott introduced Bridget to Lindberg
who promptly invited both for lunch.
³0U/LQGEHUJDERXWWKDWLQWHUYLHZ\RXSURPLVHGPH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³/HW¶VWDONLQP\RIILFH´WKHFRQVXOWDQWVDLG³$OXQFKDQGDIHZZRUGVIRU\RXU
SDSHUWKDW¶VWKHOHDVW,FDQGRDIWHU\RXKHOSHGPHHVFDSH´
On their way to his office, Elliott sent Frank a message to ask him why Rafael had
wanted to kidnap Lindberg, then he spent the rest of the short walk thinking how best to
get Lindberg confirm the e-PDLOV+HZDVQ¶WVXUHDERXWVKRZLQJWKHPWRKLP\HWDVKH
wanted to discuss the e-mails with Anad first, after all he had to explain how he got them.
3DUNHGRXWVLGHWKHFRQVXOWDQW¶VRIILFHZDVDOUHDG\DSROice cruiser and Lindberg waved
at the officer as he let Elliott and Bridget inside his office. His secretary had ordered them
pizza for lunch. Sitting around a table in a conference room, Elliott had to ignore the food
in front and focus on his questions.
³<RXNQRZZKDW(OOLRWW´/LQGEHUJVDLG³0\VHFUHWDU\WROGPHVKHKDVEHHQ
receiving calls from the media wanting to speak to me after all this kidnapping thing.
1RZ,¶PPDNLQJDQH[HPSWLRQIRU\RXVLQFH\RXKHOSHGPHRXWWKHUHEXW,GRQ¶WZDQW
to say aQ\WKLQJRXWVLGHRIZKDWKDSSHQHGWRGD\,GRQ¶WZDQWWRDWWUDFWPRUHDWWHQWLRQWR
P\VHOIWKDQQHFHVVDU\´
³%XW\RXDOUHDG\JDYHDQLQWHUYLHZWRWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHV´(OOLRWWVDLG
³:HOOWKDWZDVEHIRUHWKHVHFUD]\WHUURULVWVZHUHDIWHUPH´
Bridget cleared KHUWKURDW³'RHVLWQRWRFFXUWR\RXWKDWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
SURJUDPLVUHODWHGWRWRGD\¶VNLGQDSSLQJDWWHPSW"´6KHDVNHG³6R\RXPLJKW-´
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³,NQRZ,NQRZ´/LQGEHUJZDYHGKHURII³%XW,GRQ¶WZDQWWRWDONDERXWKRXVLQJ
reforms or the incentive deal. TKDW¶VRIIOLPLW´
³,VLWEHFDXVH\RXKHOSHGGUDIWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"´(OOLRWWDVNHG³0\VRXUFHV
tell me you drafted the deal then convinced the city council to support the housing
UHIRUPVSURJUDP´
Lindberg chewed on the remaining bits of a pepperoni pizza while thinking of an
answer. Bridget meanwhile excused herself and walked out of the room.
³$V,VDLG,FDQQRWFRPPHQWRQWKDW´
(OOLRWWZRXOGKDYHWRILQGDQRWKHUZD\LQ³$OOULJKWOHW¶VWDONDERXWWKH
NLGQDSSLQJ´KHVDLGDQGVZLWFKHGRQKLVUHFRUGHU³:K\GR\RXWKLQNZHUHWKHVHPHQ
DIWHU\RX"´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ´/LQGEHUJVDLGZKLOHKHOSLQJKLPVHOIWRDQRWKHUVOLFH³$UHQ¶W\RX
JRLQJWRHDW"´
³,ZLOOWKDQN\RX´(OOLRWWVDLG³7KHUHZHUHWKUHHSURSHUW\FRQVXOWDQWVZKR
attended the hearing with the city council last month. Two out of the three consultants
had positive views about the housing reforms program, you were one of them.
Considering that the Berea kidnappers were against the housing reforms program, what
connection can you draw between your statement to the council and the attempt to kidnap
\RX"´
³/RRN(OOLRWWWKDW¶VDTXHVWLRQ\RXVKRXOGEHDVNLQJWKHSROLFHQRWPH,¶P
concerned about my safety. That is what you should be asking me instead of making
LQVLQXDWLRQV´
Just then Bridget returned to the conference room with papers in her hand.
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³&DQ\RXH[SODLQXVWKHVHH-mail exchanges between you and Director Abneg at Krasiler
Properties, Director Sullivan at Taft & Heights and Director Curtis from Baron
'HYHORSPHQW"´6KHDVNHGDVVKHVSUHDGRXW six pages of the printed-out e-mails on the
WDEOHEHIRUH/LQGEHUJ³7KHDGGUHVVRQWKHVHH-mails is the same as the one on your name
FDUG´VKHDGGHGZKLOHKDQGLQJ/LQGEHUJ¶VQDPHFDUGWR(OOLRWW
%ULGJHWZDVQ¶WMRNLQJZKHQVKHVDLGVKH¶GORYHWRKDYHDZord with Lindberg.
But now the consultant knew about the leaked e-mails, and Elliott might as well press
him on that. Lindberg leaned forward and read through the six pages.
(OOLRWWVDLG³LWLVMXVWDPDWWHURIWLPHEHIRUH,FDQFRQILUPWKHYDOLGLW\RIWKHse e-mails
and publish them. Unless you can show me that they are fake, I will continue to ask you
LQVLQXDWLQJTXHVWLRQV´
Lindberg pushed aside his pizza, nabbed his mouth and took gulp from his diet
&RNH³$OOULJKW,¶OOVD\DIHZWKLQJVDERXWWKLVEXWoff-the-UHFRUG6RGRQ¶WTXRWHPH´
Elliott slumped back in his chair. An off-the-UHFRUGFRQILUPDWLRQZDVQ¶WPXFKRIDKHOS
Managing Editor Lambert would have him chase all the directors and lawyers Lindberg
corresponded with before he would agree to run a story based on the leaked e-mails.
³:HOOGR\RXZDQWPHWRWDONRUQRW"´
³2ND\´(OOLRWWVZLWFKHGRIIKLVUHFRUGHU³*RDKHDG´
/LQGEHUJFOHDUHGKLVWKURDW³<RXVHHWKHSUREOHPZLWKWKHFLW\FRXQFLOLVWKDWEHLQJWKH
SHRSOH¶VUHSUHVHQWDWLYHVWKH\DUHsupposed to be more receptive to public opinion. But
SXEOLFRSLQLRQRQKRXVLQJUHIRUPVLVWKHRQHEDWWOHWKDWZHDUHORVLQJ3HRSOHMXVWGRQ¶W
OLNHWKHLUUHQWVJRXSQRPDWWHUKRZPXFKZHH[SODLQLW´
³1RWVXUSULVLQJ´%ULGJHWVDLG
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³:KR¶VZH"´(OOLRWWDVNed.
³:H"7KH\DUHWKHSURSHUW\GHYHORSHUVEDQNHUVDQGLQYHVWPHQWIXQGVZKRDUH
SXVKLQJIRUWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´/LQGEHUJVDLG(OOLRWWKDGWRUHPLQGKLPVHOIWKDWWKRVH
who were supporting the housing reforms did so only because they would benefit
financially from its enactment.
³$QGZKDWUROHGR\RXSOD\DVDFRQVXOWDQW"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³5LJKW7KDW¶VZKHUH,HQWHUWKHSLFWXUH<HV,NQRZ,¶PVXSSRVHGWREHWKH
LQGHSHQGHQWFRQVXOWDQWEXWWKDW¶VMXVWDODEHOWRJUDQWPHDFFHVVWRDKHDULQJZLWKWKH
council. My purpose then is to simply provide an opinion in support of the housing
UHIRUPV´
³$QGKRZGRHVWKLVKHOSVZD\SXEOLFRSLQLRQ"´
³,WGRHVQ¶W$V,VDLGWU\LQJWRFKDQJHSXElic opinion is a losing battle.
Councilors know approving the housing reforms will go against public opinion. They
need to be able to say that, aside from considering the threat of bankruptcy, they also
sought the advice of independent consultants. My testimony will help them justify their
GHFLVLRQWRDSSURYHWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
%ULGJHWFKXFNOHG³<RXDUHPRUHOLNHDOREE\LVWZKR´(OOLRWWKHOGKHUDUPWR
interrupt her. He needed to keep Lindberg talking and not start defending himself.
³6R\RX¶UHVD\LQJWKHWKUHDWRIEDQNUXSWF\DORQHZDVQRWHQRXJKRIDUHDVRQWRVXSSRUW
the hoXVLQJUHIRUPV"´+HDVNHG
/LQGEHUJVKUXJJHG³3UREDEO\%XWSDUWRIWKHFRXQFLO¶VMRELVWRVHHNLQSXWIURP
H[SHUWVDQGZHUHDFKHGRXWDQGJDYHWKHPZKDWWKH\QHHGHG´
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³<RXNHHSVD\LQJWKHFRXQFLOQHHGHGDUHDVRQWRDSSURYHDVWKRXJKWKH\KDYH
already deciGHGWKDWWKH\ZLOODSSURYHWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVFRPHYRWLQJGD\´
³7RP\XQGHUVWDQGLQJWKDW¶VEHFDXVHWKH\DOUHDG\KDYHGHFLGHG´/LQGEHUJVDLG
³7KHUH¶VWRRPXFKDWVWDNHE\UHMHFWLQJWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV1RRQHZDQWVWREHWKHJX\
who goes down in history for having voted New York into bankruptcy. The problem for
the council is to convince the public that the councilors have done the job of listening to
LQGHSHQGHQWH[SHUWVEHIRUHUHDFKLQJWKDWGHFLVLRQWRDSSURYHWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
³%XWKRZGR\RXNQRZWKHFRXQFLOKDVDOUHDG\GHFLGHGWRDSSURYHLW"´(OOLRWW
had to press this further.
³%HFDXVH,WDONHGWRWKHP´
³<RXWDONHGWRWKHKHDGRIWKHKRXVLQJFRPPLWWHHDWWKHFRXQFLO"´
/LQGEHUJVKRRNKLVKHDG³,ZRQ¶WGLVFORVHQDPHV´
Elliott had to think before pressing further. From what Lindberg had told him, he
picked up two leads that, if he could confirm them, could be built into a story. The first
lead was that Lindberg indirectly confirmed he was not an independent consultant by
saying he, along with property developers and bankers, tried to influence the decision of
the council through his testimony. The second lead, a major one, was that the council had
already decided to vote in favor of the housing reforms, meaning whatever proposal
would come on the table would be approved.
³6RWKHH-PDLOVDUHWKH\\RXUVWKHQ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³,GLGQ¶WVD\WKDW<RX¶OOKDYHWRILJXUHLWRXW\RXUVHOI´/LQGEHUJGUDQNWKHUHVWRI
KLV&RNH³,ZLVK,FRXOGVWD\EXW,DOUHDG\ORVWDZKROHGD\DQG,QHHGWRFDWFKXSon
ZRUN´
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Lindberg stood up and walked to the door.
³$UH\RXDQLQGHSHQGHQWFRQVXOWDQWRUDOREE\LVW"´%ULGJHWDVNHGEHKLQGKLV
back.
/LQGEHUJWXUQHGDURXQG³/RRNZKDW,¶PGRLQJLVOHJDODQGQRWHYHQELJQHZV
around here. If you have a problem with how WKLQJVDUHUXQGRQ¶WWDONWRPH´
³7KHQWDONWRZKRP"´(OOLRWWVDLGVHQVLQJDQRSHQLQJIRUDQRWKHUOHDG
³)ROORZWKHPRQH\´/LQGEHUJVDLG
#
2QKLVZD\EDFNWRWKHRIILFHRQWKH0WUDLQ(OOLRWWUHDGWKURXJK/LQGEHUJ¶VHmails again. Frank had sent him copies of 13 e-mails and after closely reading them, he
could still not figure out why Rafael wanted to kidnap Lindberg. Either he had
overlooked some clues, or Frank was withholding information. At least Elliott had
gathered enough material from LindberJ¶VH-mails and his interview to show how the
incentive deal was drafted and to expose some of the people behind it. But if Lindberg
was right, and city councilors had already decided among themselves to vote in support
of the housing reforms, Madison Vanguard would have to publish a powerful enough
story to convince councilors to reverse that decision. The alternative, he knew, was more
RI5DIDHO¶VWHUURUFDPSDLJQ(OOLRWWZLVKHGKHFRXOGGLVFXVVWRGD\¶VILQGLQJZLWK%ULGJHW
but she had to attend driving FODVVHVDQGFRXOGQ¶WFRPHWRWKHRIILFH2QWKHZKROHKLV
day had been productive and with that thought he let himself lull to sleep by the steady
rhythm of the train rushing below Manhattan.
Elliott had a late lunch at the bar across the street from his office, where he
thought of a follow-XSWRWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOVWRU\:LWKWKHKHOSRI3KLOLSDQG3URGHWWD¶V
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VRXUFHVWKH\PLJKWEHDEOHWRFRQILUP/LQGEHUJ¶VOHDNHGH-mails and the councilors early
decision to vote in support of the housing reforms. Either way, it would add pressure on
the city or the council to drop the reforms. If Anad was still interesting in leading the
story in that direction, he could ensure Madison Vanguard stayed ahead in reporting
about the most talked about news in town.
The first thing Anad did when he saw Elliott walking in, was ask him whether he
was all right. Elliott said he was fine, suspecting however that behind the question the
editor wanted to know whether he was all right enough to write up a story on the
NLGQDSSLQJDWWHPSW/RRNLQJDW$QDG¶VIDFHWKRXJKKHIHOWVRPHWKLQJHOVHZDVJRLQJRQ
³'RQ¶WZRUU\DERXWWKHNLGQDSSLQJVWRU\ZHWDNHFDUHRILW´$QDGVDLGKLVYRLFH
XQXVXDOO\VRIW³/DPEHUWZDQWVWRWDONWR\RX+H¶VZDLWLQJLQKLVURRP´
³$ERXWZKDW"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³-XVWJRDQGVHHKLP´
(OOLRWWORRNHGLQWKHGLUHFWLRQRIWKHPDQDJLQJHGLWRU¶VJODVVHGRIILFHZKHUHKH
saw Lambert inside typing. Elliott rose form his chair and walked over and knocked at
the glass door. Lambert looked up and with a nod invited him in.
His office had no windows but a glass wall ensured the airy feel of the
QHZVURRP¶VRSHQ-floor layout continued inside. Books on shelves covered much of the
two other walls and a small, round table along with a couch and chairs provided the
creature comfort of home. A radio was constantly playing in the background while the
TV was set on mute. An old typewriter sat solitarily on a cabinet, reminding Elliott that
Lambert had been a reporter when they still used typewriters to write stories.
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The managing editor looked up from the two large monitors on his desk without
stopping to type and gestured with his head for Elliott to take a seat. Elliott had to wait
for a few minutes before Lambert turned his attention to him, and asked him how he felt
after his encounter with the kidnappers.
³,DPDOOULJKW´KHVDLG³,WZDVFUD]\EXWHYHU\RQHFDPHRXWRND\´
³*RRGYHU\JRRG´/DPEHUWOHDQHGEDFNDQGIROGHGKLVKDQGV³(OOLRWW\RX¶YH
done some excelleQWZRUNRYHUWKHSDVWIHZGD\V:KHQ-DFNOHIWZHWKRXJKWZH¶GEH
having a hard time breaking news, but you practically replaced him overnight. I did not
H[SHFWWKDWIURP\RX´
³7KDQN\RX´
³<RXNQRZHYHQ-DFN¶VIDWKHUVDLGZH¶UHGRLQJDILQHMRE´
If even the owner of the paper was praising a story, then Elliott must be doing
something right. Thomas Bennett rarely made any comments, preferring to let Madison
Vanguard do its work while occasionally using the newspaper to advertise the businesses
of his other companies.
³:HMXVWJRWDYLVLWIURP%HQQHWW´/DPEHUWVDLG³+HFDPHE\WRDVNRIXV
VRPHWKLQJKHUDUHO\DVNHGIRU+HZDQWVXVWRVWRSZULWLQJDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
³:KDW"´
³+LVLQVWUXFWLRQZDVFOHDU:HDUHQRWWRZULWHDERXWLWDQ\PRUH´
³%XWZK\"+HGRHVQ¶WKDYHDQ\LQWHUHVWLQUHDOHVWDWHGRHVKH"´
³1RKHGRHVQ¶WEXWZHNQRZWKDW%HQQHWWLVH\HLQJIRUDSXEOLFRIILFHVRPHWLPHV
in the future, and those friends who may help him get elected are not happy with our
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UHSRUWLQJ:H¶UHWDONLQJabout friends who have been providing us with advertisement
WKDWLVNHHSLQJWKLVSDSHUWKDWLV\RXDQGPHDQGHYHU\RQHHOVHLQWKLVRIILFHDIORDW¶¶
³%XWWKHVHSHRSOHFDQ¶WLQWHUIHUHOLNHWKDW´
³<HVWKH\FDQGRQ WEHQDwYH´
³:KDWDERXWRXUUHDGHUV",mean this story is big, if our reporting forces the city
WRGURSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVLWZLOODIIHFWPDQ\SHRSOH´
³/HWPHWHOO\RXVRPHWKLQJDQG\RXNHHSLWWR\RXUVHOI7KLVSDSHUVKRXOGKDYH
JRQHEDQNUXSWVL[PRQWKVDJR7KHRQO\WKLQJWKDW¶VNHHSLQJLW DOLYHLV%HQQHWW¶VSHUVRQDO
money and his friends placing their ads with us. The way things go, with Jack jumping
IHQFHWRWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHV,¶PQRWVXUHZKHWKHUZH¶OOVXUYLYHDQRWKHUVL[PRQWKV
The stakes are different now. We have to think about our survival. We can expedite our
demise, or give our employees a fighting chance to find another job before the lights go
RXW7KLVGHFLVLRQ(OOLRWWLVQ¶WXSWR \RXLW¶VQRWHYHQXSWRPH:H don't own the
FRPSDQ\´
³,WKRXJKW%HQQHWWZDVWDONLQJWRVRPHLQYestors who want to buy a stake in our
SDSHU"´
³+HLVVWLOOWDONLQJEXWZHFDQ¶WDVVXPHDQ\WKLQJQRZ7KHFKDQFHIRUDQ
DFTXLVLWLRQLVJHWWLQJVPDOOHU´
³6RZH¶UHWXUQLQJRXUEDFNRQWKHFLW\"´
³7KDW¶VDILJKWQRWIRUXVWRSLFNZHGRQ¶WKDYHWKHUHVRXUFHV to go up against
*ROLDWKHVSHFLDOO\LILWDOVRKDSSHQVWREHWKHKDQGWKDWIHHGVXV´
³,GRQ¶WWKLQNWKDW VULJKWWKLQJWRGR´
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³,GRQ¶WWKLQNVRHLWKHU<RXGRKRZHYHUXQGHUVWDQGWKDWLI\RXSXVKDKHDGWKRVH
that might get hurt most are your very colleaJXHV´
He sensed Lambert must have fought tooth and nail in defending Madison
9DQJXDUG¶VUHSRUWLQJ$QGQRZDIWHUDOOKHKDGJRQHWKURXJKLQH[SRVLQJWKHLQFHQWLYH
GHDODQGLQFKDVLQJ/LQGEHUJDIHZSKRQHFDOOVE\%HQQHWW¶VIULHQGVZHUHDOOLWWRRNWR
shut everything down. Elliott should have known that the developers would fight back.
Did Lindberg played a role?
³7KHUHPXVWEHDZD\´(OOLRWWVDLG7KHZDOOWKDWVHSDUDWHGDGYHUWLVHPHQWIURP
WKHQHZVSDSHU¶VHGLWRULDOWHDPKDGDOZD\VEHHQVROLG2QO\%HQQHWt could have breached
WKDWZDOODQGWRGD\KHGLGMXVWWKDW(OOLRWWNQHZWKDWFRPSO\LQJZLWK%HQQHWW¶V
LQVWUXFWLRQPHDQWVXUUHQGHULQJWKHFLW\WRHLWKHUWKHGHYHORSHUV¶XQIDLULQFHQWLYHGHDORU
WR5DIDHO¶VWHUURUFampaign.
³:HGRQ WKDYHDFKRLFH´/DPEHUt said.
³<HVZHGR´(OOLRWWVDLG³<HVZHGRKDYHDFKRLFH´
Lambert shook his heDG³,NQRZKRZ\RXIHHObut -´
³/HWPHVKRZ\RXVRPHWKLQJ´(OOLRWWURVHDQGZDONHGRXWWKHURRPDQGRYHUWR
KLVGHVN)URPKLVEDJKHIHWFKHG/LQGEHUJ¶VH-mails that Bridget had printed out. These
he showed Lambert.
³,FDQEORZWKLVWKLQJZLGHRSHQ´(OOLRWWVDLG³,FDQH[SRVHWKHSHRSOHEHKLQG
WKHLQFHQWLYHGHDODQGVKRZKRZWKH\DUHWU\LQJWRPLONWKHFLW\IRUDOOLW¶VZRUWK,DOVR
know the city council will vote in support of the housing reforms. If we run a story saying
that the council will approve the housing reforms no matter what proposal is presented on
YRWLQJGD\DQGUHOHDVHGGRFXPHQWVOLNH/LQGEHUJ¶VH-mails here that show how all these
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power play and backroom dealings override our democratic process for personal gain,
then the public backlash will force the council to reject the housing reforms. The reforms
DUHXQDFFHSWDEOHEHFDXVHWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOWKDWFRPHVZLWKLWLVXQDFFHSWDEOH´
Lambert was reading through the e-mails then returned them to Elliott.
³7KHVHDUHJRRGVWXII%XWWKLVLVQRWJRLQJWRFKDQJH%HQQHWW¶VPLQG´
Elliott knew that of course, but if working within the capacity as a Madison
Vanguard reporter was not possible, then Elliott had to step out of his role and work
outside of it all, alone. All he needed was a way to come back once he had enough
material for a killer story before the city council meets to vote.
³/HWPHDQG%ULGJHWZRUNDORQHQRRQHQHHGVWRNQRZ´KHVDLG³2QFH,KDYe
JDWKHUHGHQRXJKPDWHULDOIRUDVWRU\ZHFDQWKHQGHFLGHZKHWKHULW¶VZRUWKUXQQLQJWKH
VWRU\RUQRW,IZHGRGHFLGHWRUXQWKHVWRU\WKDW¶VEHFDXVHZHNQRZLWZLOOVWRSWKH
KRXVLQJUHIRUPVVDYHWKHFLW\$QGWKDW,WKLQNLVZRUWKWKHULVN´
³(OOLRWW ,GLGQ¶WNQRZ\RX¶UHVRLQYHVWHGLQWKLV´/DPEHUWVDLG+HURVHIURPKLV
FKDLUDQGZDONHGXSWRWKHJODVVZDOODVKHZDWFKHGWKHQHZVURRP³<RXGRUHDOL]HWKDW
whether your story saves the city or not, Bennett will have you fired and anyone else
ZKR¶VLQYROYHGLQWKLV´
Elliott was practically asking Lambert to put his neck on the line. But the
PDQDJLQJHGLWRUGLGQ¶WRXWULJKWUHMHFWKLVSURSRVDODQGVHHLQJKLPVWDQGLQJE\WKHJODVV
wall he knew he had an ally in Lambert. He just needed a bit more convincing.
³,ZRUNHGODst weekend so I have tomorrow and Friday off which I can use to investigate
RQP\RZQULJKWWKURXJKWKHZHHNHQG,ZRQ¶WEHZDVWLQJDQ\UHVRXUFHVHYHQLI,GRQ¶W
FRPHXSZLWKDQ\WKLQJ´
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³<RX¶OOEHUHSRUWLQJWRPHDORQHDQG$QDGPXVWQRWNQRZDQ\WKLQJDERXWWKLV´
/DPEHUWVDLG³&DQ\RXWUXVW%ULGJHW"´
³$EVROXWHO\´
³:KDWHYHUZHZULWHLIZHGHFLGHWRZULWHLWLWZLOOKDYHWRFRPHRXWE\0RQGD\
So you have until Sunday at the latest to show me something fit to print. Otherwise,
you'll have to drop the story. It'll be harder for you because you're on your own but I can't
ZDVWHUHVRXUFHV´
³,IHHOWKLVLVWKHULJKWWKLQJWRGR´
³,NQRZ(OOLRWW1RZ\RXEHWWHUJREHIRUH,FKDQJHP\PLQG´
(OOLRWWZDONHGRXWRI/DPEHUW¶VRIILFHQRWNQRZLQJZKDWKHKDGJRWWHn himself
into. But there was no time to worry. The day was coming to an end, and as the deadline
for the metro page approached, he had to find and write stories to fill out the blank spaces
that another day without advertisement had left. He couldn't concentrate and that led to
slow and downright sloppy writing about which Anad rightfully complained.
Later at night as he was writing up the comments from analysts about the
kidnapping attempt, Agent Powell and Agent Fry arrived to question him about the
incident. Elliott met them downstairs and gave the same account he had told the police
HDUOLHU+HH[SODLQHGKRZKHJRWKROGRI/LQGEHUJ¶VQDPHIURP3KLOLS¶VVRXUFHDQGE\
UHDGLQJWKHPLQXWHVRIPHHWLQJRIWKHFRXQFLO¶VKHDULQJZLWKWKHSURSHUW\FRQVXOWDQWV
Elliott couldn't answer why the kidnappers were after Lindberg. Fry seemed satisfied
with his statements yet noted the coincidence of Elliott being involved twice in the
kidnapping incident. Elliott knew, the FBI would from now on pay closer attention to
him.
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By 10:30 p.m. he returned to his desk, feeling exhausted. Anad must have noticed
the look on his face for he told Elliott to go home and enjoy his long weekend.
Elliott walked out into the cold night and up along Madison Avenue toward
Grand Central Station for his home commute. Having no idea how he should proceed
ZLWKFRQILUPLQJ/LQGEHUJ¶VH-PDLOVDQGGLJJLQJGHHSHULQWRWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOKHZDVQ¶W
VXUHDQ\PRUHDERXWKLVLGHDRISXUVXLQJWKLVVWRU\DORQH+HZRXOGPLVV$QDG¶V
JXLGDQFH3KLOLS¶VVRXUFHVDQG3URGHWWD¶VZULWLQJ$QGDIWHUKHKHOSHG/LQGEHUJHVFDSH
WRGD\KHPLJKWKDYHORVW5DIDHO¶VLOOHJDOEXWKHOSIXOUHVRXUFHVDVZHOO+HZRXOGKDYHWR
WHOO)UDQNWKDWKHKDGORVWKLVQHZVSDSHU¶VVXSSRUW$JODQFHDWKLVSKRQHVKRZHG)UDQN
VWLOOKDGQ¶W replied.
,WZDVMXVWKLPDQG%ULGJHWWKHQ(OOLRWWVWDUHGDWKHUQDPHRQKLVSKRQH¶VFDOO
history, wishing he had her company even if it was just her voice. He pressed dial, waited
DQGDIWHUIRXUEHHSVKXQJXS,WZDVODWHDIWHUDOOKHFRXOGQ¶WH[SHFW%ridget to be around
for him all the time. What would he be doing at home? Petersson was waiting for him to
reply to his e-mails on the collaborative-VHDUFKSURMHFWDQG(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WIHHOOLNHZRUNLQJ
RQKLVSURMHFWWRQLJKW+HGLGQ¶WZDQWWRJRKRPHMXVWyet, and to end the day feeling as
though he was the only person in a city of 8.7 million people.
So instead of taking the 7 train to Queens he took a train heading downtown, not
thinking of a particular destination. But at Union Square he switched to the L train, and
by then knew where he was going. He stepped off at Eighth Avenue and walked the five
minutes to reach Abindgon Square Park. This was where it all began.
The park was, as he suspected, occupied by homeless people sleeping on the
benches around the World War I statue. He had hoped to find a quiet spot to sit and think
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but now standing around in the park by himself he had to either go home or find
something else to do. So he decided to take a stroll by retracing the route he and Bridget
had taken, and before long he arrived where he wanted to be all along without knowing it.
%HWZHHQWKHJDSVRIWKHGUDZQFXUWDLQVKHVDZWKHZDUPWKRI.DWKHULQH¶V
apartment spilling out into the night. Elliott stood in the darkest spot between two
landings of a brownstone apartment across the street and felt strangely at home. A square
window lit up, revealing the kitchen as someone had switched on the lights. Katherine
walked in, wearing a cardigan and with her hair tied in a ponytail. She seemed to be
washing dishes, and Elliott instinctively receded deeper into the shadow as he watched
her. What was he doing? He was invading her privacy. How befitting this was for a
SHUVRQZKRLQYHQWHGDVHDUFKSURJUDPWKDWVWDONHGRWKHUSHRSOH¶VVHDUFKKLVWRU\+H
wondered what he would tell her if he crossed the street, walked up to her apartment and
rang the doorbell. He was still thinking about it when Katherine walked out of sight and
switched off the lights in the kitchen. The show was over.
Elliott sighed, not wanting to go just yet. His phone vibrated and he pulled it out.
<Elliott?>
It was Frank. He looked around as though Frank had caught him standing there in
the dark. Of all the people he knew, it must be a terrorist wanting to talk to him at almost
midnight.
He put away his phone and emerged out of the shadow to head home.
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CHAPTER IV ± Follow the Money
Elliott was searching with half open eyes for the clock on the nightstand. It was
DPDQGKHGLGQ¶WIHHOOLNHJHWWLQJXS)RUWKHILUVWWLPHLQDORQJWLPHhe felt
HPSWLHGRXW1RWRQO\ZDVKHKXQJU\KHDOVRGLGQ¶WNQRZZKDWWRGRWRGD\+HZDQWHG
to forget the deal he had made with Lambert; forget about his idea to pursue the story by
himself. He could let developers have their way with New York, let Rafael burn down the
city and in letting them, disappoint Frank, Bridget and everyone else along the way. He
closed his eyes and when he heard his phone ringing he opened them. It had been ringing
a couple of times before, and he had left it ringing until the caller gave up. He closed his
eyes again and drifted away into sleep.
6RPHRQHNQRFNHGDWWKHGRRU(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WPRYH:KRHYHULWZDVGLGQ¶WKDYHWR
know that he was taking a day off. The knocking continued, then it stopped, and a few
seconds later his phone rang again. He was too lazy to rise from his bed but realized
belatedly that the person knocking at the door might be the same who was calling him
now. The ring tone was loud enough to be heard from the hallway. Elliott got up,
fumbled on the table until he found his phone.
³<HDK"´
³<RXKLEHUQDWLQJ"´,WZDV%ULGJHW
³1R´
³,¶PULJKWRXWVLGH\RXUURRPDQG\RXGLGQ WKHDUPHNQRFNLQJ"
)XQQ\KRZODVWQLJKWKHZDQWHGWRKHDUKHUYRLFH7KLVZDVQ¶WWKHYRLFHKH
remembered wanting to heaU³&DQ\RXFRPHEDFN ODWHU"¶¶
³:KDW¶VZURQJ"$UH\RXVLFN"´
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³1R,MXVWGRQ¶WZDQWWRVHHDQ\RQHIRUQRZ´
³2KZDLWGR\RXKDYHDYLVLWRULQWKHUH",PHDQDJLUO"$P,LQWHUUXSWLQJ"´
³1R,W¶VQRWKLQJ´
³1RWKLQJ"7KHQOHWPHLQ´
³,GRQ WIHHOOLNHGRLQJDQ\WKLQJWRGD\´
³,¶OOPDNH\RXEUHDNIDVW´
That was his cue. Elliott got up and looked into the mirror. He tried
unsuccessfully to straighten his hair then shuffled to the door. When he opened it Bridget
waltzed in, stepping right into the kitchen and straight to the fridge.
³:KDWGR\RXZDQW%ULGJHW"´
³%UHDNIDVWWKDW VZKDW,ZDQW´VKHVDLGDVVKHH[DPLQHGWKHLQVLGHRIKLVIULGJH
She pulled out butter, eggs, and cheese, sniffing the last two for their freshness, and from
the top of the fridge brought down a loaf of whole-grain bread. Elliott boiled water to
make coffee.
³$QDGWROGPH-DFN¶VIDWKHUSXOOHGWKHSOXJRQ\RXUVWRU\´6KHSXWHYHU\WKLQJ
EXWWKHHJJVRQWKHNLWFKHQFRXQWHU³,FDOOHG\RXEXW\RXGLGQ¶WDQVZHUVR,WKRXJKW,
should pay you a visit in case you wDQWWRWDONDERXWWKLV´
Bridget made scrambled eggs while he told her about how he had struck a deal
with Lambert to work on the story alone, but thought it now impossible to continue
without the support of his paper.
³,PLJKWDVZHOOJRRYHUWR-DFN´KHVDLG³WHOOKLPHYHU\WKLQJ,NQRZDQGOHW
KLPGRWKHMREWKDW5DIDHOZDQWHGPHWRGR´

)"Q!
!

!

Bridget divided her scrambled eggs, which looked more like a giant omelet with
FKXQNVRIFKHHVHLQLWWKHQVOLGWKHWZRKDOYHVRQWRKHUVDQG(OOLRWW¶VSODWHV(OOLRWt cut
the bread into six slices, three for each and poured black coffee for him and her.
³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDW,ZDVWKLQNLQJZKHQ,DFFHSWHG5DIDHO¶VRIIHU´KHVDLG³7KLV
whole thing is too PXFKIRUPH´
³,WKRXJKWZHZHUHJRLQJWRGRWKLVWRJHWKHU´%ULGJHWVDLG³:HKDYH/LQGEHUJ¶V
e-PDLOVWKDW¶VDVWDUWULJKW"´
³<HDKEXWJRLQJDIWHUDOOVHYHQSURSHUW\GLUHFWRUV/LQGEHUJKDGEHHQ
corresponding with will take ages, and we blew our chance with Lindberg yeVWHUGD\´
³'LG)UDQNUHSO\WR\RXUPHVVDJHV"´
³/HWPHFKHFN´+HZHQWWRWKHEHGURRPWRIHWFKKLVSKRQH+HGLGQ¶WZDQWWRWHOO
%ULGJHWDERXWKLVGHWRXUWR.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQWODVWQLJKW2QKLVZD\EDFNKRPHKH
had messaged Frank again. Returning to thHWDEOH(OOLRWWVKRRNKLVKHDG³1RWKLQJQR
reply. Even with the leaked e-mails,GRQ¶WNQRZZKHUHWRVWDUW´
³)ROORZWKHPRQH\´%ULGJHWVDLG³7KDW¶VZKDW/LQGEHUJVDLGLIZHZDQWWRWDON
to the people ZKRGHFLGHKRZWKLQJVDUHUXQ´
Elliott thought aERXWWKLV)URP/LQGEHUJ¶VH-mails he had a rough picture of how
the incentive deal came together. The correspondence between the consultant and the
property companies showed how they drafted the different clauses that were to become
the incentive deal in the housing reforms. But he had been so focused on Lindberg and
the roles of the property companies, that he had forgotten about those in the finance
industry. Now he doubted that exposing the people behind the incentive deal would be

)"P!
!

!

enough to stop the housing reforms program. For that he had to dig deeper and that was
ZKHQ/LQGEHUJ¶s follow-the-money made sense.
³,WKLQNLW¶VWLPHZHWU\RXWVRPHWKLQJQHZ´(OOLRWWVDLG
³:KDWDERXW/LQGEHUJ¶VH-PDLOVLVQ¶WWKDWZKDW\RXZHUHORRNLQJIRU"´
³:H¶YHfocused too long on the pla\HUVLQWKHSURSHUW\LQGXVWU\´
³$QGZHJRWWKHVHH-mails that prove how they fixed the incentivHGHDO/HW¶V
VWLFNZLWKWKDW´
³,NQRZEXW/LQGEHUJZDVULJKWZKHQKHVDLGZHVKRXOGIROORZWKHPRQH\7KLVLV
a fiscal crisis so the key players are to be found among the finance industry, not the
SURSHUW\LQGXVWU\´
%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WORRNKDSS\DQGKHUHPHPEHUHGWKHYLUXVGHEDFOHZKLOHWKH\ZHUH
FRS\LQJGDWDRII/LQGEHUJ¶VKDUGGULYH³+RZPXFKGLG\RXSD\IRUWKDWDQWLYLUXV"´
³,W¶VQRWWKDW,W¶VMXVWZH¶YHJRQHWKURXJKDORWRIWURXEOHWRIHWFKWKHH-PDLOV´
³,NQRZEXWZHKDYHWRFXWRXUORVVHVDQGPRYHRQ,GRQ¶WZDQWWRVSHQGWKHQH[W
few days chasing directors at developers. What about WKHLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUV"5LJKW"´
³:KDWDERXWWKHP"´
³:HOOLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVRQO\XQGHUZULWHWKHGHEWWKH\VHOOWKHERQGVRQWKH
FLW\¶VEHKDOIDQGHDUQDIHH,W¶VWKHERQGLQYHVWRUV ZKRZLOOJHWUHSDLG+ROGRQ´
(OOLRWWIHWFKHGKLVODSWRSIURPWKHEHGURRPDQGRSHQHGWRGD\¶VQHZV3UHVLGHQW
Bolton and Mayor Alberta were scheduled to meet today to discuss her request for a
IHGHUDOEDLORXWIRU1HZ<RUN(OOLRWWRSHQHG\HVWHUGD\¶VVWRU\RQ6WDQGDUG 3RRU¶V
ZDUQLQJWKDWLWZRXOGGRZQJUDGH1HZ<RUN¶VFUHGLWUDWLQJLI3UHVLGHQW%ROWRQUHMHFted
her appeal for a bailout.
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³%RQGLQYHVWRUV´KHVDLGDQGVKRZHG%ULGJHWWKHVWRU\RQ6WDQGDUG 3RRU¶V
³7KRVHZKRRZQPRVWRIWKHFLW\ VPLOOLRQERQGVGXH6HSWZLOOEHQHILWWKHPost
IURPWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
³+RZVR"´
³%RQGVDUHEDVLFDOO\GHEWWKDW\ou can sell and buy in the market. When S&P cut
the city's bond rating to junk status it signals to investors that the city's ability to repay its
debt is in doubt. No one wants to hold on to debt from someone who may not be able to
repay it, so investors sell the bonds and their prices fall. In fact, prices have been falling
ever since it became clear that New York waVKHDGLQJIRUDILVFDOFULVLV´
Elliott clicked on a graph that showed tKHSULFHPRYHPHQWRI1HZ<RUN¶V
PXQLFLSDOERQGV³/RRNWKHFLW\ VEond prices plunging here. It says the price on the 5\HDUERQGVKDYHGURSSHGWRFHQWVWRWKHGROODU,JXHVVWKDWPHDQVDQSHUFHQWGURS´
%ULGJHWSRLQWHGDWWKHVWRU\³,WVD\VKHUHERQG\LHOGVURVHZKDWDUH\LHOGV"
³1RLGHD7KHSRLQWLVVRPHRQe who owned the bonds from the first day they
were issued by the city until yesterday would have suffered an 80 percent lost on his
investment. However if someone had bought the bonds yesterday and held on to them
until they mature on Sept. 25, that person would have made an 80 percent capital gain on
KLVLQYHVWPHQWDVVXPLQJDQGWKDW¶VDELJLIWKHFLW\LVDEOHWRUHSD\in full that debt on
Sept. 25.
³:KDWDERXWLQWHUHVWUDWHV"'RQ¶WERQGVFDUU\LQWHUHVWUDWHV"´
³6XUHEXWDWWKLVSRLQWOHW¶VQRWDVVXPH interest rates. If you buy the bonds at these
GHSUHVVHGSULFHV\RX¶UHJRLQJWREHWRQPDNLQJDKHIW\FDSLWDOJDLQFRPHGXHGDWH´
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%ULGJHWQRGGHG³7KHVHERQGVDUHWUDGHGevery day in the market so anyone could
buy them for cheap and wait for the city to UHSD\LQIXOO´
³:HPXVWILQGRXWZKRRZQVPRVWRIWKHVHERQGVEHFDXVHWKH\DUHWKHRQHVZKR
VWDQGWRZLQWKHPRVWLIWKHFLW\SDVVHVWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´(OOLRWWOLFNHGWKHUHPDLQLQJ
FUXPEVIURPWKHSODWHZLVKLQJWKHUHZDVPRUHRI%ULGJHW¶VVFUDPEOHGHgg/omelet. Then
KHUHDFKHGIRUKLVSKRQHDQGSXOOHGXSWKHQXPEHURIDIRUPHU0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶V
business desk reporter who had extensive contacts in the financial industry.
³:KDW DUH\RXGRLQJ"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³7U\WRJHWXVDQ appointment with a brokeraJH´
#
The glass tower shimmered under the sun and reflected the surrounding
skyscrapers of the financial district in Downtown Manhattan. Elliott looked up at the
building and wondered what it was like working up there where people made money out
of money. +HNQHZWKHYHQWXUHFDSLWDOLVWVZKRKDGLQYHVWHGLQ/LVD¶VFROODERUDWLYHsearch project had their eyes set on listing her company on the stock exchange. Invest a
few millions dollars in a startup, and reap a billion dollars on an initial public offering,
DVVHWYDOXDWLRQWKDW¶VKRZWKH\SOD\HGWKHJDPH/LVDZRXOGEHILOWK\ULFKRYHUQLJKWDQG
he was helping her get up there, for nothing.
Elliott and Bridget entered the building, and after registering at the lobby and
going through the security screening, they headed for the 34th floor. The design of Kaida
6HFXULWLHV¶OREE\ZDVDSOD\RIEODFNDQGJUD\VKDGHVLQWKHFKRLFHRIIXUQLWXUHFDUSHW
and wall decoration. It might have been intended to have a calming effect but the
pervading sense was that of coolness punctuated only by the single presence of a human
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being sitting behind a desk. A woman with a short haircut asked Elliott and Bridget to
take seats while she notified their host.
Their host was Paula, a fixed-LQFRPHDQDO\VWZKRP(OOLRWW¶VIULHQGUHFRPPHQGHG
for any questions about the bond market. Paula was friendly and the go-to person for
reporters looking for market gossips or quick comments about moves in bonds. She
emerged out of a door, wearing sleeves rolled up to her elbow like a deliberate insult to
her immaculate office. Right behind her was Timothy, the public relations officer who
would accompany Bridget while she took pictures of the dealing room. Bridget had told
'DZVRQVKHZDQWHGWRXSGDWHWKHSDSHU¶VVWRFNSKRWRVRIILQDQFLDOPDUNHWUHODWHG
pictures. This gave Elliott an excuse to talk to Paula in her office rather than try to get her
talking to him over the phone.
While Timothy led Bridget into the dealing room, Elliott was seated in a small
meeting room, not unlike the one in his own office.
³6R\RXVDLG\RXZDQWHGWRDVNPHVRPHWKLQJ"´3DXODDVNHG
³7KLVLVDERXWWKH1HZ<RUNLQIUDVWUXFWXUHERQGVWKH;7 series´KHVDLG
³7KHPLOOLRQWKDW¶VGXH6HSW"´
³<HV,VLWSRVVLEOHWRILQGRXWZKRERXJKWWKHVHERQGVGXULQJWKHVHGDWHV"´+H
asked and showed her the dates over the past month where bond prices have fallen.
³0D\,NQRZZKDWWKLVLVIRU"´
³,MXVWQHHGEDFNJURXQGLQIRUPDWLRQQRWKLQJRQUHFRUGRIFRXUVH´
³,VKRXOGFKHFNZLWKP\FRPSOLDQFHRIILFHU,GRQ¶WWKLQNVKH¶OODSSURYHLW´
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³,WKRXJKW\RXVXEVFULEHWRDWHUPLQDOIURPZKHUHWKLVGDWDLVUHWULHYDEOH"´(OOLRWW
DVNHG³6RWHFKQLFDOO\DQ\RQHDPRQJWKHSXEOLFFDQDFFHVVWKDWGDWDLIWKH\VXEVFULEHWR
WKHWHUPLQDO´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZDERXWWKLV´
³$OO,QHHGLVMXVWDTXLFNORRNDQG,¶OOZULWHLWGRZQ on my notepad, no electronic
WUDLODQGQRSDSHUWUDLO´
³:KDWGR\RXSODQRQGRLQJZLWKWKHLQIRUPDWLRQ"´
³,¶GOLNHWRNQRZWKHERQGKROGHUVZKREHQHILWVWKHPRVWRQFHWKHFLW\KDVVHFXUHG
IXQGLQJWRUHSD\WKHERQGVZKHQWKH\PDWXUH6HSW´
³+PP,FDQVHHWKDWZRXOGPDNHDQLQWHUHVWLQJVWRU\´3DXODVDLG³%XW,FDQ
only show you what brokerages bought or sold the bonds but not the investors on whose
EHKDOIWKH\FDUULHGRXWWKHWUDQVDFWLRQ´
³:K\"´
³7KDWNLQGRILQIRUPDWLRQLVFRQILGHQWLDO%URNHUDJHVGRQ¶WGLVFORVHWKHQDPHVRI
WKHLUFOLHQWVMXVWDVEDQNVGRQ¶WJLYHRXWWKHLUV<RX¶OOKDYHWRFRQWDFWWKHEURNHUDJHV
LQGLYLGXDOO\WRILQGRXWRQZKRVHEHKDOIWKH\SXUFKDVHGWKHERQGV´
Bummer. That meant more leg work to follow up on that.
³$OOULJKWDWOHDVW,JRWVRPHWKLQJWRZRUNRQ´
³&RPHZLWKPH´3DXODVDLG
They walked out to the hallway and deeper into the office until they reached a
door protected by a security lock. Paula swiped her ID card, and they went through a
corridor which led to the dealing room. The room seemed to occupy about a half of the
EXLOGLQJ¶VIORRUDQGUHVHPEOHGDJLDQWFODVVURRPZLWKURZVRIGHVNVDQGODUJHPRQLWRUV
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Elliott spotted Bridget in one corner with Timothy who was playing with her camera.
Paula directed Elliott to a side room which was separated from the dealing room by a
glass pane. This was the research section for stock and bond analysts.
Paula walked to her desk and gestured for Elliott to grab a chair and sit next to
her.
³1RZOHWPHVHHWKRVHGDWHVDJDLQ´VKHVDLG
The $530 million, fixed-rate bonds due Sept. 25 were sold by the city five years
ago to fund the construction of a bridge and add a new road to JFK airport. Elliott showed
Paula the dates again.
³$KFOHYHU\RXXVHWKHQHZVDQJOHWRLGHQWLI\EX\LQJSDWWHUQV´VKHVDLG³$XJ
ZDVWKHGDWH0D\RU$OEHUWDPHQWLRQHGWKHSRVVLELOLW\RIGHIDXOWLQJRQWKHERQGV´
Paula typed a command on her screen and a graph popped up with what looked
like a profile of a mountain range with peaks and valleys.
³,I\RXORRNDWWKLVJUDSKKHUHWKHUHDUHDQXPEHURISRLQWVZKHUHLWZRXOGKDYH
EHHQZLVHWREX\WKHERQGV´VKHVDLG6KHSRLQWHGDWWKHERWWRPRIHDFKYDOOH\RYHUD
two-PRQWKSHULRG³7KHUule of thumb is to buy low and sell high. As obvious this may
sound, it's actually difficult to pinpoint where exactly the bottom or the peak will be,
VPDUWLQYHVWRUVPD\KDYHDQDSSUR[LPDWLRQRIZKHQWKH\VKRXOGEX\DQGZKHQWRVHOO´
The graph showed a descending price trend, with each new peak forming at a
lower price level than the preceding peak and each new valley forming a new low.
³'HPDQGIRUWKHERQGVLVORZ´3DXODVDLG³:LWK1HZ<RUNDWULVNRIGHIDXOWLQJ
this actually affects all municipal bonds across the country. No one wants to hold them
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and those who do, buy them only if prices are low enough for them to compensate for the
KLJKHUULVNRIGHIDXOW´
³'RZHNQRZZKRKDYHEHHQWKHELJJHVWVHOOHUVRIPXQLFLSDOERQGV"´
³7KHUHZDVDUHSRUWDIHZweeks ago showing how institutional investors such as
EDQNVDQGPXWXDOIXQGVKDYHORQJGLYHVWHGWKHPVHOYHVRII1HZ<RUN¶VERQGV´3DXOD
VDLGWKHQVKHORRNHGDW(OOLRWW³$QGQRZ\RX¶UHWU\LQJWRILJXUHRXWZKR¶VEHHQEX\LQJ
the most7KDW¶VDQLQWHUHVWLQJDQJOH´
³%XWLIDOOWKHVHELJLQYHVWRUVDUHVHOOLQJZRXOGQ¶WLWIOXVKWKHERQGPDUNHWZLWK
1HZ<RUNERQGV"´
Paula turned her monitor so that Elliott had a better view of a table with a list of
brokerage names.
³+HUHDUHDOOWKHEURNHUDJHVWKDWERXJKWWKH bonds on Aug. 21., ranked by value
RIWKHLUERQGSXUFKDVHV,¶GZULWHGRZQWKHWRSILYHELJJHVWEX\HUV´
Elliott pulled out his notepad and did just that. Paula then typed in a different date
where prices have reached a new low, and another table popped up with a new list of
brokerages. He wrote these down as well, and did the same for the other four dates that
he had asked her to look up.
³'R\RXQRWLFHVRPHWKLQJ"´3DXODDVNHGSRLQWLQJZLWKKHUSHQDWWKHWDEOHRQWKH
screen.
³<HV7KHVHWKUHHEURNHUDJHs here have bought all the bonds over the past two
GD\V´
³/RRNDWWKHYDOXHRIWKHSXUFKDVHV´3DXODVDLG³/HWPHWU\VRPHWKLQJ´

))J!
!

!

6KHHQWHUHGWRGD\¶VGDWHDQGDJDLQWKHWKUHHEURNHUDJHVFDPHRQWRSRQthe list of
the biggest buyers.
³<RXZDQWWRNQRZZKR RZQVPRVWRIWKHERQGVGXH6HSW"´3DXODVDLG
WDSSLQJKHUSHQRQWKHVFUHHQ³7KHVHWKUHHEURNHUDJHVPLJKWEHDJRRGSODFHWRIROORZ
XS´
³6R,GRQ¶WQHHGWRORRNDWZKRHYHUERXJKWERQGVRQRWKHUGDWHV"´
³1RMXVWORRNDWWKHDPRXQWWKH\ERXJKWVLQFH0RQGD\7KDW¶VDORW,WKLQN\RX
PD\KDYHVRPHWKLQJLQWHUHVWLQJJRLQJRQKHUH´VKHVDLG³%XWLW¶OOEHGLIILFXOWWRILQGRXW
ZKRWKHUHDOLQYHVWRUVDUHEHKLQGWKHWKUHHEURNHUDJHV+RZHYHUMXVWEHFDXVHLW¶VWKH
VDPHWKUHHEURNHUDJHVGRHVQ¶WPHDQLW¶VWKH VDPHLQYHVWRUVEHKLQGWKHP´
³:KDWGR\RXWKLQN":KDW¶VPRUHOLNHO\"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
3DXODUDLVHGKHUH\HEURZV³7KHEX\LQJSDWWHUQVXJJHVWVWKHUH¶VVRPHRQHRXW
WKHUHZKR¶VDFFXPXODWLQJWKHVHERQGV,OLNHWKDW,I\RXHYHUZULWHDVWRU\RQWKLV,¶G
love WRUHDGLW´
Elliott thanked her for her time and walked out to the lobby where Bridget was
already waiting for him.
On their way down, Elliott suggested grabbing a late lunch at a café where he
could access the Internet and make phone calls. Normally he would have headed back for
WKHRIILFHEXWVLQFHKHSURPLVHG/DPEHUWWKDWKHZRXOGQ¶WOHWDQ\RQHNQRZWKDWKHZDV
working on the incentive deal story, he would have to make use of public Internet access.
Bridget knew just the place. They walked up the five minutes to get to the café
which was crowded by office workers holding meetings or getting their caffeine fix
before returning to office. Elliott snatched a table at a corner that was drenched in
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sunlight despite the skyscrapers surrounding the café. They each bought a sandwich at the
counter and returned to the table where he told her what he found out.
³1RZZKDW"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
7KDWµZKDW¶ZDV1DQF\6FKZDUW]DQGKHUQLJKWO\UDGLRVKRZ³7KH1RLVH´
1DQF\¶VVKRZIRFXVHGRQWKHVWRULHVEHKLQGILQDQFLDl news, compromising mostly of
gossip and rumors about companies, investors, regulators, and politicians that provided to
many listeners context to what were they reading in the papers. Many of her loyal
listeners were stock traders and individual investors who tuned in after a hard working
day to check the Noise for rumors that might move stocks the next morning. Not all of
what she reported turned out to be true, but for some it was enough simply knowing what
was circulating out there in the ether of financial gossips to prepare for the market day
ahead. Elliott met her during a two-day press junket to Philadelphia by a German
automaker.
³,KDYHDFRQWDFWZKRP,FDQDVNWRILQGRXWWKHLQYHVWRUVEHKLQGWKHWKUHH
EURNHUDJHV´(OOLRWWVDLG³/HW¶VKRSHVKH VWLOOUHPHPEHUVPH´
%ULGJHWGLGQ¶WVHHPWREHOLVWHQLQJVKHZDVORRNLQJRXWVLGH
³%ULGJHW"´
³7KHVHWZRPHQWKH\NHHSORRNLQJLQRXUGLUHFWLRQ´VKHVDLG
The men she meant were across the street. One was reading a newspaper on a
bench and another was leaning on a post as though waiting for someone to pick him up.
Every now and then, however, they would look at the café.
³:KRDUHWKH\"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³*RRGTXHVWLRQV6RDUH\RXJRLQJWRPHHWWKDWFRQWDFWRI\RXUV"´
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³,KDYHWRFDOOKHUILUVW'R\RXZDQWWRFRPHDORQJ"´
³1R,¶GOLNHWRWU\VRPHWKLQJGLIIHUHQWDVZHOO´
³/LNHZKDW"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
Bridget grabbed her backpack and jacket.
³,¶OOWHOO\RXODWHU´
#
Bridget crossed the street and walked passed the two men who had been watching
the café. She turned right into a narrow street and headed up for Broadway, suspecting
WKDWRQHRIWKHPZRXOGIROORZKHU'LGQ¶W5DIDHOVD\KLVPHQZRXOGNHHSDFORVHZDWFK
on her and Elliott? He showed up uninvited twice, once when she hung out with Alfonso
and Boris, WKHQZKHQKHWRRNKHUDQG(OOLRWWIRUDULGHWR/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH+DOIZD\
through the block, she abruptly turned around, and as she retraced her steps she spotted
one of the man walking straight at her. So they were following her an Elliott. She stopped
in front of a shoe shop as if checking out the latest model in the window display. She let
the man passed behind her as she thought of what to do next.
She could try to lose him, she could let him follow her or, and this was a more
interesting option, she could try to follow him instead. Unlike when she was trailing
Elliott, this time no drone was monitoring her moves. It was time to turn the table on
Rafael and show up uninvited at his place.
To follow the man she would first have to lose him. She resumed walking toward
Broadway and overtook her follower, who was chatting on his phone. Scanning for
opportunities to sneak out of view, she saw ahead on the other of the street, a group of
people heading in the same direction. They were apparently tourists, an older couple with
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their three grown up children of about her age. She quickened her pace and cross the
street to walk in front of the group, then she slowed her pace again so that she almost
looked as though she was part of the group. The group of six people was dense enough to
make it difficult for anyone behind them to spot her in front. The family turned left into
Broadway, causing a temporary blind spot for her follower. She entered a café to her left,
and as the group continued walking, she spotted the man passing by her. He continued to
follow the family, unaware that she was no longer in front of them. She stuffed her jacket
inside the backpack, wrapped a scarf around her head to defuse her appearance and with
backpack in hand, left the café.
Outside she crossed Broadway and walked along cover of parking cars from
where she could observe the man still following the family. A moment later he realized
his mistake and turned around. The man retraced the path back to the corner, went inside
the café, walked out then looked around. Bridget was watching him from the entrance of
a Deli.
A couple of minutes he spoke to his phone again, then continued to walk. Bridget
stepped out of the Deli while sticking close by the cover of parking cars and vans. She
felt dL]]\NQRZLQJWKDWVKHZDVIROORZLQJRQHRI5DIDHO¶VPHQ6KHGLGQ¶WGDUHWKLQNLQJ
KHZRXOGWDNHKHUWRWKHWHUURULVWV¶KLGHRXW7KHPDQFRQWLQXHGZDONLQJXS%URDGZD\
and entered Fulton station. The subway, this was going to be tricky.
Hanging back she saw him pass the turnstile and heading for the platform for
trains going to Brooklyn. She left the station, crossed the street, then reentered and went
to the same platform from a different entrance. Leaning against one of the metal pillars
that lined up the platform, she observed the man from afar. When he stepped into the J
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Train, she jumped in as well. Inside the train she walked through the cars, closing the
distance to him, until she was riding in the car next to his. They rode for about half an
hour before the man stepped off at Marcy Avenue in Brooklyn.
Bridget emerged out of the subway station and spotted the man walking down the
Avenue. She let him walk a bit further away before resuming her trail. He was talking on
the phone and hardly looked around as he walked, indicating familiarity with the
surrounding. So Rafael and his men must be hiding somewhere nearby. The man turned
right into 5th Street and Bridget hurried along, fearing he might disappear on her like she
did on him earlier. She turned the corner and to her relief saw him still walking in front.
It was like a curtain had fallen in front of her and wrapped her up, engulfing her in black
cotton fabric as she felt ropes tightening around her and pressing her limps against her
body. A push sent her falling forward into the shoulder of a man who then carried her.
All she could do was wiggle like a worm while she heard the sliding door of a van
opening just before he threw her inside.
#
Elliott met Nancy at Hannover Park in downtown Manhattan. She had agreed to
help him on the condition that she could use whatever information they might find for her
RZQUDGLRVKRZ:LWK(OOLRWW¶VVWRULHVRQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOPDNLQJKHDGOLQHVDFURVVWKH
city over the past few days, he knew Nancy was hoping to tap into some of the leads he
was working on. Fair enough. If he wanted to make headway in finding out the names of
the big bondholders, he would have to set aside rivalry.
Dressed in a trench coat and puffing a cigarette. They hugged and she nodded to
the building across the street.
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³7KDW¶VP\IULHQG¶VRIILFHXSWKHUH´VKHVDLG³:H¶UHJRLQJWRSD\KLPDYLVLW
Most of the time I work by phone, but there are some things you must do in person, and
WKLVLVRQHRIWKHVHWKLQJV¶¶
They walked up to the building but had to wait outside aVSROLFHZRXOGQ¶WOHW
DQ\RQHLQVLGHRWKHUWKDQSHRSOHZRUNLQJLQWKHUHDQGUHJLVWHUHGJXHVWV³-RVHSKLVJRLQJ
WRFRPHGRZQDQGPHHWXV´1DQF\VDLG
³<RXUIULHQG"´
³<HV+H¶VDERQGWUDGHUDQGNQRZVDWKLQJRUWZRDERXWZKRbought what, when
DQGKRZPXFK´
,WGLGQ¶WWDNHORQJIRU-RVHSKWRVKRZXS$OWKRXJKPDQ\SHRSOHZRUNLQJDW:DOO
6WUHHWOLVWHQWR1DQF\¶VUDGLRVKRZWKH\ZRXOGQ¶WNQRZKRZVKHORRNHGOLNH6WLOO-RVHSK
seemed apprehensive to be seen alongside with her, and he let them two buildings away
LQWRDQDOOH\WKDW¶VXVHGE\VHUYLFHSHUVRQQHO
³:KDWGR\RXZDQW"¶¶KHDVNHGZLWKWKDWKXVKHGWRQHWKDWDWILUVW(OOLRWWPLVWRRN
for fear of being found out talking to Nancy, but then recognized as impatience with a
hint of annoyance. Elliott knew this all to well from his own experience of talking with
irritated sources.
³,QHHG\RXWRILQGRXWZKRERXJKWWKHVHERQGVVLQFH0RQGD\¶¶6KHDVNHG
unfazed by his mood. Nancy held out her hand and Elliott gave her the piece of paper
with the names of the three brokerages that had been buying the bonds.
³:KRWKLV¶VJX\"´-RVHSKDVNHGQRGGLQJLQ(OOLRWW¶VGLUHFWLRQ
³7KDW¶V(OOLRWW GriffinIURP0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
³&KULVWZK\GR\RXWDNHKLPKHUHIRU",VWKLVDSUHVVFRQIHUHQFHRUZKDW"´
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³,ZDQWKLPWRPHHWP\VRXUFHLQSHUVRQOHWKH WKLQNV,¶PPDNLQJWKLQJVXS´
³<HDK"´-RVHSKH\HGKLPVXVSLFLRXVO\³+RZGR,NQRZKHZRQ¶WSODVWHUPy
QDPHDOORYHUKLVQHZVSDSHU"´
³&RPHRQ-RVHSK´1DQF\VWXEEHGRXWKHUFLJDUHWWHDQGIOXQNLWLnto a garbage
FDQ³<RXNQRZWKDW¶VQRWKRZUHSRUWHUVZRUNEHVLGHVZH¶UHDVNLQJIRUEDFNJURXQG
LQIRUPDWLRQQRWTXRWHV´
³7KDW¶VULJKW,MXVWQHHGWKHQDPHVRIWKHLQYHVWRUV´(OOLRWWVDLG
Joseph looked at them both then read the dates and the bond series on the paper.
³7KLVLVWKHERQGHYHU\RQHLVVRZRUULHGDERXWPLOOLRQDQGQRPRQH\WR
SD\´KHVDLG³<HDK,VXUHUHPHPEHUWZRRIWKHVHGDWHV7KHUHZDVDIOXUU\RIEX\LQJRQ
Monday just after the kidnapping and on Tuesday after the New York Times broke news
DERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
³,WZDV(OOLRWW¶VSDSHUWKDWUDQWKHQHZVILUVW´1DQF\VDLGFRUUHFWLQJKLP³6R
how long does it take for you to find out who owns these bonds?''
³,QHHGWRPDNHVRPHSKRQHFDOOV´
1DQF\ORRNHGDWKHUZDWFK³&DQ\RX make it before 6 p.m.? If anything
LQWHUHVWLQJFRPHVXS,¶GOLNHWRUXQLWIRUP\VKRZWRGD\´
³,VHHZKDW,FDQGR´
³:K\GRHVDQ\RQHZDQWWRVQDSXSWKHVHERQGV´(OOLRWWDVNHG³'RWKH\NQRZ
VRPHWKLQJWKHUHVWRIXVGRQ¶W"´
³,GRQ¶WWKLQNVR´-RVHSKVDLG³(YHUVLQFHWKHDWWDFNRQ%HUHDDQG\RXUSDSHU
running the story on the incentive deal, the situation has become too fluid to know for
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VXUHZKDW¶VJRLQJWRKDSSHQZKHQWKHFRXQFLOYRWHV$QGHYHQLIWKH\GLGNQRZ
VRPHWKLQJWKH\ZRXOGQ¶WZDQWWRIOLUWZLWKLQVLGHUWUDGLQJ´
³7KHVHDUHERQGVQRRQHZDQWVULJKW"´(OOLRWWDVNHG³7KH\¶UHFKHDSEXWYHU\
ULVN\´
³5LVN\EHFDXVHWKHPDUNHWLVOHVVVXUHWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVZLOOJHWDSSURYHG´
-RVHSKVDLG³6RHLWKHUVRPHRQHLVYHU\FRQILGHQWWKHFLW\ZLOOrepay them, then reap a
KHIW\SURILWRQWKHFDSLWDOJDLQRUWKHUH¶VVRPHWKLQJILVK\JRLQJRQKHUH´+HZDYHGWKH
SDSHUDWWKHP³,¶OOEHWLW¶VWKHODWWHU´
#
Bridget stared at the obstacle to her freedom, a white metallic cell door with a port
in the middle for cuffing the prisoner. A bare, low-watt light bulb, a folding chair and an
old table were the only creature comforts against the barren, window-less walls that
surrounded her. Up in one corner of the ceiling a camera was watching her. Great, now

what?
They had snatched her from the street so fast, that by the time she realized what
was happening, she was already inside a van. Judging by how short the ride was, she
figured she was still somewhere around Williamsburg in Brooklyn. But after had they
dumped her in the basement cell, loosening the ropes so she could free herself, they had
inexplicitly left her alone. No one came by to question her, and after waiting for what
seemed like an hour, her fear had given way to impatience. She looked up at the camera,
wondering whether Rafael had simply forgotten about her.
³%ULGJHWFDQ\RXKHDUPH"´5DIDHO¶VYRLFHFDPHIURPDERYH6KHWXUQHGWRLWV
direction and spotted a speaker mounted to the ceiling next to the camera.
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³5DIDHO"´
³<RXQHHGWRJHWRXWRIWKHUH´
³:K\GRQ W\RXWHOOWKDW\RXUPHQ"´
³7KHUH VQRRQHLQWKHKRXVH´
³6RDP,VXSSRVHGWRNLFNGRZQWKHGRRU"´
³,¶OORSHQWKHGRRUIRU\RXUHPRWHO\%XWEHIRUe I do, listen to me carefully. Once
\RXJHWRXWRIWKLVURRP\RX¶OOILQGDSKRQHULQJLQJLQDORFNHULQWKHDGMDFHQWJXDUG
URRP,W¶VLQVLGHDEDFNSDFNZLWKVSDUHVXUYLYDOJHDUV*RWLW"´
³2ND\,JRWLWEXWZKDW¶VJRLQJRQ"´
The door emitted the sound of a metallic click and when Bridget pushed, it slowly
swung open.
³*RQRZ´
She stepped into a hallway and immediately heard the faint ringing of a phone
behind the door in front of her. She opened that door and the guardroom. It was just as
barren as her cell with the exception of a few monitors on the table, and the locker from
which the ringing came from. She found the cheap phone in the backpack and answered
it.
³*RRG´5DIDHOVDLG³,QVLGHWKHORFNHU\RX¶OOILQGDVNLPDVNDQGDMDFNHW3XW
both on. We¶OOQHHGWRGLVJXLVH\RX´
She did as she was told, sporting the jacket which was two sizes too big and put
on the ski-mask.
³0LQGWHOOLQJPHZK\DP,VXSSRVHGWRORRNOLNHDFULPLQDODJDLQ"´
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³6WD\RQWKHSKRQH7KHUH¶VDVPDOOZLQGRZE\WKHKDOOZD\,Iyou look to your
OHIW\RX¶OOXQGHUVWDQGZK\´
She returned to the hallway and saw it had three more cells, all empty. The small
window was in the back and she walked up to it and pulled aside the curtains. She was
indeed in the basement and looking out she only had a ground view of the street in front.
Cars were parked on both sides but otherwise the street was empty.
³:KDWDP,ORRNLQJDW"VKHDVNHGEXWLPPHGLDWHO\VDZZKDWVKHZDVVXSSRVHG
to see. A black van was parked to her left and next to it were half a dozen police officers
LQWDFWLFDOJHDUVZLWKDVVDXOWULIOHDWWKHLUUHDG\³+RO\VKLW´
Bridget weighed her options. There's nothing wrong with telling the police who
she was and explaining what she was doing her. She was kidnapped after all. But Rafael
had read her mind when he directed her into wearing this outfit with phone in hand. Her
camera with her press credentials were gone and she was alone in a house that SWAT
officers were about to raid in search for armed terrorists. She had no intention of going up
against the police. Not again.
³5DIDHOSOHDVHWHOOPH\RXKDYHDQHVFDSHSODQ´VKHVDLG
³,ZLOOFRPHWRJHW\RX%XWOLVWHQFDUHIXOO\7KHHQWLUHKRXVHLVERRE\WUDSSHG
Now there are cameras everywhere so I know where you are but be extremely careful
ZKHUH\RXWUHDG*RWLW"¶
³'LG\RXVD\EREE\WUDSSHG"´
³<HVVREHFDUHIXO´
³2ND\´%ULGJHWZDWFKHGWKH6:$7RIILFHUVIRUPLQJDOLQHE\WKHYDQRQHPDQ
carried a ram.
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³1H[W:HKDYHVPDOOGURQHVLQVLGHWKHKRXVH2QHRIWKHVHGURQHVZLOOJXLGH
\RXRXWRIWKHKRXVH,WLVZDLWLQJIRU\RXLQWKHKDOOZD\RQWKHILUVWIORRU'RQ¶WJRXS
\HW:DLWIRUP\JR´
The SWAT team were rushing passed by her, boots stamping on the ground, and
they assembled by the front door.
³5DIDHOWKH\¶UHDERXWWREUHDFKWKHIURQWGRRU´
³:DLW´
The officer with the ram walked up to the front door and with one, two swings
busted the door open with a loud bang and as the first officers rushed in, a faint spray of
haze shot down from the doorway. The officers ducked, cursed and coughed and
retreated with hands covering their eyes. From inside the house smoke came out drifting
out.
³1RZ´
Bridget ran up the stairway, pushed open the door, looked to her left, and saw the
drone, the size of a hand, hovering at eye level. The spot where the open front door
should have been was shrouded in thick smoke and she could feel the familiar sting of
tear gas in her eyes. When she looked ahead again, the drone was already gone, and she
KHDUG5DIDHO¶VYRLFHFDOOLQJKHUIURPWKHSKRQH6KHUDLVHGWKHSKRQHWRKHUHDU
³)ROORZWKDWGURQHGRQ¶WZDLWDURXQGDQGVWD\RQWKHSKRQH´
³5LJKW´
From the front door through the smoke, she could hear the police returning. She
walked deeper into the house and stopped when the hallway branched into two and she
VWLOOFRXOGQ¶WVHHWKHGURQH
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³:KLFKZD\ZKLFKZD\"´
The drone flew out from a room on the right hallway, hovering by the doorway as
it waited for her. She was about to walk up to it when Rafael hissed her to stop.
³:KDW"´
³7KHUH VWULSZLUHLQWKDWKDOOZD\FDUHIXOQRZ´
She spotted the fine threat that run across the hallway by a few inches above the
ground. She stepped over it then walked toward the drone as it flew back into the room.
Behind her she heard the police rushing through the front door.
She picked up her pace and run into a coffee table that was partly blocking the
hallway, her phone slipped off and skidded all the way to the kitchen to her left.
Cursing, Bridget ran up to the kitchen and couldn't find her phone. Above her she
heard the whir of the drone following her. She crouched and saw the phone lying under a
cabinet near the backdoor. She could hear Rafael asking her something as she picked up
WKHSKRQH³, PVWLOOKHUH´she said.
³, PLQWKHNLWFKHQQHDUWKHEDFNGRRU´
³'RQRWWRXFK-.´
A rattling next her sent her spinning around. Through the curtained glassed
section of the backdoor she could see someone shaking out of control then collapsing.
³«WKHGRRUNQRELW VHOHFWULILHG´
³:KDWQRZ"´
³:DLW7KHSROLFHDUHEDFNLQWKHKRXVH0\GURQHVZLOOEX\\RXWLPH:DLWIRU
P\JR´
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She saw a group of four drones flying pass her in the hallway and a moment the
SROLFHVKRXWLQJ³6KRRWGRZQWKRVHGURQHV´
The sound of gun fire rocked the house.
³*RJRQRZ´5DIDHOVDLG
She ran toward the room on the other side of the hallway and as she rushed inside,
she heard police already in the hallway heading in her direction. They must have spotted
her. She shut the door and locked in. It was a bedroom with a writing desk, a big
wardrobe, and a window facing out the street.
³:KDWQRZ",¶PWUDSSHGKHUH´
³3XVKWKHZDUGUREHDVLGH´
She went to the wardrobe and just then the police were banging at the door. It
ZRXOGQ¶WWDNHORQJIRUWKHPWREUHDNWKURXJK7KURXJKWKHZLQGRZVKHVDZPore SWAT
officers heading for her room. She pushed and pushed until she saw an opening in the
wall behind the wardrobe. She kept pushing until the opening was big enough for her to
squeeze through. Just then a spurt of gunfire rattled through the room and the door
crashed open.
She stood in the hallway of a different house.
³*RXSWKHVWDLUZD\LQIURQWZDWFKIRUWKHWULSZLUHDWWKHERWWRP´
She ran to the front of the house with the SWAT officers in the bedroom on her
tail. She found the stairway, spotted the tripwire at the bottom, and ran up the stairs to the
first landing.
³5XQWRWKHGRRUDWWKHYHU\HQGRIWKHKDOOZD\´5DIDHOVDLG
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Below she could hear the officers running up the stairways and seconds later a
blast shocked the entire house, and she fell, her phone dropping again. There was a sound
of wood splintering and collapsing behind her. She picked up her phone, turned around
and saw the stairway was completely gone with the two police officers lying on top of a
pile of rubble.
She saw the open door at the end of the hallway and the window that led out to
the roof. Running toward the door, she felt a slight tug at her ankle and a sting in her
thigh. Stopping by the doorway she looked down.
³7KHUH VVRPHWKLQJVWLFNLQJRXWRIP\OHJ´VKHVDLG and pulled out that thing,
raised it to her face and saw it was a dart. She felt her consciousness escaping and when
she made a step forward she was falling onto the carpet and the last thing she saw was the
light shining through the open window and climbing into the room was Rafael.
³%ULGJHW´
#
(OOLRWWWKRXJKWWKDWEHFDXVHRI1DQF\¶VSRSXODUUDGLRVKRZKHURIILFHDW/DID\HWWH
Street would be as spacious and luxurious as those of the brokerages she reported about.
Far from it. Walking up the creaky stairs to a loft that her office shared with three or four
other businesses, he saw the same deteriorating state of Manhattan reflected inside. The
wallpapers were stained, a stack of broken heaters and kitchen equipment were left inside
the broken elevator on the third floor, and inside everywhere was the musky smell of wet
carpet where pipes must have leaked.
Nancy shoved Elliott into her room, which was separated from the rest of her
office by two tall shelves at a windowed corner. She told him to wait as she prepared for
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her show. He looked around to find himself surrounded by books. They were mostly
about the financial markets, the economy, the law, directories and references which on
WKHZKROHZDVLPSUHVVLYHEXWVRPHZKDWGLOXWHGE\WRGD\¶VVWDQGDUGEHFDXVe of the
Internet. Elliott picked a book on the latest trend in Internet technology and made himself
comfortable as he waited for Nancy to return.
$WDERXWSP1DQF\RSHQHGWKHGRRU³6RUU\WRKDYH\RXNHSW\RXZDLWLQJ´
she said. She sat at her desk aQGORJJHGLQWRKHUFRPSXWHU³-RVHSKVHQWXVDQLFHOLVW´
She gestured for Elliott to grab a chair and come over to her desk. Joseph had sent
her an e-mail with a list of 12 names that sounded like they were names of investment
IXQGV(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WUHFRJnize any of them. Next to their names were the amounts and
dates of the bonds they purchased. Nancy reached for her desk phone.
³/HW¶VWDONWR-RVHSK+H¶VH[SHFWLQJRXUFDOO´VKHVDLGDQGZKHQVKHJRWKLP
online, she put him on speaker phone.
³(YHU\RQHKDSS\ZLWKWKLV"´-RVHSKDVNHGVRXQGLQJQRWVRJUXPS\DVWKHILUVW
time he met him.
(OOLRWWQRGGHGWKHQTXLFNO\DGGHG³WKDQN\RXWKDW VH[DFWO\ZKDWZHZDQWWR
know. However you said earlier that there might be something fishy about the bond
transactions"´
³,ZDVDERXWWRH[SODLQVWKLV´-RVHSKVDLG³'R\RXKDYHWKHWDEOHLQIURQWRI
you?''
³<HV´
³$V\RXFDQVHHWKHUHZDVVRPHPDVVLYHEX\LQJRYHUWKHSDVWIHZGD\V7KHVH
investment funds gobbled up almost of the bonds. Normally about half of municipal
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bonds like these ones are owned by retail investors, people like you and me who want to
invest in something safer than stocks or corporate bonds but offering a higher return than
bank deposits. But in this case here, the bonds are almost completely owned by the 12
QDPHV,VHQW\RX´
³,QWHUHVWLQJDQ\LGHDZKDWWKLVPHDQV"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³7KHILUVWWKHRU\WKDWFRPHWRPLQGLVWKDWWKHVHLQYHVWRUVDUHFRQILGHQWWKHFLW\
ZLOOQRWGHIDXOWRQ6HSW´
³6RZKHQWKHFLW\VHWWOHVWKHERQGVWKH\¶UHEHWWLQJRQprofiting from the capital
JDLQ´1DQF\VDLG7XUQLQJWR(OOLRWWVKHDGGHG³WKDW¶VKRZLQYHVWRUVW\SLFDOO\SOD\RQ
H[SHFWDWLRQV´
³5LJKWEXWWKHUH¶UHWZRSUREOHPVZLWKWKLVWKHRU\´-RVHSKVDLG³-XVWDERXW
every big institutional investor has been dumping municipal bonds because they are way
more safer investments out there. So buying these bonds which are at immediate risk of
defaulting, goes against this trend. Second, if we assume the 12 investors know
VRPHWKLQJWKHUHVWRIXVGRQ¶WPDWHULDOLQIRUPDtion, then that could be insider trading
DQG,GRQ¶WWKLQNWKH\¶UHVWXSLGHQRXJKWREHLQYROYHGLQWKDW´
³:KDWLVWKHRWKHUSRVVLEOHH[SODQDWLRQWKHQ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³1RZUHPHPEHUWKDWWKH\ERXJKWXSDOOWKHERQGVDIWHUWKHNLGQDSSLQJDQGDIWHU
the story on the incentive deal ran. The terrorist threat and public criticism against the
LQFHQWLYHGHDOKDYHSXWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDWULVN´
³7KHERQGSULFHGURSSHGWRLWVORZHVWOHYHO´1DQF\VDLG
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³<HVUHIOHFWLQJWKHKLJKHUULVNRIGHIDXOWLQJEXWSULFHLVQRWZKDWPDWWHUVKHUH´
-RVHSKVDLG³7KLVPD\VRXQGZHLUGEXW,WKLQNWKHVHLQYHVWRUVDUHQ¶WDFWLQJ
LQGHSHQGHQWO\´
³<RXPHDQWKH\¶UHDFWLQJOLNHDFRQVRUWLXPRUDV\QGLFDWH"´1DQF\VDLG
³([DFWO\,WKLQNWKDWDVDV\QGLFDWHWKH\DUHDQWLFLSDWLQJ1HZ York defaulting on
LWVERQGV´
³6RZKDWGRHVWKDWPHDQ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³,WDONHGWRP\IULHQGDWWKH2IILFHRI0DQDJHPHQWDQG%XGJHWWKHLVVXHURIWKHVH
bonds here, and told him about the 12 investors. He said if New York were to default on
the bonds and start negotiating on a debt restructuring, the city will then have to negotiate
ZLWKWKHVHLQYHVWRUVZKRSUDFWLFDOO\RZQDOORIWKDWGHEW$QGWKDW¶VJRLQJWREHWRXJK
,QRWKHUZRUGVWKH\¶UHVHQGLQJDPHVVDJHWKDWGHIDXOWLQJRQWKHGHEWLVQRWDQHDV\ way
out of the housing reforms. A default, as bad as it already is, will come with even more
GLUHFRQVHTXHQFHVDWWKHQHJRWLDWLRQWDEOHZKHQUHVWUXFWXULQJWKHGHEW´
³6RDOOWKLVIOXUU\RIERQGEX\LQJLVWRLQFUHDVHSUHVVXUHRQ1HZ<RUNWRDSSURYH
the houVLQJUHIRUPV"´1DQF\DVNHG
³([DFWO\´-RVHSKVDLG
³/HWPHJHWWKLVVWUDLJKW´(OOLRWWVDLG³DIWHUWKHNLGQDSSLQJDQGWKHLQFHQWLYH
deal, the city has been under pressure from the terrorists and public criticism to drop the
housing reforms. Without the reforms, banks refuse to sell new bonds to pay for the
maturing $530 million and so New York will have to default on that debt. But now these
12 investors step in and basically tell New York that if for some reason you choose to
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default we will make sure that negotiating a debt restructuring deal will be extremely
FRVWO\´
³&RVWO\LQWKHVHQVHWKDWWKH\PLJKWGHPDQGVWHHSEXGJHWFXWVWRPDNHXSIRUWKH
FLW\GHFOLQLQJWRFXWDIIRUGDEOHKRXVLQJVSHQGLQJ´1DQF\VDLG
³:H¶UHWDONLQJDERXWIXUWKHUFXWVLQHGXFDWLRQSROLFHILUHVHUYLFHVKRVSLWDOVHWF´
Joseph said.
³6RWKHLQYHVWRUVDUHSXVKLQJEDFN´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGKHWKRXJKWDERXWKRZ
Madison Vanguard had come under pressure from the high-placed friends of Bennett to
stop pursuing the incentive deal sWRU\³7KH\ZDQWWRPDNHVXUHWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOZLOO
KDSSHQ´
³7KH\PXVWZDQWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVUHDOO\EDG´1DQF\VDLG³EHFDXVHWKDW¶VQRW
KRZLQYHVWRUVQRUPDOO\EHKDYH´
³7KHWHUURULVWWKUHDWDJDLQVWWKHFLW\RYHUSROLF\UHIRUPVLVXQXVXDOWRR´-RVHph
VDLG³3HUKDSVXQXVXDOWKUHDWVFDOOIRUH[WUDRUGLQDU\PHDVXUHV´
³,¶OOKDYHWRWDONWRRQHRIWKHVHLQYHVWRUVWRILQGRXW´(OOLRWWVDLG
They thanked Joseph for his help and Nancy turned to Elliott, with pen in hand.
³0\VKRZVWDUWVLQPLQXWHV,¶Ptrying to figure out whether to just reveal the
names of the 12 investors or wait and dig out some more information first. But then your
SDSHUPD\EHDWPHZLWK\RXURZQVWRU\WRPRUURZPRUQLQJ´
³'RQ¶WZRUU\1DQF\,¶P not writing this up for today -.´
TherHZDVDNQRFNRQDGRRUDQGRQHRI1DQF\¶VDVVLVWDQWSRNHGKLVKHDGLQ
³3ROLFHIRXQGWKHNLGQDSSHUV¶KLGHRXW´WKHDVVLVWDQWVDLG
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Nancy grabbed her remote controller and flicked on the TV on a cabinet by the
window. The presenter on screen recapped the breaking news of the past two hours. A
police tactical team had stormed a house in Williamsburg which they suspected was used
by the terrorists as their hideout. There had been conflicting reports about whether they
were or were not terrorists inside at the time of the raid. The tactical team had to retreat
after triggering a series of traps that injured three officers. Police believed that one of
these traps also triggered a fire that consumed the entire house in an attempt to destroy
evidence. Elliott watched the footage of the Williamsburg neighborhood taken from a
helicopter. It showed a street filled by the blue and red flashes of police lights, ambulance
and fire trucks and next to that the billowing black smoke of a burning house.
#
7KHQRLVHVHHSHGLQWR%ULGJHW¶VPLQGDVXQGLVWLQJXLVKDEOHVRXQGVOLQJHULQJDWWKH
margin of her dim awareness until they pulled her out of her sleep. She was hearing
voices, people talking nearby, perhaps in a different room. She sensed light stroking her
closed eyelids and felt the cushion of a chair underneath her.
When she opened her eyes, she found herself sitting on a wheelchair with her
hands and feet strapped onto it. Squinting she looked up to see a table full of boxes that
were either half packed or half unpacked. There was so much stuff in in the room. In one
corner were studio lightings, tripods, umbrellas and other photograph equipment and in
another corners were gas canisters, gas masks, cans of paint and littered on the floor and
on the desk were various clothes and uniforms. It looked like the backstage of a theater or
a movie set, she couldn't quite place all the material into a singular activity other than
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perhaps acting. Then she felt a slight throbbing pain in her head, probably from the fall
when the drugs knocked her out, and she remembered her escape from that house.
³$K\RX¶UHDZDNH´VDLGDZRPDQIURPEHKLQG%ULGJHWWXUQHGKHUKHDd to see
Adrienne folding a shirt and placing it on top of a pile of clothes. She walked up to her,
released the wheel look, and stepping behind the wheelchair, rolled her into the hallway.
³:KHUHDP,"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³&DQ¶WWHOO\RXWKDW´$GULHQQe said.
The voices she earlier heard came from the kitchen and Adrienne rolled her
inside. The kitchen was decked in a country-style cabinetry with wooden countertops and
a porcelain sink. The two windows above the sink had their blinds drawn down, but as no
light came through she estimated it was already dark outside. She could hear the sound of
traffic clear enough to suggest that they were on the second or third floor of an apartment.
)RXURI5DIDHO¶VPHQZHUHVLWWLQJDURXQGDWDEOHZRUNLQJRQWKHLUODSWRSVand
sorting out papers. Her backpack was at the foot of the table. Rafael was scrubbing hard
on a grease covered pot in the sink and when he saw her, his face lit up.
³:HOFRPHEDFNWRWKHZRUOG´KHVDLGDQGVLJQDOHGWR$GULHQQHWREULQJKHU
closer to him. Bridget was rolled to the end of the table where Adrienne locked her
wheels again.
³5DIDHOQHHGVDZRUGZLWK\RX´VKHVDLGSDWWLng her shoulder before leaving.
³<RX¶YHEHHQNQRFNHGRXWIRUWZRKRXUV´KHVDLGDVKHWXUQHGWRIDFHKHU³+RZ
do you feeO"´
³,KDYHDELWRIDKHDGDFKH´VKHVDLG³:KHUHDP,"´
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³<RXGRQ¶WQHHGWRNQRZ´KHVDLG+HWXUQHGDURXQGWRIDFHKHU³,¶PVRUU\
about tying you up on this wheelchair, but you were following Xavier and we GRQ¶WNQRZ
ZKDWWRPDNHRILW´
³,ZDVIROORZing him because I got tired RIEHLQJIROORZHGE\\RXUPHQ´
³$QGZKDWGLG\RXH[SHFWWRDFFRPSOLVKE\IROORZLQJ;DYLHU"´+HDVNHG+H
went over to the stove and turned on the flame underneath a pot.
³)LQGRXWZKHUH\RX¶UHKLGLQJ´
³7KDW¶VWKHVRUWRIWKLQJZHFDQ¶WKDYH\RXGR´
%ULGJHWVKUXJJHG³7KHUHDUHDORWRIWKLQJV,ZDVQ¶WVXSSRVHGWRGREXWGLG
DQ\ZD\´
³7UXHDQGWKDWPDNHV\RXXQSUHGLFWDEOH´5DIDHOVWLUUHGWKHSRWDQG%ULGJHWFRXOG
VPHOOWKHPLQFHLQVLGH%RORJQHVHVDXFH³+HQFHWKHZKHHlchair. BHUWUDQGVDLG\RX¶UHD
KDQGIXO´
³%HUWUDQG"7KHELJJX\"´
³<HV$UH\RXKXQJU\"´
%ULGJHWZDVQ¶WEXWLIHDWLQJGLQQHUPHDQVJHWWLQJRXWRIWKHZKHHOFKDLUVKH
GLGQ¶WPLQGHDWLQJQRZ³:KDWDUH\RXPDNLQJ"´
³(YHU\RQHVD\V,¶PDWHUULEOHFRRNEXWQRt when it comes to Spaghetti
%RORJQHVH´KHVDLG³<RXPXVWEHKXQJU\DIWHUDOOWKHIXQ\RXKDGWKLVDIWHUQRRQ´
³:KDWKDSSHQHGEDFNWKHUH"´
Rafael leaned against the sink with his arms folded across his chest and a kitchen
towel over his shoulder. He looked different somehow and BridgHWZLVKHGKHZDVQ¶WD
criminal.
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³)LUVW\RXVKRZHGXSDQGZHKDGWRSXW\RXLQRQHRIRXUFHOOVZKLOHILJXULQJRXW
ZKDWWRGRZLWK\RX7KHQWKHSROLFHVKRZHGXSDQG,GRQ¶WNQRZKRZWKH\IRXQGRXW
about that place but theUHWKH\ZHUH,W¶VJRRGWKDWWKHKRXVHZDVHPSW\´
³,VDZHPSW\FHOOVLQWKHEDVHPHQW´
³$V\RXFDQSUREDEO\JXHVVWKDWKLGHRXWZDVPHDQWIRUNeeping hostages if we
KDGDQ\´
Rafael turned off the flame then took a plate from the drying rack, loaded it with
Spaghetti and poured the Bolognese sauce all over it.
6KHKHDUG$GULHQQHFRPLQJEDFNWRWKHNLWFKHQ³*X\V,QHHGVRPHKHOSZLWK
SDFNLQJ´
³,¶PQRWGRQHKHUH´RQHRIWKHPHQSURWHVWHG
³,¶OOKHOS\RXRXWODWHU´$GULHQQHVDLGDQGWXUQLQJWR%ULGJHW ³%Hcareful with
5DIDHO¶VFRRNLQJ´
³'RQ¶WPLQGKHU´5DIDHOVDLG³6KH¶VMXVWMHDORXVP\%RORgnese tastes better than
KHUV´
The four men closed their laptops, gathered together their papers and shuffled out
of the kitchen along with Adrienne who on her way out threw a napkin at Rafael.
³$Q\ZD\WKDWZDVDFORVHFDOOWKHUHZLWKWKHSROLFHUDLG´KHVDLG
³,VWKHUHDQ\ZD\WKHSROLFHFDQILQGRXW,ZDVWKHUH"´
5DIDHOVKRRNKLVKHDG³2QFHWKHKLGHRXWKDVEHHQFRPSURPLVHGZHWULJJHUHGD
fire to burn it all down. BesidHV\RXGLGQ¶WOHDYHDQ\WKLQJ´
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+HSODFHGWKHSODWHRQWKHWDEOHDQGWXUQHG%ULGJHW¶VZKHHOFKDLUDURXQGVRVKH
faced the meal. It did look good. She was staring at the Spaghetti, while Rafael fetched a
fork and spoon and sat down by the table.
³6RRQHPRUHWLPH:K\ZHUH\RXIROORZLQJ;DYLHU"´KHDVNHGDVKHPL[HGWKH
Spaghetti with the Bolognese sauce. Bridget began to suspect that he would spoon feed
her.
³$V,VDLG,JRWWLUHGRIEHLQJIROORZHGDURXQG´VKHVDLG
He lifted the fork with a bite fill of spooled Spaghetti and brought it closer to her
mouth. She hesitated but then opened her mouth, taking the entire heap in one bite and a
slurp at the end. There was something homey about the taste of meaty mince that filled
her with simple content.
³$QGLI\RXKDGIRXQGRXWZKHUHZH¶UHKLGLQJ:KDWZRXOG\RXhave done
QH[W"´5DIDHODVNHG
,WZDVQ¶WDTXHVWLRQWKDWRFFXUUHGWRKHUDWWKDWWLPH6KHVLPSO\ZDQWHGWRILQG
KLVKLGHRXW³,WKRXJKW,PLJKWMXVWNQRFNDW\RXUGRRU´
³:K\"´
Rafael fed her another bite, then rose from his chair and came back with a glass of
water and a straw. He put the glass next to the plate and angled the straw toward her so
she could drink by herself.
³,GRQ¶WNQRZWKHUHDUHPDQ\TXHVWLRQV,ZDQWWRDVN\RX´VKH said.
³,W¶VUHFNOHVV7KHUH¶VDORWRISUHSDUDWLRQJRLQJLQWRPHHWLQJ\RXDQG(OOLRWW:H
KDYHWRPDNHVXUHZHOHDYHQRWKLQJEHKLQGRUHOVHWKH)%,FDWFKHV\RX,W¶VQRWMXVWIRU
youUVDIHW\EXWIRURXUVDVZHOO´
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³,NQRZWKDW´
³<RXKDYHWREHFDUHIXODURXQGXV´5DIDHOVDLGZKLOHGLJJLQJWKHIRUNLQto
Spaghetti for another bite.
³7KHQZK\GR\RXKDYHWREHDWHUURULVW"´6KHDVNHGDQGQRWLFHG5DIDHOSDXsing,
then looking in her eyes.
³,ZLVK,ZDVQ¶W´KHVDLGDQGJUDEEHGDQDSNLQIURPWKHWDEOH
She watched him dapped the corner of her mouth. For an instance she strained against the
straps that held her down in an impulsive move to touch his face too. She realized then
how far away he really was, that their worlds were only meant to cross not to merge
despite her being this close to him, that the time they had spent together were just fleeting
PRPHQWV6KHFRXOGVHHWKLVNQRZOHGJHLQ5DIDHO¶VH\HVDVDGQHVVSDVVLQJRYHUKLPDQG
all she wanted now was to hold him and not let go.
#
Elliott finished eating the last bits of his microwave heated meal while going
through the files of each of the 12 investors he had compiled information of on the
Internet. They were all private investment funds, whose members included some of the
richest people in this country. Not that these funds disclosed their members, but he
spotted a few articles where one tech billionaire mentioned in passing his investments in
one of these funds and this gave him an idea of how exclusive the membership of these
funds must be.
Now KHKDGWRIRUPDSLFWXUHRIDOOWKHSLHFHVKHKDG/LQGEHUJ¶VH-mails showed
how the consultant and the property developers drafted the incentive deal. But as Elliott
suspected the web of people pushing for the housing reforms extended to the finance
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industry. The bond transactions data he obtained from Joseph pointed to a small group of
investors who bought up most of the $530 million bonds to become the majority
bondholder, a move he suggested was to discourage the city from considering a default.
As Nancy said it was an unusual move for bond investors and to him this signaled a
deliberate attempt to push for the housing reforms and therefore were the kind of people
Elliott had to expose as well.
Elliott had spent the last two and half hours researching at home and was getting
WLUHG+HVWLOOQHHGHGWRUHSO\WR3HWHUVVRQ¶VH-mails as Lisa was readying the public
launch of the collaborative search project next month. He was going through his e-mail
inbox when his phone on the desk vibrated.
<Elliott?> Frank said.
+HKRSHGWKLVZDVQ¶WDQRWKHURQHOLQHUOLNHODVWWLPHZKHQ)UDQNGLGQ¶WERWKHUWR
reply.
<Frank?>
,¶PVRUU\,FRXOGQ¶Wget in touch with you earlier.>
<Rafael has been busy. He tried to kidnap Lindberg, then police found his
hideout.>
<I know. Sorry about Lindberg.>
<Why was he after him?>
/LQGEHUJ¶VH-mails suggest that he knows about the mole in the city. He knows
about me.>
<They caught you?>
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1REXW/LQGEHUJDQG7\OHUNQRZWKHUH¶VDPROHLQWKHFLW\DGPLQLVWUDWLRQZKR
has been leaking information, the incentive deal for one.>
<But I got that from Katherine myself.>
<You got it from Katherine after I got it first and passed it on to Rafael.>
<So Rafael tried to get Lindberg talking and find out what he knows about the
mole?>
<That was the plan. But now that the police is protecting him, we deFLGHGLW¶VQRW
worth the risk.>
<So what happens now?>
<I have to lay low for a while.>
<I'm not doing that great either.>
Frank would need to know that he had his hands tied since Bennett ordered the
paper to drop the investigation on the incentive deal.
<What happened?> Frank asked.
0\SDSHULVGURSSLQJWKHVWRU\RQWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOZH¶UHRIILFLDOO\QRORQJHU
chasing this. Bennett, the owner, has received complaints from his friends in high places.
TKH\GRQ¶WOLNHXVSRNLQJLQWRWKHSHRSOHEHKLQGWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO,WGRHVQ WORRNJRRG
on him if his paper advocates issues that run counter to his friends' interest.>
<So your papHUZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\DWDOO"!
<I struck a deal with Managing Editor /DPEHUWVR,FDQVWLOOFKDVHWKHVWRU\,¶P
DORQHRQWKLVP\SDSHUZRQ¶WEHKHOSLQJRXW:HKRSHWRUXQDVWRU\EHIRUHWKHFRXQFLO
votes, but only if by then I have found enough material for a story that will force the
council to vote against the reforms
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<And did you find anything so far?>
<I actually have a few names that may be worth looking into.>
<Tell me.>
<I thought you have to lay low for a while?>
7KHUH¶VQRWPXFKWLPH7KHFRXQFLOZLOOYRWHVRRQLI\RX¶UHOHDGLVVWURQJ,
GRQ¶WPLQGWKHULVN!Elliott sent Frank the names on the message.
5HPHPEHU(OOLRWW\RX¶UHQRWDORQHLQWKLV:H¶OOKHOS\RXRXW!
Frank logged off and Elliott noticed he had received a text message from Jack.
³+H\(OOLRWWWKRXJKW\RXPLJKWILQGWKLVLQWHUHVWLQJ´-DFNVDLG and sent a link to
a story. Elliott clicked on it and read the latest piece from his competitor.
The report Comptroller Tyler met with five hedge funds last night. A quick glance
at their names revealed that they were among the list of 12 investors Elliott had on his
list. The secret meeting between Tyler and the five hedge funds appeared to be a push for
an agreement on the housing reforms by some of WKHFLW\¶VELJJHVWFUHGLWRUV
Elliott sighed. Jack was leading the coverage on the housing reforms, which
should be a good thing as it kept the pressure on the city. With the council set to vote on
Monday, Elliott had only two days left to stop the housing reforms program. He already
knew what to do next, follow the money and interview one of the investment fund
owners.
#
The Manhattan Municipal Building towered over City Hall Park and its
surroundings like a colossal beehive. From behind its stone façade, over two thousand
HPSOR\HHVIURPDGR]HQPXQLFLSDODJHQFLHVUDQ1HZ<RUN¶VEXUHDXFUDF\$PRQJWKHVH
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agencies was the Office of the New York City Comptroller which this morning had
LQYLWHGUHSRUWHUVWRDSUHVVFRQIHUHQFHRXWVLGHXQGHUWKHEXLOGLQJ¶VFRORQQDGH7\OHUZDV
WRUHVSRQGWRODVWQLJKW¶VQHZVWKDW3UHVLGHQW%ROWRQKDGUHMHFWHG1HZ<RUN¶VEDLORXW
request.
Elliott had read about it while riding the subway on his way to the press
FRQIHUHQFH3UHVLGHQW%ROWRQIHDUHGWKDWEDLOLQJRXW1HZ<RUN¶VPLOOLRQERQGV
might prompt other distressed municipal borrowers to ask for the same treatment. With
no federal assistance forthcoming, all eyes were on Comptroller Tyler. He had two days
left to clinch the housing reforms deal that investment bankers were demanding in return
IRUWKHPWRVWDUWVHOOLQJWKHFLW\¶VERQGVDJDLQ
Emerging from the subway station underneath the Municipal Building, Elliott
IROGHGWKHQHZVSDSHUDQGSXWLWLQVLGHKLVEDJ+HGLGQ¶WFRPHKHUHWRKHDU7\OHUWDONLQJ
On the list of people attending the press briefing was Robertson of Quasar Investment,
one of the twelve investors that had bought up almost all of the $530 million bonds. He
needed to get Robertson explain to him why he and the other eleven investors
accumulated the bonds. As Nancy had said it was an unusual move for investors to snap
up these risky bonds. If this was their deliberate attempt to discourage the city from
dropping the housing reforms and considering default, then these twelve investors were
the people most likely responsible for the housing reforms. Exposing their motives was
(OOLRWW¶VEHVWFKDQFHRIVWRSSLQJWKHUHIRUPVDQGDYRLG5DIDHO¶VWHUURUFDPSDLJQ7DONLQJ
to Robertson was his priority.
A crowd of reporters had already assembled by the stairs in front of a speaker
SRGLXPZDLWLQJIRU7\OHUWRDUULYH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶V$QLWDVWRRGQHDUWKHSRGLXP
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and ElliotWGHFLGHGWRKDQJEDFNE\WKHFROXPQV6LQFHKHZDVRIIGXW\KHGLGQ¶WZDQW
Anita to see him and ask him what he was doing here. Jack stood next to Anita,
fraternizing with the competition. When she looked around, probably to see whether
Tyler was coming, Elliott stepped back behind the column and almost bumped into
Katherine who deftly avoided him. She walked around him then continued up to the
front. Elliott could only stare at her. Had she been standing behind him without him
knowing? On the other side, he saw Tyler and his entourage finally arriving, prompting
the usual hustle in the crowd as reporters prepared their recorders and notes, and the
television crew adjusted their microphones. Tyler stepped behind the podium and waited
for a few seconds untiOKHKDGHYHU\RQH¶VDWWHQWLRQ+HWKHQKHOGXSWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHV
paper before him.
³*X\VZKDWLVWKLV"´7\OHUDVNHGSRLQWLQJDW-DFN¶VDUWLFOH³:H¶UHGRLQJDOOZH
FDQWRGHIHQGWKHFLW\¶VEHVWLQWHUHVWVDQG\RX¶UHQRWKHOSLQJXVE\OHDNLQJLQIRUPDWLRQ
OLNHWKLV´
$PXUPXUZHQWWKURXJKWKHFURZG:DVQ¶WWKLVSUHVVEULHILQJDERXW3UHVLGHQW
%ROWRQ¶VEDLORXWUHMHFWLRQ"7\OHUDV(OOLRWWVXVSHFWHGZDVSUREDEO\MXVWYHQWLQJVWHDP
after Jack wrote about his supposedly secret meeting with five hedge funds. The New
<RUN7LPHVDUWLFOHVXJJHVWHGWKHILYHKHGJHIXQGVDOORIZKRPZHUHRQ(OOLRWW¶VOLVWRI
the twelve big investors, were trying to press Tyler into accepting the housing reforms.
³2YHUWKHSDVWIHZGD\VZH¶YHKDGFRQILGHQWLDOLQIRUPDWLRQOHDNHGWRWhe press
and published: the incentive deal and now this closed-GRRUPHHWLQJ´7\OHUVDLG³/HWPH
WHOO\RXWKDW\RXUVWRULHVDUHPDNLQJLWKDUGHUIRUPHQHJRWLDWHWKHEHVWGHDOIRUWKHFLW\´
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He took a long sweep of the room as though he was reprimanding a group of
elementary students. Jack was staring right back at Tyler and Elliott knew he must have a
few burning questions lined up. Tyler then introduced Robertson, a lanky man wearing a
dark brown business suit stepped up to the podium.
³,WLVLQRXULQWHUHVWWKDW1HZ<RUNFDQVWDQGXSRQLWVIHHWDJDLQ´5REHUWVRQ
VDLG³:HPLJKWDSSHDUDVWRXJKDQGZRUNLQJDJDLQVWWKHLQWHUHVWRIWKHSXEOLFEXWOHWPH
assure you that we are not. We want a strong New York, we want a city with a healthy
budget, not overburdened with debt so that it can spend the money more wisely for the
EHQHILWRILWVFLWL]HQV´
The man stepped aside and Tyler came forward again. He then addressed what
everyone came here for, which was his response to President Bolton turning down New
<RUN¶VEDLORXWUHTXHVW7KHUHMHFWLRQHFKRHGWKHILVFDOFULVLVZLWK7KH'DLO\1HZV
EDFNWKHQDQQRXQFLQJ3UHVLGHQW)RUG¶VUHMHFWLRQZLWKLWVLQIDPRXVKHDGOLQH³)RUGWR
&LW\'URS'HDG´$V0D\RU$OEHUWZDVVWLOOLQ:DVKLQJWRQDQGRQKHUZD\EDFN
reporWHUVLQ1HZ<RUNZHQWWRVHH&RPSWUROOHU7\OHUIRUWKHFLW\¶VILUVWUHVSRQVH
³1HZ<RUNZLOOQRWGHIDXOWRQLWVGHEW´7\OHUVDLGUHDGLQJIURPDVWDWHPHQW
3UREDEO\SUHSDUHGZHOOLQDGYDQFHRI3UHVLGHQW%ROWRQ¶VGHFLVLRQWKHVWDWHPHQW
suggested that Tyler would not be taking any questions after he was done reading.
³:HDUHPDNLQJSURJUHVVLQRXUQHJRWLDWLRQWRHQVXUHWKHSDVVLQJRIDKRXVLQJ
UHIRUPVWKDWZLOOUHJDLQWKHPDUNHW¶VFRQILGHQFHLQRXUILVFDOVWUHQJWK:HDUHRQWUDFN
with reforms and are commLWWHGWRSXUVXLQJDQ\HIIRUWQHHGHGWRPDNLQJWKHFLW\¶V
EXGJHWKHDOWKLHUVWURQJHUDQGPRUHVXVWDLQDEOH´
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Tyler continued reading in what every reporter by now must have realized was a
statement addressed to assuage the market. Trading had already opened at this hour, and
WKHILUVWRUGHURIWKHGD\ZDVWRPDNHVXUH1HZ<RUN¶VPXQLFLSDOERQGZHUHQ¶WIDOOLQJ
HYHQIXUWKHUDIWHU3UHVLGHQW%ROWRQ¶VUHMHFWLRQ(OOLRWWLPDJLQHGWKHPDUNHWURXWH[WHQGLQJ
WRPXQLFLSDOERQGVDFURVVWKHFRXQWU\DVWKHSUHVLGHQW¶Vdecision not to help New York
PHDQWRWKHUFLWLHVFRXOGQ¶WH[SHFWIHGHUDODVVLVWDQFHHLWKHU
(OOLRWWVSRWWHG5REHUWVRQVWDQGLQJWR7\OHU¶VOHIW+HZDQWHGWRPDNHVXUHWKH
IXQGPDQDJHUGLGQ¶WVQHDNRXWZKLOHKHZDVOLVWHQLQJWRWKHSUHVVFRQIHUHQFH,WZDV too
early to say which way Robertson would go once the press conference ended, so he
decided to stand closer to the front. His eyes wandered to Katherine who stood next to
Robertson on his right. Wearing a gray business suits with her hair tied in a ponytail and
holding a black folder, she was observing the crowd of reporters in front while
occasionally glancing at her boss speaking.
7\OHUILQLVKHGUHDGLQJKLVVWDWHPHQWDQGDIWHUVD\LQJKHZRXOGQ¶WWDNHDQ\
questions, thanked everyone for coming. Hands shot up and reporters began shouting
questions but the moment it was clear that Tyler was ignoring them, a few reporters broke
away from the rest to go after Tyler.
The comptroller headed back into his office followed by his press officials. While
a few reporters were trying to get Tyler say more, Elliott winded his way through the
crowd and went after Robertson who was heading in a different direction. He heard Anita
FDOOLQJRXW(OOLRWW¶VQDPHIURPEHKLQGKLPEXWKHLJQRUHGKHU+HRQO\KDGRQO\RQHVKRW
at Robertson. The hedge fund owner must have noticed Elliott following him as he turned
around.
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³7KHSUHVVHULVRYHUDQG,GRQ WWDNHTXHVWLRQV´KHVDLGDQGFRQWLQXHGZDONLQJ
(OOLRWWKDGGHFLGHGWRJHWWKLVPDQ¶VDWWHQWLRQZLWKLQIRUPDWLRQIHZSHRSOHNQHw about.
³,QRWHGWKDW\RXUKHGJHIXQGDORQJZLWKHOHYHQRWKHUVDFTXLUHGDOPRVWDOORIWKH
FLW\¶VPXQLFLSDOERQGVRYHUWKHSDVWWKUHHGD\V´(OOLRWWVDLG
Robertson slowed his walk, as Elliott detected his surprise.
³, PQRWWKHLQYHVWPHQWGLUHFWRU,GRn't keep track on everything we buy under
WKHVXQ´KHVDLG
³6LUWKHVHERQGVDUHWKHVDPHRQHVWKDWDUHGXH6HSWHPEHUVXUHO\\RXZRXOG
NQRZLI\RXUIXQGRZQVVXFKDODUJHDPRXQWRIWKHVHULVN\ERQGV´(OOLRWWVDLG
³,¶OOKDYHWRFKHFN´KHVDLG
³ ,I\RXFRXOGVSDUHILIWHHQPLQXWHVIRUDQLQWHUYLHZ´
³,GRQ¶WHYHQKDYHDPLQXWH´
³,¶PVXUHWKHSXEOLFZRXOGOLNHWRKHDU\RXUSRLQWRIYLHZEH\RQG\RXUEULHI
VWDWHPHQWWRGD\´
³:HDOUHDG\KDYHSXEOLF-UHODWLRQVRIILFHUVUHSUHVHQWLQJXVDQGWKH\¶UHGRLng a
ILQHMRE´KHVDLGDQG(OOLRWWVDZ5REHUWVRQZDVDSSURDFKLQJKLVSDUNHGFDU,WZDV
useless to ask him any questions. He needed to use his last chance to get him agree to an
interview.
³+RZDERXWOXQFK"´(OOLRWWDVNHGZKLOHSXOOLQJRXWKLVQDPHFDUG³,FDQH[SODLQ
what my source told me about them twelve funds that had bought so much of these
ERQGV´
He offered his card to Robertson who however turned around to face him.
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³)LUVW,GRQ¶WOXQFKZLWKUHSRUWHUVDQGVHFRQG,DOUHDG\NQRZDOODERXWWKHVe
WZHOYHLQYHVWRUV´
:LWKWKDWKHHQWHUHGKLVFDUDQGVKXWWKHGRRUOHDYLQJ(OOLRWW¶VQDPHFDUGLQKLV
hand. He put it away and walked back. He saw that most reporters had left already. Just
then he spotted Katherine talking with one of the reporters near the podium. Here was
DQRWKHUFKDQFHDOWKRXJKKHZDVQ¶WVXUHZKDWKHPLJKWJHWRXWRIWDONLQJWRKHU(OOLRWW
looked around then walked straight at her to roll out his routine introduction.
³+LP\QDPHLV(OOLRWWIURP0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´KHVDLGKRSLQJKHKDGQ¶W
LQWHUUXSWHGDQ\RQH³:HPHWWKHRWKHUGD\ZLWK7\OHUDWWKH*LOG´
³,GRUHPHPEHU´VKHVDLG³<RXVWRU\KDVVWLUUHGTXLHWDIX]]´
She must have meant the incentive deal, and he took her remark as a compliment,
DQRSHQLQJKHPXVWXVHZLVHO\³, was wondering whether it was possible to talk to Tyler
EHIRUHWKHFLW\FRXQFLOYRWHVRQ0RQGD\´
³,¶PVRUU\KHKDVQRWLPHIRULQWHUYLHZV´
³,¶PQRWORRNLQJIRUDVLW-GRZQLQWHUYLHZ´(OOLRWWTXLFNO\DGGHGUHDOL]LQJKHKDG
a foot in the door since KatherLQHGLGQ¶WRXWULJKWUHMHFWHGKLVUHTXHVW³3HUKDSV
somewhere in between his meetings, I could meet him for a fifteen-PLQXWHFKDW´
³,FDQVTXHH]HLQWHQPLQXWHVDWWKHPRVWDQGWKDWKDVWREHRQVKRUWQRWLFH´VKH
VDLG³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDW7\OHU¶VVFKHGXOHORRNVOLNHDVWKLQJVFKDQFHTXLFNO\´
³2IFRXUVH,FDQEHRQVWDQGE\´
(OOLRWWKDQGHGKHUKLVQDPHFDUGZKLOHWKLQNLQJZKDWHOVHWRVD\DVKHGLGQ¶WZDQW
the conversation to end just yet. Katherine accepted the card then nodded to someone
behind him.
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³,WKLQN\RXUJLUOIULHQGLVZDWFKLQJ\RX´
Girlfriend? Elliott turned around, and saw Bridget leaning against one of the
columns and waving at him. She walked up to him, and when Elliott looked back,
Katherine had already left.
³'XGH\RXMXVWVSRNHWR.DWKHULQHZHOOGRQH´%ULGJHWVDLG
³:KDWLVLW%ULGJHW"´
³5DIDHOZDQWVWRPHHWXV´VKHVDLG
³:DLWZKDWIRU",VWKLVDERXWWKH/LQGEHUJNLGQDSSLQJ"´
³1R+HDUUDQJHGDQLQWHUYLHZIRUXVZLWKSebastian 5HQWVFKOHU´
³:KR¶V5HQWVFKOHU"´
³2QHRIWKHWZHOYHLnveVWRUVWKHELJJHVWRIWKHP´
#
Elliott felt a hint of deja-vu as Bridget led him away from the stairs of the
Municipal Building. He remembered the tumultuous night that she and Rafael broke into
/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFHDQGKRSHGWKLVZDVQ¶WJRLQJWREHDQRWKHU outing. But Elliott needed an
interview with one of the twelve investors and Rafael somehow managed to secure an
appointment with the biggest of them, Sebastian Rentschler. How he managed to snag
that appointment, he would find out soon enough.
Elliott and Bridget walked the few blocks up to China town and found the
UHVWDXUDQWRQ0RWW6WUHHW+HUHFRJQL]HGRQHRI5DIDHO¶VPHQVWDQGLQJJXDUGQHDUWKH
entrance. They entered into a poorly lit restaurant. Rafael was sitting at a table in the far
back, facing the street and eating dumplings. Rafael made way for Bridget to sit next to
him, and Elliott took the seat across them.
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³,WKRXJKWZHZHUHQRORQJHURQVSHDNLQJWHUPV"´(OOLRWWVDLG
³)UDQNWKLQNVZHDUHVWLOO´5DIDHOVDLGEDODQFLQJDGXPSOLQJZLWKFKRSsticks as
KHGLSSHGLWLQWRVR\EHDQVDXFH³7KHUH¶VLVQ¶WDQ\WLPHOHIW:HPXVWSXVKIRUZDUG´
³%ULGJHWWROGPH\RXKDYHDQLQWHUYLHZDSSRLQWPHQWZLWKRQHRIWKHWZHOYHLQYHVWRUV"´
³6HEDVWLDQ5HQWVFKOHU+HUXQV3DQWKHRQ,QYHVWPHQW´
³,JDYH)UDQNWKHOLVWRILQYHVWRUVODVWQLJKW'LGKHIRUZDUGLWWR\RX"´
³<HVDQGWKLVPRUQLQJ,JRWKLVSKRQHQXPEHUFDOOHGKLPDQG,VDLG,ZDV\RX´
³<RXSUHWHQGHGWREHPHIRUWKHLQWHUYLHZ"´(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WEHOLHYHZKDWKH
heard.
³:HOO,FRXOGQ¶WVD\,ZDVPH,KDG WREH\RX´
³+ROGRQDVHFRQG<RXFDQQRWXVHP\QDPHWRDVNIRUDQLQWHUYLHZRUIRU
DQ\WKLQJHOVHIRUWKDWPDWWHU%HVLGHV\RXGRQ WJHWWRWHOOXVZKRZHLQWHUYLHZ7KDW¶V
QRWKRZZHZRUN´
³+RZHOVHDUHZHVXSSRVHGWRJHWWKHLQWHUYLHZ"´
³<RXFRXOGhave given me his number and I would have called him and set up the
LQWHUYLHZP\VHOI´
³7KLVPRUQLQJZHZHUHQ¶WRQVSHDNLQJWHUPV\HW´
Elliott sighed. He needed the interview but was it worth the risk hanging out with
Rafael again? Bridget touched Elliott's arm.
³+H\5DIDHOLVGRLQJXVDIDYRUKHUH´VKHVDLG³/HW VQRWVWUHVVRYHUKRZKHJRW
WKHDSSRLQWPHQWDQGMXVWGRWKHLQWHUYLHZ´
It was bothering him. It was bothering him that she was siding with Rafael, that
she was touching his arm, but was sitting next to Rafael. Did he miss something here?
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³$Q\ZD\WKLVLVRXUFKDQFHWRJHWWRWKHERWWRPRIWKLV´5DIDHOVDLG³7ZRGD\V
IURPQRZDQGDOOWKLVZLOOEHRYHU´
(OOLRWWZDVQ¶WFRQYLQFHG\HW
³:K\GLG5HQWVFKOHUDJUHHWRWKHLQWHUYLHZ":KDWGLG\RXWHOOKLP"´
5DIDHOSXVKHGDVLGHKLVHPSW\SODWHRIGXPSOLQJVDQGFOHDUHGKLVWKURDW³,
identified myself as you and said I was interested in talking about his investment in
PXQLFLSDOERQGV´
³'LG\RXPHQWLRQWKDW\RXNQRZKHZDVRQHRIWKHODUJHVWERQGKROGHUV"´
³<HVDQGKHMXVWDJUHHGWREHLQWHUYLHZHG´
(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WOLNHWKLVDWDOO,I5HQWVFKOHUZDQWHGWRWDONWRWKHSUHVVKHFRXOG
have hired a media consultant or held a press conference. Why would he agree to a cold
call-request for an interview from a UHSRUWHUDW0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGQRWH[DFWO\WKHFLW\¶V
most prominent newspaper these days?
³+HGLGQ¶WDVN\RXDQ\TXHVWLRQV"´
³1R´
³:KHUHDQGZKHQ"´
³:HOOWKDW VDELWRIDSUREOHP´%ULGJHWVDLG³+HOLYHVLQ:LQFKHVWHUMXVW
outside of Boston and the interview is scheduled for eight p.m.
³:HKDYHDERXWVHYHQKRXUVWRPDNHLWWKHUH´5DIDHOVDLG
³7RGD\"´
³<HV´ERWK5DIDHODQG%ULGJHWVDLG
³,FDQ¶WMXVWOHDYHWKHFLW\7KLVLVZKHUHHYHU\WKLQJLVKDSSHQLQJDOOWKHVRXUFHV
I need to talk to. Things aUHKDSSHQLQJIDVWZHFDQ¶WOHW´
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³(OOLRWW´%ULGJHWVDLG³<RXUNH\VRXUFHLV5HQWVFKOHU,I\RXJHWWKHLQWHUYLHZ
ULJKWWKDW¶VDOO\RXQHHG3HUKDSVODWHURQ7\OHUEXW\RXMXVWWROGPH.DWKHULQHPLJKWJHW
\RXDQLQWHUYLHZZLWKKLP´
³/LVWHQWR\RXUSDUWQHU´5DIDHOVDLG
Bridget was right. The key person he had to talk to was one of the twelve
investors. He had planned to spend the entire Friday trying to get one of the investors
talking. But judging from his experience with Robertson earlier this morning, the odds of
securing an interview appointment today was slim. Perhaps it was worth leaving the city
³$OOULJKW,¶PLQ´
%ULGJHWFODSSHGKHUKDQGV³:RQGHUIXO,ORYHURDGWULSV´
³,¶PQRWVRWKULOOHGDERXWGULYLQJDOOWKHZD\WR%RVWRQ´(OOLRWWsaid.
³,¶OOEHWKHGULYHU´5DIDHOVDLG
³:DLWDPLQXWH´(OOLRWWVDLG³<RXZDQWWRFRPHDORQJ"´
³<HV´
³$QGLI5HQWVFKOHUGRHVQ¶WWDON\RX¶OONLGQDSKLPLVWKDWLW"´
³,IZHZDQWHGWRNLGQDSKLPZHZRXOGQ¶WEHQHHGLQJ\RXIRUWKHLQWHUYLHZ´
³,PLJKWKDYHEHOLHYHG\RXLI\RXKDGQ¶WWU\WRNLGQDS/LQGEHUJ´
³7KDWZDVDQHPHUJHQF\+HNQHZDERXWWKHPROHLQWKHFLW\KHNQHZDERXW
Frank. Look, I must come along in case I must stand in for you since he knows my voice
QRW\RXUV´
³7KDW¶VDVKDN\H[FXVH´
³1RWKDW¶VFRYHULQJDOOHYHQWXDOLWLHV3UHSDUDWLRQLVKDOIWKHEDWWOHDQGZHFDQ¶W
VFUHZXSWKLVLQWHUYLHZ:H¶OOOHDYHWKLVDIWHUQRRQ,¶OOWHOO\RXWKHGHWDLOVODWHU´
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Rafael rose and paid at the cashier, then he walked out along with his men,
leaving Elliott and Bridget alone.
³<RXNQRZDERXWWKLVSODQ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³6RUWRIZKHQKHDVNHGPHWRIHWFK\RXKHH[SODLQHGDELWZKDWLWZDVDERXW´
³6R\RX UHFRPLQJDORQJDVZHOO"´
³2IFRXUVHZHKDYHWRWDNHSLFWXUHVRI5HQWVFKOHUGRQ WZH´
A road trip with the three of them was not what he had planned when he woke up
this morning.
³,¶PKHDGLQJKRPHQRZ´%ULGJHWVDLG³'R\RXJRWDQ\RWKHUSODQV":HFDQ
ZDLWDWP\SODFH´
³,¶OOGURSE\ODWHU´KHVDLG³,JRWVRPHWKLQJHOVHWRGRILUVW´
Bridget lefWDQGWKDW¶VZKHQKHQRWLFHGWKDWVKHZDVZHDULQJWKHVDPHFORWKHVDV
yesterday.
Elliott ordered lunch and it took him another half an hour to do what he wanted to
do and should have done much earlier. He pulled out his phone and called his colleague
Adam Porch who sat in the cubicle next to his in the office.
³+H\$GDP,QHHGWRORRNXSDSKRQHQXPEHURQDQDPHFDUGWKDW,OHIWRQP\
GHVNFDQ\RXORRNLWXSIRUPH"´
³6XUHKROGRQ´$GDPVDLGDQGKHKHDUGKLPZDONLQJRYHUWRKLVGHVN
³$OOULJKWZKDW, DPORRNLQJIRU"´
³7KHFDUGVKRXOGEHO\LQJVRPHZKHUHXQGHUWKHPRQLWRU/RRNIRU$JHQW)U\
)%,´
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(OOLRWWPHW$JHQW)U\DWKLVRIILFH+HGLGQ¶WFDUHLI5DIDHO¶VPHQIRXQGRXWKH
was talking to the FBI. Having Fry come to his office, at least gave the impression that it
was the agent initiating the meeting, not Elliott. After all Fry had met him in the office
twice already. This time he came alone, and Elliott led him to the same meeting room
where they first met. After bringing in coffee for Fry, he sat down at the table, unsure
how to start the conversation.
³7KDQN\RXIRUFRPLQJ´(OOLRWWVDLG³,GRQ¶WKDYHDQ\WKLQJWRVD\WR\RXEXW,
am hoping you could tell me more about these eco-WHUURULVWV´
)U\VKRRNKLVKHDG³<RXGUDJPHXSKHUHVR\RXFDQLQWHUYLHZPH"´
³,W VQRWDQLQWHUYLHZ,MXVWQHHGWRNQRZZKDW, PGHDOLQJZLWKKHUH´
Fry looked him LQWKHH\HV³(OOLRWWDUH\RXLQVRPHNLQGRIWURXEOHKHUH"´
³1RQRW\HWOHDVW,ZDVWKLQNLQJZLWKKRZIDVWWKLQJVFDQKDSSHQLQWKHQH[WWZR
GD\VEHIRUHWKHFRXQFLOYRWHVLWPLJKWEHJRRGWRNQRZZKDW,¶PGHDOLQJZLWK´
³,FDQ¶WWHOO\RXPRUHWKDQ, DOUHDG\GLG´)U\VDLG³<HVWKH\DUHGDQJHURXVEXW
\RXNQRZWKDWDOUHDG\´
³,NQRZWKH\DUHHFR-terrorists from South America, that they took down this oil
company in Brazil, sold its assets then use the proceeds to rehabilitate the environment,
help the indigenous community and so forth. But why are they here in the U.S., what do
WKH\UHDOO\ZDQW"+DYH\RXILQGDQ\WKLQJRXW\HW"´
³2XULQYHVWLJDWLRQLVQ¶WIRUSXEOLFFRQVXPSWLRQ´
³,QHHGWRNQRZIRUP\VHOI
³:K\"´
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³,I,ZHUHWRFRQWLQXHWRLQYHVWLJDWH this story, the housing reforms program, I
need to know whether this will make me a target for the terrorists. The kidnapping
DWWHPSWRI/LQGEHUJZDVQ¶WDSOHDVDQWH[SHULHQFH,QHHGWRNQRZZKHWKHULW¶VZRUWKWKH
ULVN´
Fry thought for a while, playing with the ring on his finger.
³/HWPHWHOO\RXDVWRU\2II-the-UHFRUG´
³,¶POLVWHQLQJ´
³:HNQRZOLWWOHDERXWWKHP:HKHDUGSOHQW\RIUXPRUVEXWZHFDQ¶WVD\IRUVXUH
ZKHWKHUWKH\¶UHWUXH/LNH'HYRQWKDW%UD]LOLDQRLOFRPSDQ\<HVVXUH'HYRQGLG
coOODSVHEXWWKHUH¶VQRHYLGHQFHOLQNLQJWKHLUFROODSVHZLWKWKHSLSHOLQHVDERWDJHVLW¶VDV
if these were two separate events. The police never managed to catch the saboteurs and
WKHUH¶VOLWWOHSROLWLFDOLQFHQWLYHWRJRDIWHUWKHP3HRSOHZHUHDOOWRRKDSS\ to see Devon
JRQH6RDJDLQZKDW,¶PDERXWWRWHOO\RXDUHWKHRULHVVSHFXODWLRQVUXPRUV´
³&DQ\RXVWDUWH[SODLQLQJPHZKRWKH\DUH"´
³7KH\GRQ¶WKDYHDQDPH%XWWZRWKLQJVVHHPFHUWDLQ7KH\RSHUDWHOLNH
vigilantes, so they are not after money, and secondly they like to use front organizations,
fake or defunct organizations, that can pass off as real, like QWA. So we started looking
for cases of eco-terrorism that shared these characteristics and traced the cases back in
time. They were about two dozen of such cases ranging from sabotages against illegal
logging equipment, destruction of an entire office block in Brasilia, to kidnapping of
PLQLQJH[HFXWLYHVWR'HYRQ¶VFDVH:HWULHGWRWUDFHWKHVHFDVHVWRLWVRULJLQDQGZKDW
we found out was that the ROGHUFDVHVRFFXUUHGLQ&RORPELDZKLFKERUGHUV%UD]LO´
³6RWKHWHUURULVWVVWDUWHGRXWLQ&RORPELDWKHQH[SDQGHGLQWR%UD]LO"´
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³:HWKLQNVR7KHROGHVWFDVHWKDWZHZHUHDEOHWRWUDFHEDFNLVWKDWRI(O
/DGULOORD'72DGUXJWUDIILFNLQJRUJDQL]DWLRQ´
³'UXJV"5HDOO\"´
³$JDLQQRWKLQJLVIRUVXUH-XVWOLNHPRVWRWKHUIURQWRUJDQL]DWLRQWKHVHWHUURULVWV
use, El Ladrillo did at one point exist. It was the smallest of the four DTOs operating in
Cali, in Colombia. Just a few years ago Cali was plagued by drug-war violence with
shooting and killings. Then one day, the three bigger rival gangs joined forces against El
Ladrillo, killing its leaders and going after its members. Nothing was left of El Ladrillo, it
completely vanished from the streets of Cali. Everyone thought El Ladrillo retreated into
the jungles then destroyed its own poppy fields and production sites in a scorched-earth
VWUDWHJ\VRWKDWLWVULYDOVFRXOGQ¶WJHWKROGRIWKHP´
³%XWKRZZLOO(O/DGULOORVHOOGUXJVLIWKH\GRQ¶WKDYHWKHLURZQILHOGV"´
³*XHVV´
³0RYHWKHLUSURGXFWLRQEDVHHOVHZKHUH"´
³1RLQVWHDGRISURGXFLQJWKHLURZQGUXJVWKH\DWWDFNHGWKHVXSSO\FKDLQVRIDOO
WKHLUWKUHHULYDOV7KH\EXUQWKHLUULYDOV¶SRSS\ILHOGVDWWDFNHGWKHLUZDUHKRXVHVVXSSO\
convoys, and any infrastructure along the drug supply chain. Then they stole whatever
GUXJVWKH\FRXOGFDUU\DQGGHVWUR\HGWKHUHVW´
³%XWKRZGLGWKH\JRIURPUXQQLQJDGUXJRSHUDWLRQWRVDERWDJLQJRLOSLSHOLQHV"´
³7KHFRQQHFWLRQRQO\VWDUWVWRPDNHVHQVHRQFH\RXXQGHUVtand how El Ladrillo
fights its rivals. Now, everyone thought that El Ladrillo has retreated into the jungles and
FRQWLQXHVWRRSHUDWHIURPWKHUHZKLOHDWWDFNLQJLWVULYDOV¶LQIUDVWUXFWXUH,WKDVDGRSWHGD
JXHULOODZDUIDUHE\WDUJHWLQJLWVULYDOV¶LQIUDVWructure where protection is weakest. They
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attack then retreat back into the jungle. And unlike other DTOs, El Ladrillo no longer has
LWVRZQSURGXFWLRQEDVHV,WGRHVQ¶WHYHQKDYHDEDVHRIRSHUDWLRQLQWKHFLW\1RRQH
knows where its members are. So if you want to stop El Ladrillo from harassing your
SURGXFWLRQVLWHVDQGVXSSO\FKDLQV\RXFDQ¶WGRWKDWLQWKHFLW\\RXKDYHWRKXQWWKHPLQ
WKHMXQJOHV$QGWKLVFKDQJHGWKHG\QDPLFVRIWKHGUXJYLROHQFH´
³+RZVR"´
³7KHULYDOV¶RSWLRQVWRSURWHFWWKHPVHOYes against El Ladrillo are limited. If they
consolidate their drug production bases and supply routes to better protect them, their
increased size makes them target for law enforcement. But if they keep production bases
spread out with little protection, they will remain easy targets for El Ladrillo. So the only
choice was to send in more foot soldiers to protect their spread-out assets. Not
VXUSULVLQJO\WKH\IRXQGRXWWKDWILJKWLQJJXHULOODVGHHSLQWKHMXQJOHVLVQ¶WHDV\ZKLOH
hiring professionals and buying armored vehicles are expensive. The majority of their
security personnel are your ordinary city gangsters with no military training. They may
be good for drive-by shooting, but not for fighting a protracted war in the jungles. Raid
parties sent out tRFDWFK(O/DGULOOR¶VPHQZHUHDPEXVKHGZLWK]HURVXUYLYRUVHYHQWKH
search parties to find the raid parties were ambushed with zero survivors. Casualty is
high, and having to fight a practically invisible enemy in a hostile jungle away from
KRPHLVQ¶WKHOSLQJPRUDOH$WWKHVDPHWLPHWKHUH¶VVWLOODGUXJZDUJRLQJRQLQWKHFLW\
Opening this second front in the jungles is what changed the dynamics of the drug war.
El Ladrillo is forcing the cartels to focus their resources on protecting their assets in the
jungles. Protecting production and distribution assets has become more important than
fighting over market share in the city.
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³(O/DGULOORGUDZVILUHIURPDOORIWKHWKUHHFDUWHOVEXWVWHDOVRQO\DVPDOODPRXQW
RIGUXJV7KDWGRHVQ¶WVRXQGOLNHLW¶VD risk worth taking. Why would they do such a
WKLQJ"´
³:HOO(O/DGULOORORRNVOLNHD'72EHKDYHVOLNHD'72EXWWKHVWUDWHJ\LW
DGRSWVMXVWGRHVQ¶WPDNHVHQVHEXVLQHVVZLVH7KHDPRXQWRIGUXJLVVHOOVLVDERXWHQRXJK
to cover the cost of its operation. No way anyone can get rich of that. Unless, getting rich
KDVQHYHUEHHQWKHSODQDQGWKDW¶VZK\ULYDOJDQJPHPEHUVEHOLHYH(O/DGULOORLVWKH
ERJH\PDQRXWWRWDNHUHYHQJHRQWKHP%XWWKHUH¶VDQRWKHUWKHRU\:KDWLI(O/DGULOORLV
no longer the same El Ladrillo from Cali? What if that DTO no longer existed, and is
XVHGE\VRPHRQHHOVHDVDIURQW"´
³$IURQWIRUZKDW"´
³<RXKDYHWRXQGHUVWDQGWKDWWKHYLROHQFHLQ&DOLZDVVREDGWKDWLWULYDOHGWKH
UDPSDJH\RXVHHLQ0H[LFR,WZDVQ¶WMXVWGULYH-by shooting, but also hanging, execution,
beheading and downright mutilations. Everyone was afraid and the government seemed
paralyzed. The problem with fighting drug cartels is dislocation, you squash one cartel
and another pops up, you fight them in one city and they will show up in a different city.
The violence never ends, LWMXVWVKLIWVORFDWLRQ$QGLW¶V this dislocation that El Ladrillo
uses to its advantage when it shifted the war into the jungles. Within two years, El
Ladrillo accomplished what the government could not: end the rampant violence in the
FLW\´
³6RDOOWKLVWRILJKWLQJLQWKHMXQJOHLVWRHQGWKHYLROHQFHLQWKHFLW\"´
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³<HV,I\RXWKLQNDERXWLWWKDW¶VZKDWHYHU\RQHUHDOO\ZDQWV1RERG\WKHUHFDUHV
about the drugs that make its way to the U.S. They just want their normal life back and
WKDW¶VH[DFWO\ZKDW(O/DGULOORKDVJLYHQWKHP´
³6RLI(O/DGULOORLVDYLJLODQWHWKDWZDQWVWRVWRSWKHYLROHQFHLQWKHFLW\GRHVLW
VWLOOPDNHLWD'72"´
³2IILFLDOO\(O/DGULOORLVVWLOOUHFRJQL]HGDVD'72EXWRQly because we cannot
DVFHUWDLQWKHJURXS¶VDFWXDOGHPLVH,QRWKHUZRUGVZH¶UHQRWVXUHZKHWKHULW¶VPHUHO\D
IURQWRUJDQL]DWLRQRUQRW7KHVXVSLFLRQLVWKDWZKHQ(O/DGULOOR¶VVXUYLYLQJPHPEHUV
fled into the jungles, someone must have killed them off anGWRRNRYHUWKHPDQWHO´
³7XUQLQJ(O/DGULOORLQWRDIURQW´
³([DFWO\(YHU\RQHHOVHVWLOOWKLQNV(O/DGULOORLVDOLYHDQGWDNLQJYHQJHDQFHRQ
its three rivals. And considering that El Ladrillo is the oldest case we have that fits the
pattern of front organization and vigilante activity, we think that they are the same people
EHKLQG'HYRQDQGQRZWKHNLGQDSSLQJRI%HUHDLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUV´
³$QGZKDWDUHWKH\GRLQJLQWKH86"´
³:HFDQ¶WVD\IRUVXUHZKDWEULQJVWKHPKHUHVLQFHWKH\GRQ¶WVHHPWRKDYHD
singular political agenda. They started out fighting against drugs, then against
HQYLURQPHQWDOGHVWUXFWLRQSURSHUW\VSHFXODWRUVEDQNHUVDQGQRZWKH\¶UHSLFNLQJXSD
ILJKWDJDLQVWWKHILQDQFLDOPDUNHW0\WDNHLVWKDWWKH\¶UHMXVWH[SDQGLQJWKHLUVFRSHRI
operation, regardless of geography. As is typical with terrorist organization, some just
what to say that they can take on the U.S.A and that might increase their profile among
VLPLODUJURXSV´
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³&DQ¶WWKH)%,RU'($DIWHUWKHP":H¶YHEHHQILJKWLQJWKHZDU on drugs for a
ORQJWLPHZHKDYHWKHH[SHULHQFHWRKHOSWKH&RORPELDQV´
³,W¶VFRPSOLFDWHG:H¶YHQRWEHHQWKDWVXFFHVVIXOZLWKRXUZDURQGUXJV7KH
'($LVQ¶WWRRNHHQRQ(O/DGULOOREHFDXVHWKH\GRQ¶WNQRZIRUVXUHLI(O/DGULOORVHOOV
the drug that we EHOLHYHWKH\KDYHVWROHQIURPWKHRWKHU'72V:H¶UHDVVXPLQJWKH\¶UH
selling the drugs because they have to fund their operation somehow. But then again, the
DPRXQWZRXOGEHVRVPDOO'($WKLQNLW¶VQRWZRUWKWKHHIIRUWRIPRXQWLQJDQRSHUDWLRQ
against thHP$QRWKHUSUREOHPLVWKDWZHGRQ¶WKDYHDQ\HYLGHQFHOLQNLQJ(O/DGULOOR
with any of the eco-terrorisms, including the Devon case and the Berea kidnapping, other
than that they share similarities of using front organizations and act like vigilantes. As I
said, all this is still rumors and speculation. However, the biggest hurdle is getting the
Colombian government on board. The Colombians are concerned that if El Ladrillo is
gone, the violence will resume in the city. The people of Cali have regained their normal
OLIHDQGGRQ¶WZDQWWRJREDFNWRWKHUDPSDQWNLOOLQJDOOWKHKDQJLQJEHKHDGLQJ
ERPELQJVKRRWLQJPXWLODWLRQ7KH\¶UHDIUDLGDQG,FDQ¶WEODPHWKHP%XWDVORQJDVWKH
&RORPELDQJRYHUQPHQWGRHVQ¶WFKDQJHLWVPLQGWKH(O/DGULOORUHPDLQWKH
unWRXFKDEOHV´
³6RZKRDUHWKHVHSHRSOHEHKLQG(O/DGULOOR"´
³'DQJHURXVWKDW¶VZKDWWKH\DUH7DNLQJRQWKUHHGUXJFDUWHOVDWRQFHUHTXLUHV
not only deft skills and experience but also a death wish. We estimate a few dozens
hardcore, battle hardened memberV7KH\GRQ¶WVHHPWRKDYHDSHUPDQHQWEDVHRI
RSHUDWLRQDVVHPEOLQJRQO\IRUPLVVLRQV%HFDXVHWKH\¶UHVRIRRWORRVHDQGRSHUDWHDV
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VPDOOXQLWVXQGHUWKHFRYHURIWKHMXQJOHLW¶VSUDFWLFDOO\LPSRVVLEOHWRILQGWKHPHYHQLI
ZHZHUHWRVHQGRXWGURQHV´
Fry pulled out his phone and seemed to be searching for something on his phone.
³<RXZDQWWRNQRZZKDW\RX¶UHGHDOLQJZLWK"7DNHDORRNDWWKHVHSLFWXUHV´
He handed his phone to Elliott. It was a picture of several burned vehicles on a
road that cut across the jungle. He could make out the blackened corpses trapped inside
the passenger cabin. The next picture showed bodies riddled with bullet holes lying on
the side of a road, some still clinging on to their rifles. The next picture was that of a
table with a neat row of six heads, six faces with contorted expressions but blank stares.
Elliott had seen enough and returned the phone to Fry.
³0\MRELVWRQRWOHWDQ\$PHULFDQHQG XSOLNHWKDW´WKHDJHQWVDLG
#
5LGLQJWKHWUDLQRQKLVZD\WR%ULGJHW¶VDSDUWPHQW(OOLRWWWKRXJKWDERXWZKDW
$JHQW)U\KDGWROGKLP,WGLGQ¶WVWUHWFKKLVLPDJLQDWLRQWRSLFWXUH5DIDHODQGKLVPHQDV
a murderous, drug dealing group of vigilantes. While their brutal history lend gravity to
(OOLRWW¶VYLHZWKDWWKHVHPHQZHUHGDQJHURXVWKURXJKRXWKLVVXEZD\ULGHKHFRXOGQ¶W
decide what to do next. He needed the interview with Rentschler, the hedge fund
PDQDJHUWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDQG5DIDHO¶VWHUURUFDPSDLJQ%XWHYHU\PLQXWHhe
spent with Rafael and his men, increased the risk of him and Bridget getting hurt. Elliott
GLGQ¶WZDQWWREHDURXQGZKHQWKH\UXQLQWRWURXEOHZLWKWKH)%,$QGDIWHUZKDW
KDSSHQHGWR/LQGEHUJKHGLGQ¶WZDQWWREULQJ5DIDHOWR5HQWVFKOHU¶VIURQWGRRU
:KDWHYHUGHFLVLRQKHPDGHKHQHHGHG%ULGJHW¶VEDFNLQJDQGQRZKHZDVQ¶WHYHQVXUH
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where she stood in all this. Something must have happened since he last met her
yesterday afternoon and he suspected Rafael had a hand in this.
Elliott emerged out of the subway station on 23rd Street and walked down the
block with the sun in his back keeping him warm against the occasional breeze. It was the
last day of Summer and the weather had gotten fickly. He should have brought his jacket
with him. About ten minutes ODWHU(OOLRWWDUULYHGDW%ULGJHW¶VQHLJKERUKRRGDURZRI
brownstone townhouses so narrow they seemed to be slotted into place rather than built.
He found her address and she buzzed him in.
³,ZDVEHJLQQLQJWRWKLQNWKDW\RXZRQ¶WEHFRPLQJ´VKHDVNHGDV she opened
WKHGRRUIRUKLP³:KDWZHUH\RXGRLQJDWWKHRIILFHDQ\ZD\",VQ¶WLW\RXUGD\RII"´
³,KDGWRVRUWDIHZWKLQJVRXW´
He stepped inside a foyer with a direct view of the living room, and two large
windows overlooking the street in front. All the furniture in the living room had been
pushed aside, exposing the parquet floor in the middle. A fireplace with a carved wooden
mantelpiece vied for attention with the giant TV screen on the opposite wall, and with the
furniture out of the way, it was hDUGWRWHOOZKLFKRIWKHWZRZDVWKHOLYLQJURRP¶V
centerpiece. To his right was an open kitchen and Bridget sat down on a stool by the
counter. Her camera backpack and a small duffel bag laid on the counter. Taking a seat
next to her, Elliott nodded at thHHPSW\SDUTXHWIORRULQIURQW³'R\RXSUDFWLFH\RXU
GDQFHPRYHVWKHUH"´KHDVNHG
³,KDUGO\GDQFHDQ\PRUH0\PRWKHUERXJKWDQHZFDUSHW´VKHVDLGZKLOH
SDFNLQJKHUFDPHUDLQWRWKHEDFNSDFN³,WVKRXOGDUULYHWRGD\$Q\ZRUGVIURP)UDQN"´
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Elliott checked his phone and still no message and shook his head. Frank was supposed to
tell them where and when to meet.
³$UH\RXQRWEULQJLQJDQ\FORWKHVZLWK\RX"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³,WKRXJKWZH¶UHKHDGLQJEDFNWRQLJKW"´
³:HOOWKDW¶VWKHSODQEXWZKRNQRZVZHPD\ KDYHWRVSHQGWKHQLJKWLQ%RVWRQ´
³,¶GSUHIHUZHUHWXUQDVVRRQDVSRVVLEOH7KLQJVKDSSHQIDVWKHUH,GRQ¶WZDQWWR
VWD\DZD\IRUWRRORQJ´(OOLRWWVDLGWKHQORRNLQJDW%ULGJHW³%HVLGHVLW¶VQRWVDIH
KDQJLQJDURXQGZLWK5DIDHO´
She simply nodded DVVKHFRQWLQXHGFOHDQLQJKHUOHQV(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WNQRZZKHUH
WRVWDUW+HZDQWHGWRDVNKHUZKHUHVKHZDVODVWQLJKWEXWIHDUHGVKHZRXOGQ¶WWDNH
kindly his question. He wanted to share what he knew about El Ladrillo but feared she
ZRXOGQ¶WOLNHLWDQGLWZDVWKHVHZRUULHVKLVRZQIHDUVWKDWKHGLGQ¶WNQRZZKDWWR
make of. What made him fear his questions and explanations would rub Bridget the
wrong way? He took off his glasses, closed his eyes, and massaged the bridge of his nose.
³$UH\RXRND\"´%ULGget asked.
³<HVRIFRXUVH´KHVDLGEOLQNLQJ³/LVWHQ%ULGJHW,ZDV´+LVSKRQHRQWKH
NLWFKHQFRXQWHUYLEUDWHGVRXQGLQJOLNHDGULOOLQDFRQVWUXFWLRQVLWH)UDQN¶VLQVWUXFWLRQV
finally. They were to go to New York Penn Station and wait for further instructions.
³:HKDYHWRJRQRZ´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGVKRZHGKHU)UDQN¶VPHVVDJHDGGLQJ³,
KDYHWKHIHHOLQJKH¶OOPDNHXVJRWKURXJKDQRWKHUWUHDVXUHKXQWURXWLQHEHIRUHPHHWLQJ
5DIDHO´
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Bridget packed her camera and Elliott headed for the door. He was about to go
down the stairs when she called him back. Standing in the foyer, she was holding a
maroon sweater and handed it to him.
³+HUHWU\WKLVRQ´VKHVDLG³0LJKWJHWFROGXSWKHUH´
The sweater fit and Elliott checked himself in the mirror that hung in the foyer. It
ZDVWKHNLQGRIVZHDWHUKHZRXOGKDYHERXJKWKLPVHOILIKHQHHGHGRQH³7KDQNVZKRVH
VZHDWHULVWKLV"´
³,W¶VPLQH´VKHVDLG6KHWRXFKHGKLVDUPJLYLQJLWJHQWOHVTXHH]HDQGVDLG
³WKDQN\RX´
³:KDWIRU"´+HUTXHVWLRQSX]]OHGKLPWKRXJKVRPHKRZKHNQHZLWGLGQ¶WFRPH
out of the blue, not with the way she had been behaving since this morning.
³)RUHYHU\WKLQJ´
The way she looked at him told him she was no longer with him, that he could no
longer rely on her judgment to decide what to do next even he told her about El Ladrillo.
The decision whether to abandon Rafael, was his to make alone.
They rode the E train to Penn Station and along the ride Elliott thought about
what to do. By the time they arrived about twenty minutes later, he had decided not to
give Rafael the chance of kidnapping Rentschler. Rafael might be a source but Elliott
needed to draw a line. The next question was how best stop to him, and the longer he
thought about this, the more it made sense for him to seek the help of Agent Fry. He
would have to call Fry and let him know about his plan to travel to Boston without
mentioning Rafael. The sooner he called the better.

)Q(!
!

!

Serving about half a million people a day, Penn Station had trains going to
Washington, Philadelphia and Boston, while an array of subways and buses connected it
with the rest of the city. Elliott and Bridget stood underneath the train announcement
board in the main hall alongside a crowd of passengers that were waiting for their turn to
ERDUG)UDQN¶VQH[WLQVWUXFWLRQZDVDV(OOLRWWH[SHFWHGDZD\IRU5DIDHO¶VPHQWRHQVXUH
WKDWWKHWZRZHUHQ¶WEHLQJIROORZHGE\WKHSROLFH
Elliott and Bridget were to follow what appeared to be random persons in the
station. The first mark was a young man with an orange backpack whom they tailed to
the food court and into a café, after which their mark switched to a man in a dark blue
business suit. He walked down the passageway heading to the subways and Elliott and
Bridget followed him all the way to the platform before Frank instructed them to follow a
man wearing track pants and rocking a pair of headphones. The man walked out Penn
station and with no instruction to stay inside, Elliott and Bridget followed him to 34th
Street and down the block. Their mark turned right into 8th Avenue and Elliott, expecting
they would travel to Boston by train, wondered how long Frank would have them follow
this man. They walked another five blocks north before the man made another turn right
and walked down 39th Street. There Frank told Elliott to go inside a car rental office that
was just down the street, with further instructions of what car to rent and for how long.
They stepped inside the office and did as told, choosing a silver Chevrolet sedan that was
the latest model.
³,UDWKHUZLVKZHKDGSROLFHRQRXUWDLOLQFDVHWKLQJVJRZURQJ´(OOLRWWVDLGWR
Bridget while he waited for the clerk to bring him the car key.
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³<RXFDQ¶WKDYHERWKZD\V´VDLG%ULGJHWZKRGLGQ¶WORRNWKULOOHGHLWKHUDERXW
)UDQN¶VURXQGDERXWLQVWUXFWLRQV³,IZH¶UHWUDYHOLQJZLWK5DIDHOKDYLQJWKHSROLFHRQRXU
tail means things are JRLQJZURQJ´
³1RZZHKDYHWRSLFNXS5DIDHOVRPHZKHUHZLWK)UDQN¶VVWXSLGLQVWUXFWLRQV´
7KH&KHYUROHWVHGDQZDVQHZDQGORRNHGFRPIRUWDEOHDQG(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WPLQG
spending a few hRXUVGULYLQJLW)UDQN¶VQH[WLQVWUXFWLRQZDVIRUWKHPWRKHDGXSWRZQ
and once they were on their way, he directed them to an alley in Morningside Height,
Harlem.
The alley was empty except for a few cars parked to one side. From the end of the
alley, a man stepped out of a car, and as he approached them, Elliott noticed it was
Rafael. Bridget walked toward him, leaving Elliott by himself. He must be a good time to
FDOO)U\+HSXOOHGRXWKLVSKRQHDQGGLDOHGWKHDJHQW¶VQXPEHUDOOWKHZKLOHWKLQNLQJ
what to say.
³+HOOR´)U\¶VYRLFHFDPHRXWFOHDUEXWXQIULHQGO\DQGVRRQHUWKDQ(OOLRWWKDG
wanted.
³7KLVLV(OOLRWW´
³,NQRZZKDWLVLW(OOLRWW"´
5DIDHO¶VIDFHOLWXSDV%ULGJHWDSSURDFKHGKLPDQGLQKLVH[SUHVVLRQ(OOLRWW
recognized a moment of affectioQWKDWUDQGHHSHUWKDQWKDWRIPHUHIULHQGVKLS+HGLGQ¶W
KDYHWRVHH%ULGJHW¶VIDFHWRNQRZWKHIHHOLQJZDVPXWXDODQGNQRZLQJWKLVKHIHOWD
part of him slipping away, a part he now realized was never his to begin with, like Lisa
never really was, and Katherine would never be.
³(OOLRWW"´)U\¶VYRLFHUHWXUQHGZLWKDWLQJRIFXULRVLW\
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³<HV"´
³'R\RXZDQWWRWHOOPHVRPHWKLQJ"´
³,,´
He could tell him about Rafael, tell him everything. What did Fry call it again?
Scorched-earth strategy. Everyone loses, including and especially Bridget. He thought for
DVHFRQGDERXWZKDWLWPHDQWWKHQVDLG³,DPVRUU\,PXVWKDYHPLVGLDOHG\RXUQXPEHU´
³$UH\RXLQWURXEOH(OOLRWW"´
³1R,W¶VQRWKLQJ,¶PILQH´KHVDLG+HQRZXQGHUVWRRGZK\%ULGJHWKDGEHHQ
acting strange all day.
³:KHUHDUH\RX"´
³,¶PVWLOOLQ1HZ<RUN´
³:K\ZRXOG\RXQRWEHLQ1HZ<RUN"´
³,¶PVRUU\IRUWKHPLVFDOOEXW,KDYHWRJRQRZ´
³:DLWZKDW´
Elliott ended the call, and approached the smiling couple. The moment of infinite
possibilities he felt when he first met Bridget and Rafael six days ago, had fizzled down
to this reality. He was now the outsider among them, Bridget was playing with fire, and
still he should be happy for her. Elliott sighed then straightened himself as he shook
5DIDHO¶VKDQG+HVKRXOGVHWDVLGHKLVSHUVRQDOIHHOLQJDQGFRQFHQWUDWHRQKLVLQWHUYLHZ
with Rentschler. Boston was waiting for them.
#
Elliott sat in the backseat of the Chevrolet sedan and watched the brownstone
apartments of Harlem passed by him, as they headed toward the northern tip of
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Manhattan. Moving with the flow of rush hour traffic, they finally crawled out of the city
and crossed the bridge over Harlem River into Bronx. As buildings began to sprawl
away, the light green crowns of trees suspended between summer and autumn filled the
view, and a yellow sheen hugged the landscape under a cloudless sky and a low hanging
sun.
Bridget, in the front passenger seat, was humming to a song by a British band that
was playing on the radio. Elliott watched her looking out the windshield and occasionally
glancing at Rafael to her side. It was hard seeing her happy this way and yet he dreaded
having to ruin it if Rafael needed to be stopped. Agent Fry must have tried calling him
back after their last FRQYHUVDWLRQ%XW(OOLRWW¶VSKRQHZDVZLWK5DIDHO6LQFHKHZDV
VXSSRVHGWREHGULYLQJKHFRXOGQ¶WEHXVLQJKLVSKRQHZKLOHWKH\ZHUHRQVWLOORQWKH
URDG(OOLRWWKRSHG5DIDHOZRXOGQ¶WFKHFNKLVSKRQHDQGGLVFRYHU)U\¶VDWWHPSWVRI
contacting him. The slight tug of acceleration disrupted his thoughts, as Rafael pushed
the car up I-87 highway.
They had been driving for about half an hour on the highway when Elliott realized
KHKDGQ¶WSUHSDUHGDQ\WKLQJIRUKLVLQWHUYLHZZLWKSebastian Rentschler. He knew
nothing about the man and had no questions ready, yet this was the interview he pinned
his hope on to stop the housing reforms. After all, Rentschler was one of the twelve
LQYHVWRUVZKRDFFXPXODWHGPRVWRIWKHFLW\¶VPLOOLRQERQGVLQDPRYHWRIRUFH
Tyler to agree on the housing reforms. Elliott needed to know why the investors bought
the bonds, and how they had been pressuring the city into accepting the housing reforms.
He doubted Rentschler would come out straight and explain all that, which was why he
needed to prepare his questions.
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He pulled out his laptop, and while Rafael and Bridget were talking, searched for
information on Rentschler, the founder of Pantheon Investment Fund. Not much was
written about the man. His named popped up in various articles discussing philanthropic
activities and benefit dinners. He was a board member for an organization that raised
money to help children with leukemia, the main benefactor for two orphanages in Boston
and Philadelphia, he helped install solar panels across numerous schools in Southern
California. But Elliott found only a passing references about how Rentschler got rich
enough to afford this level of philanthropy. Rentschler had apparently never given an
interview before. The material he found on RentschOHUGLGQ¶WDGGPXFKWRWKHLQIRUPDWLRQ
he had already dug out last night when he researched the twelve investors.
With his partner Professor Kadnikov, a former mathematics professor at MIT,
Rentschler founded Pantheon as a boutique investment house that raised money from a
small pool of rich individuals. Pantheon was a hedge fund. Unlike investment banks,
KHGJHIXQGVZHUHQ¶WEXUGHQHGE\UHJXODWLRQVWKDWUHVWULFWHGWKHLURSWLRQVRIZKDWDQG
how to invest. Under the assumption that wealthy individuals were more educated about
the market, funds like Pantheon could pursue riskier investments that were close to the
JHQHUDOSXEOLF:LWK3URIHVVRU.DGQLNRY¶VPDWKHPDWLFDOPRGHOVDQG5HQWVFKOHU V
LQYHVWPHQWVWUDWHJLHV3DQWKHRQ¶VIXQGVRXWSHUIRUPHGNH\PDUNHWLQGLFHs every year
during the ten years their performance had been tracked. A hedge fund index ranked
Pantheon among its top five best performing funds consistently over this period. It
dropped off the list only because Pantheon stopped inviting new investors and decided to
PDQDJHWKHLURZQPRQH\7KHODVWELWRILQIRUPDWLRQRQ3DQWKHRQ¶VDVVHWVL]HZDVWKUHH
years old when it managed about $17 billion. The retreat into obscurity, while Pantheon
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was still reigning among the best performing funds, helped sustain RHQWVFKOHU¶V
UHSXWDWLRQDVRQHRIWKHFRXQWU\¶VEHVWIXQGPDQDJHUV,QFRQFOXVLRQKHZDVDEHDVWRI
the market.
Over the next hour, Elliott drew a list of questions that he hoped would entice
Rentschler to open up. That the fund manager had agreed to an interview in the first place
was a good sign, although in his experience people who suddenly talked to reporters
ZKHQWKH\QRUPDOO\GLGQ¶WRQO\DJUHHGWRLQWHUYLHZVEHFDXVHWKH\ZDQWHGWRJHWD
PHVVDJHRXW:KHQKHFRXOGQ¶WWKLQNRIDQ\PRUHTXHVWLRQVKHWRre the pages from the
notepad. This would allow him to keep the pages with the questions separately so he
FRXOGJODQFHDWWKHPZKLOHZULWLQJGRZQ5HQWVFKOHU¶VDQVZHUVRQWKHQRWHSDG
About two hours later they pulled over at a rest stop for a quick dinner,WZDVQ¶W
dark yet but across the horizon the orange streak of light was dimming. Elliott stretched
his back then breathed in the smell of pine trees. It felt good to be outside the city and
stand under the open sky. They unpacked their sandwiches at one of the picnic tables and
ate their dinner to the sound of cars passing on the highway. Elliott explained to Rafael
and Bridget what he had found out about Rentschler and showed them the questions he
KDGZULWWHQGRZQ:KHQWKH\¶UHGRQH5DIDHOZDONHGWRWKe store to buy some food and
drinks for their return trip. Bridget cleaned up the leftovers and Elliott pulled out his
phone Rafael had returned to him.
Fry had tried to call him three times and left him two messages, asking him
whether he was all right aQGZKHUHKHZDV(OOLRWWUHSOLHGKHZDVRND\WKDWKHGLGQ¶W
mean to call him earlier and cause the agent to worry, and that he was on his way to
Boston to interview a source, the last part he felt he had to say to explain his not
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DQVZHULQJ)U\¶VFDOOVDQG text messages. Somehow he wished though Fry was coming
after him, just in case Rafael decided to kidnap Rentschler. The image of mutilated
bodies flashed across his mind. Elliott sat down by the bench, watching Bridget cleaning
the table. She must know about Rafael.
³+RZZHOOGR\RXNQRZ5DIDHO"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³:K\GR\RXDVN"´
³,¶PQRWEOLQG%ULGJHW´
She continued to clean the table, ignoring him.
³:KDWKDSSHQHGODVWQLJKW"´KHDVNHG³'LG\RXPHHWKLP"´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDWKDSSHQHGODVWQLJKW´
³6R\RXGLGPHHWKLP´(OOLRWWVDLGULVLQJIURPKLVEHQFK³%ULGJHW\RXFDQ¶WGR
WKLV,GRQ¶WQHHGWRUHPLQG\RXWKDWWKH)%,LVORRNLQJIRUKLPWKDW´
³7KH\¶UHQRWORRNLQJIRUKLPLQSDUWLFXODU7KH\GRQ¶WNQRZZKR5DIDHOLVHYHQ
if police finds us with hiPWKH\ZRXOGQ¶WNQRZZKRKHLV´
³1HLWKHUGR\RX´(OOLRWWVDLG
³,NQRZKLPEHWWHUWKDQ\RXGR<RXKDUGO\WDONWRKLPDQ\ZD\+H¶VDJRRG
man, KHZRXOGQ¶WKXUWDQ\RQHXQOHVV-.´
³:URQJ´
Bridget stared at him, her eyes widened in surprise by his outburst. Elliott took a
deep breath. He was treading on thin ice here. The last thing he wanted was to hurt her.
/RZHULQJKLVYRLFHKHVDLG³5DIDHOLVQRWZKR\RXWKLQNKHLV´
³7KHQZKRLVKH"´
³+H¶VSDUWRIDYLJLODQWHJURXSWKDWLVLQYROYHGLQGUXJWUDIILFNLQJ´
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³7KDW¶VWKHGXPEHVWWKLQJ,¶YHKHDUGDOOGD\´
³7KH\¶UHIURP&RORPELD(O/DGULOORLVWKHQDPHRIWKHRUJDQL]DWLRQ´
³6RZKDWLIKH¶VPHPEHURIDGUXJWUDIILFNLQJYLJLODQWHJURXS8QOLNHPRVWRIXV
KH¶VSXWWLQJKLVOLIHRQWKHOLQHWRPDNH WKLVZRUOGDEHWWHUSODFH´
³&RPHRQ%ULGJHW:K\GR\RXWKLQNLV5DIDHOVRLQWHUHVWHGLQILQGLQJRXWWKH
people behind the incentive deal and the housing reforms? What does he want from
Rentschler? What if what we're doing here is deliver a killer to RenWVFKOHU VGRRUVWRS"´
³+H¶VMXVWRQHPDQ:KDWGR\RXWKLQNLVKHJRLQJWRGR"3XOORXWDJXQDQGVKRRW
KLP"´
³7KHVHPHQNLOOSHRSOH,¶YHVHHQSLFWXUHV,W¶VEDG´
³+RZZRXOG\RXNQRZ"´
³,WDONHGWR$JHQW)U\WKLVPRUQLQJDQGKHWROGPHDERXW(O/DGULOOR´(OOLRWWVDLG
+HFUXPSOHGKLVSODVWLFFXSDQGWKUHZLQWRWKHJDUEDJHFDQ³+HMXVWFDOOHGPHWZLFH
EHFDXVHKHWKLQNV,¶PLQVRPHNLQGRIGDQJHU%XW,¶PQRWZRUULHGDERXWPH,W¶V
5HQWVFKOHU,¶PZRUULHGDERXW1RZFDQ\RXJLYHPHDUHDVRQZK\,VKRXOGQ't tell Fry
DERXW5DIDHO"´
Bridget dropped what she's doing, her eyes searching for assurance in him.
³,KDYHQ¶WPHQWLRQHG5DIDHO´(OOLRWWVDLG
³*RRG'RQ WWHOOKLPDQ\WKLQJ:HGRWKHLQWHUYLHZZHEORZWKLVKRXVLQJ
reforms scandal wide open, Rafael ZLOOOHDYHDQGKH VQRORQJHU\RXUSUREOHP´
³:KHQZH¶UHGRQHWKHUH¶VQRZD\KH¶OOKDQJRXWDQ\ORQJHUZLWKXVWKDQ
QHFHVVDU\+HZLOOOHDYH\RX´
³7KDW¶VQRQHRI\RXUEXVLQHVV´
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³%XW\RX¶UH putting people at risk by seeing him and that makes it my business,
that PDNHVLW)U\¶VEXVLQHVV´+HVDZ5DIDHOZDONLQJEDFNWRWKHFDUZLWKDSODVWLFEDJLQ
KDQG³<RXKDYHQ¶WDQVZHUHGP\TXHVWLRQ\HWJLYHPHDUHDVRQZK\,VKRXOGQ¶WWHOO)U\
DERXW5DIDHO´
³+H¶VDJRRGPDQ,DOUHDG\WROG\RXWKDW´
³7KDW¶VQRWHQough -´
³:KDWGR\RXWKLQNWKHUHDVRQLV(OOLRWW" %ULGJHWVDLGKHUYRLFHUDLVHG³WKDW,
FKRVHKLPRYHU\RXLVWKDWZKDW\RXZDQWWRKHDU"´
³7KLVKDVQRWKLQJWRGRZLWKPH´
³7KHQZK\(OOLRWWGR\RXKDYHWRDVN"´6KHORRNHGDWKLPDQGKHVDZLQKHUHyes
that he had already hurt her badly. He noticed Rafael coming toward them.
³:HUHDG\WRJR"´KHDVNHGORRNLQJDWWKHWZRVWDULQJDWHDFKRWKHU
³:HDUH´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGJUDEEHGWKHEDJZLWKWKHOHIWRYHUIRRG
They all clambered back into their seats. Just then the day had turned night, and
Rafael switched on the headlights as they drove out the parking lot and rejoined the
WUDIILF7KH\ZHUHMXVWRXWVLGH%RVWRQQRZDQG5HQWVFKOHU¶VKRPHZDVDQRWKHUKRXU
northwest of the city.
It was quiet in the car with the music on the radio down to a whisper. Elliott gazed
out of the window, trying not to think about the conversation he had with Bridget. He had
only one shot at the interview with the fund manager and needed to be mentally prepared
for this. BridgeWZDVVWDULQJRXWRIWKHZLQGRZRQKHUVLGHDQG5DIDHOGLGQ¶WVD\DZRUG
either.
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As they were passing by Boston on the highway, Rafael took the exit and headed
IRUWKHFLW\7KLVZDVQ¶WSODQQHGDQG(OOLRWWORRNHGEHKLQGWKLQNLQJVRPHWKLQJZDV
wrong, that the police had found them.
³:KDWDUH\RXGRLQJ"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
5DIDHOGLGQ¶WDQVZHUDQGNHSWGULYLQJXQWLOWKH\DSSURDFKHGDVXSHUPDUNHWZKHUH
he turned the car into the parking lot. There he cut off the engine.
³<RXWKLQN,¶PKHUHWRNLGQDS5HQWVFKOHU"´+HDVNHG
³1R5DIDHOQRWKDW¶VQRWWUXH´%ULGJHWVDLG
5DIDHOWXUQHGKLVKHDGWRIDFH(OOLRWWLQWKHEDFNVHDW³,ZDQW\RXWRLQWHUYLHZ
5HQWVFKOHU7KDW¶VZK\,GURYH\RXKHUHVR\RXFDQIRFXVRQWKDWLQWHUYLHZ%XWZH¶UH
DOPRVWWKHUH6R´
Rafael opened the door and stepped out then gestured for Elliott to lower the
window on his side. Pointing at the supermarket with the restaurants and cafes that
HQFLUFOHGWKHSDUNLQJORWKHVDLG³7HOO)UDQNZKHQ\RX¶UHGRQHZLWKWKHLQWHUYLHZWKHQ
pick PHXSDWWKDWFDIp´
He turned around and walked away, leaving the driver seat door open. Elliott just
sat there watching him walk under the street lights.
³&RPHRQ(OOLRWW<RXKHDUGKLPOHW¶VUROO´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGWRKLVVXUSULVHVKH
sounded like her old self. He took over the car, drove out the parking lot and headed back
to the highway.
With Rafael gone, he felt safer and for the first time since leaving New York his
mind regained the clarity he always sought whenever he faced an important interview. If
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he botched this interview he would lose his chance of stopping the housing reforms. He
GLGQ¶WZDQWWRWKLQNZKDWYLROHQFH5DIDHODQGKLVPHQPLJKWFRQFRFWWRVWRSWKHUHIRUPV
,WZDVRQO\ZKHQWKH\DSSURDFKHG5HQWVFKOHU¶VKRPHDILYH-acre estate in
:LQFKHVWHUWKDWKHIXOO\UHDOL]HGWKHZHLJKWRIWKHPDQ¶VUHSXWDWLRQ5HQWVFKOHUPRYHG
billions of dollars throughout the globe, affecting the price of anything from bonds,
stocks to oil, precious metals, to properties and in the process could turn some people into
PLOOLRQDLUHVDQGRWKHUVLQWRSDXSHUV,WZDV5HQWVFKOHU¶VLQIOXHQFHWKDWPLJKWH[SODLQ
1HZ<RUNEXFNOLQJXQGHULQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUV¶GHPDQGWRDEROLVKDIIRUGDEOHKRXVLQJ
Follow the money, Lindberg had said and the closer they got to RentschlHU¶VHVWDWHWKH
PRUH(OOLRWWIHOWKHZDVDERXWWRHQWHUWKHOLRQ¶VGHQ
#
Elliott continued up the 93 Interstate highway and about twenty minutes later took
the exit for Winchester. A light shower blurred the view outside as the road winded along
the edge of a forest. He turned left up a gravel road, bounded by wooden fence, and after
a short climb, a gate appeared at the top. By the time they arrived at the gate with its
decorative metal frame, the rain had thankfully stopped. He announced himself through
the buzzer and was let in. The gravel road went on for a short stretch until a left turn led
to a wide clearing with a house.
Elliott had expected to see a mansion. Instead, it was a blocky stone house with
no other buildings nearby. He parked next to a light truck and a sedan. As they stepped
out, a middle-aged woman on a horse and leading two horses behind her approached
them. She mounted off the horse and extended her hand.
³+LP\QDPH(OL]DEHWK´WKHZRPDQVDLG³,¶PWKHNHHSHURIWKLVUDQFK´

)PJ!
!

!

They made their introduction and Elizabeth, bringing up the two horses, asked
³GR\RXNQRZKRZWRULGHDKRUVH"´
Elliott nodded. He had done some horseback riding when he was at high school.
2QHRIWKHSHUNVIRUKHOSLQJRXWDWKLVIULHQG¶VIDUPZDVIUHHKRUVHriding lessons.
³,W¶VEHHQDORQJWLPHEXW,NQRZWKHEDVLFV´KHVDLGWKHQWXUQHGWRORRNDW
Bridget who shook her head.
³,ZLVK,NQRZKRZWRULGH´VKHVDLGVWURNLQJRQHRIWKHKRUVHVRQLWVQHFN
³5HQWVFKOHULVDWDVWDEOHDQGKHWKRXJKW\RXWZRPLght prefer to ride up there
UDWKHUWKDQZDON,W¶VDELJUDQFK´(OL]DEHWKVDLG³7KHVHWZRKHUH$UPVWURQJDQG/HRQ
DUHTXLHWZHOOWUDLQHGKRUVHV<RXPRXQWWKHPDQG,¶OOOHDG\RX´
(OL]DEHWKH[SODLQHGWRWKHPWKHGRVDQGGRQ¶WVRIKRUVHULGLQJWKHQKelped
Bridget mount Armstrong. Once Bridget was comfortable, Elizabeth mounted her own
horse and took the lead rope attached to Armstrong so that the horse would follow her
from behind. With Elliott and Elizabeth next to each other and Bridget in the back, they
rode to the side of the house and out along a gravel path that cut across a fenced field.
Elizabeth told them how Rentschler had bought the ranch to provide shelter for
animals he and his volunteers had rescued from slaughter houses and abusive owners.
There were the usual dogs, cats, cows, pigs and hens, but also a few wild animals like a
three-legged deer or a blind fox that were deemed unfit to be released back into the wild.
After about a ten minute ride, they reached a path that led up to stable behind
which the forest towered.
³,KRSH\RXGRQ¶WPLQGWKDW5HQWVFKOHUZLOOGRWKHLQWHUYLHZZKLOHKH VWHQGLQJWR
KLVKRUVHV´VKHVDLGDVWKH\UHDFKHGWKHVWDEOH³+HKDVDPHHWLng in about forty minutes
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so there also isn't much time I'm afraid. I know that's not much considering that you spent
hours driving up here but he wants to meet the reporter in person. He doesn't do phone
LQWHUYLHZV´
³)DLUHQRXJK´(OOLRWWVDLG
They dismounted and Elizabeth led them inside the stable. It was long and rather
dark with a bright spot at the end where a solitary light bulb illuminated a working area
where a man was brushing a horse. Rentschler had a full beard and wore a flannel shirt
with rolled sleeved that showed the intricate pattern of a tattoo on his forearm. Standing
somewhat in the shadows in the back were two men and by the way they stood still in
WKHLUEXVLQHVVVXLWV(OOLRWWJXHVVHGWKHPWREH5HQWVFKOHU¶VERG\JXDUGV:KHQWKHKHGJe
fund owner saw them approaching, he put down the brush.
³,¶PJODG\RXFRXOGPDNHLWKHUH´5HQWVFKOHUVDLGVKDNLQJ(OOLRWWDQG%ULGJHW¶V
hands as they made their introduction. Elizabeth pointed to a pair of stools and a table
with drinks and cookies before she excused herself. Rentschler picked up his brush and
resumed grooming the stallion.
³,KRSH\RXGRQ¶WPLQGPHZRUNLQJKHUH´KHVDLG³,I\RXKDGDVNHGIRUDQ
interview on a weekday, we could have met in our office in New York. So, how can I
help \RX"´
Rentschler used a rubbery brush in circular motion as he worked from the front of
the horse to the back.
³7KDQN\RXIRUKDYLQJXVKHUHRQVKRUWQRWLFH´(OOLRWWVDLGZKLOHWDNLQJRXWKLV
QRWHERRNSHQDQGUHFRUGHU³+HGJHIXQGLVDELWRIDP\VWHULous animal and there's not
PXFKNQRZQDERXW\RX&DQ\RXWHOOXVDELWDERXW\RXUVHOI"´
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5HQWVFKOHUVKRRNKLVKHDG³,¶OOKDYHP\DVVLVWDQWVHQG\RXP\ELRJUDSK\VKHHW
$VNPHDQRWKHUTXHVWLRQ´
³$OOULJKW´(OOLRWWORRNHGGRZQRQKLVOLVWRISUHSDUHGTXHVtions.
Above him, the smattering of raindrops on the roof interrupted the stillness of this
place. He would have to speak up a little for Rentschler to hear him and hoped the mic on
KLVUHFRUGHUZDVVHQVLWLYHHQRXJKWRFDSWXUH¶VWKHFRQYHUVDWLRQ
³3DQWKHRQLVDFORVHGIXQGLWGRHVQ¶WDFFHSWQHZLQYHVWRUV&DQ\RXPHQWLRQ
who your shareholders are?
³:HOOWKHUH¶VPHDQGDFRXSOHRIIULHQGVZKRVHQDPHV,FDQQRWGLVFORVH´
³,UHDGWKDW*UHHNVKLSSLQJPDJQDWH$EEUD[DVKDVSXWKLVPRQH\LQ\RXUIXQGLVLWWUXH"´
³$V,VDLG,FDQQRWGLVFORVHQDPHV´
³<RXUDVVHW-under-management was reported at $14.3 billion five years ago. How
PXFKLVLWQRZ"´
³,W¶VXSE\DERXWDWKLUGQRZ´5HQWVFKOHU VDLG³:H¶YHGRLQJZHOOHYHQLQD
PDUNHWGRZQWXUQOLNHWKLV´
³&DQ\RXJLYHPHDQH[DFWDPRXQWDQGGDWH"´
³8SE\DERXWDWKLUGDVRIQRZ´
Elliott noted that down. Over the past five years his funds had grown by about 33
percent, providing an impressive return at a time when putting money into time deposits
would have earned VDYHUVFORVHWR]HURSHUFHQWLQLQWHUHVWUDWHV³:KHUHDUH\RXSXWWLQJ
\RXUPRQH\WRJHWWKLVKLJKUHWXUQ"´
³(PHUJLQJPDUNHWVPDLQO\DVWKH\RIIHUKLJKHU\LHOGV:HDOVROLNHIURQWLHU
PDUNHWVDOWKRXJKJLYHQWKHULVNVDUHQRWWRRH[SRVHGWKHUH´
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³:KDWDERXW ERQGV"´
³%RQGVVWRFNVFXUUHQFLHVFRPPRGLWLHV:HLQYHVWLQMXVWDERXWDQ\WKLQJ´
³6R\RXDUHDOVRRQHRIWKHFLW\¶VELJJHVWFUHGLWRUVIRUWKHERQGVWKDWDUHGXHQH[W
PRQWK´KHDVNHGHGJLQJFORVHUWRWKHDFWXDOWRSLFKHZDQWHGWRWDONDERXW
Rentschler had finished grooming one side of the horse and now moved on to the
other side. Bridget followed him while taking pictures, careful not to distract Rentschler
and keeping a safe distance from the horse.
³<HVRXUIXQGLVDUHJXODUEX\HURIPXQLFLSDOERQGVLQWKHPDUNHW7KDW¶VRQH
ZD\RIGLYHUVLI\LQJRXULQYHVWPHQWZKLOHKHOSLQJWKHFLW\IXQGSURMHFWV´
³+RZPXFKRIWKHFLW\ VGHEWGR\RXRZQ"´
³,NQHZ\RXZHUHJRLQJWRDVNWKDWTXHVWLRQVR,GXJRXWWKDWQXPEHU:HRZQ
DERXWPLOOLRQRI1HZ<RUN¶Vmunicipal bonds spread across short-term notes and
ERQGV´
³+RZPXFKLVWKDWRI\RXUWRWDOSRUWIROLRRIERQGLQYHVWPHQW"´
³,¶PDIUDLG,FDQ¶WDQVZHU\RXWKDW$V\RXFDQVHHRXUH[SRVXUHWRPXQLFLSDO
bonds is small relative to the size of our funds. MunicLSDOERQGVDUHQ¶WKRWLQGHPDQG
WKHVHGD\VZLWK1HZ<RUNFORVHWREDQNUXSWF\´
³0\VRXUFHVWHOOPHWKDW\RXERXJKWPRVWRIWKHPLOOLRQERQGVWKDWDUHGXH
QH[WZHHN´(OOLRWWKHOGRXWDSULQWRXWRIDJUDSKWKDW3DXODKDGSULQWHGRXWIRUKLP
RentschleUVWHSSHGDZD\IURPWKHKRUVHWRORRNDWWKHSDSHU(OOLRWWVDLG³DQG\RXERXJKW
WKHVHERQGVLQWKHSDVWIHZGD\VMXVWZKHQWKHLUSULFHVVDQNWRUHFRUGORZV´
³1DWXUDOO\\RXZDQWWREX\ORZDQGVHOOKLJKXQOHVV\RXKROGRQWRPDWXULW\´
³:KLFKZRXOGEHQH[WZHHNGR\RXLQWHQWRQKROGLQJWKHPXQWLOWKHQ"´
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³2II-the-UHFRUG\HV´
³6LQFH\RXERXJKWWKHVHERQGVDWVXFKORZSULFHV\RXZLOOHDUQDKHIW\FDSLWDO
JDLQLIWKHFLW\ZHUHWRDYRLGGHIDXOWDQGUHSD\WKHERQGVLQIXOO´
³,FHUWDLQO\KRSHVR7KHERQGV¶IDOOLQJSULFHUHIOHFWVWKHORZFRQILGHQFHWKH
PDUNHWKDVLQWKHFLW\¶VDELOLW\WRUHSD\LWVGHEW1RRQHZDQWVWRKROGWKHVHERQGV
DQ\PRUHEXWLIWKH\ZDQWWRVHOOWKHPVRPHRQHKDVWREX\WKHPDQGWKDW¶VXV7KH
market provides that escape hatch for people to dump assets they think are too risky to
hold. So we take those risks. And when we do, we do so because we believe that the
JUHDWHUULVNWKHJUHDWHUWKHUHZDUGVKRXOGEH1RZVLQFHWKHFLW\¶VERQGVKDYHORVWDOPRVW
all of their value it only makes sense if we stand to earn nearly double in capital gain if
WKHERQGVDUHUHSDLGLQIXOO0LQG\RXVRPHWLPHVLW¶VXVZKR¶UHGXPSLQJDVVHWVDQG
VRPHRQHHOVHDJUHHVWRWDNHRQWKHULVN7KDW¶VKRZWKHPDUNHWZRUNVDQGLWSURYLGHVD
great way of allocating ULVNLQLQYHVWPHQWV´
³%XWZK\GLG\RXGHFLGHWRWDNHDOOWKLVULVNZKHQHYHU\RQHHOVHLVVHOOLQJ"´
³7KHpayoff LVELJ´
³0\VRXUFHWROGPHWKDW\RXDORQJZLWKHOHYHQRWKHULQYHVWRUVRZQPRUHWKDQ
percent of these bonds, and all of you bought these bonds over the past few days.
Municipal bondholders are normally spread across hundreds or maybe thousands of
individual investors but not for these bonds here. The ownership here is now concentrated
on twelve hedge funds who, I suspect, were acting in concert WRSUHVVXUHWKHFLW\´
³3UHVVXUHWKHFLW\LQWRGRLQJZKDW"´
(OOLRWWKHOGXSWKHFKDUWDJDLQ³0\VRXUFHWHOOVPHWKDW\RXVHQW1HZ<RUND
message, a warning really, that if the city were to give in to the demand by the kidnappers
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to drop the housing reforms, and choose to default instead, then New York will have to
SD\GHDUO\IRUWKLVGHFLVLRQ´
³&DUHWRH[SODLQKRZ"´
³,IWKHGHIDXOWOHDGVWRDGHEWUHVWUXFWXULQJWKHQ\RXDQG\RXUIULHQGVDVWKH
biggest bondholder can act again in unison to impose harsher demands on the city,
including continued pressure on demanding housing reforms, social spending cut.
Especially if, in a worst case scenario, the default leads to bankruptcy. As bondholders
\RX¶OOJHWSULRULW\RYHUWKHFLW\¶VDVVHWDQGUHYHQXHV´
RentschleUZLSHGWKHVZHDWRQKLVEURZVZLWKKLVULJKWIRUHDUP³,ZDVWROGWKDWD
UHSRUWHULVRQO\DVJRRGDVKLVFRQWDFWV<RXUVRXUFHLVVSRWRQ´
Elliott sighed. But he still needed a solid confirmation, a yes-or-QRDQVZHU³6R
WKDW¶V\RXUSODQ"´
³<RXFRXOGVD\ VR´
1RZKHQHHGHGWRNHHSSXVKLQJKLPIRUZDUG³%XWZK\ZRXOG\RXZDQWWRFRUQHU
WKHFLW\LQWRDFFHSWLQJWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVOLNHWKLV"´
³<RXKDYHWRVHHWKHELJJHUSLFWXUHKHUH´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³$PHULFDLVORVLQJLWV
FRPSHWLWLYHQHVV:H¶UHORVLQJRXW against the Europeans, against the Asians and the
South Americans are breathing down on our neck. Do know what it takes to stay
FRPSHWLWLYH"´
³/LYHDIUXJDOOLIH"´
³([DFWO\DQGVRZHQHHGWRWLJKWHQRXUEXGJHWWULPDOOWKRVHVSHQGLQJWKDWDUHQ¶W
necessary, like welfare that only - ´
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³+RZDERXWFXWWLQJPLOLWDU\VSHQGLQJLQVWHDG"´%ULGJHWDVNHGDQG(OOLRWWJDYH
KHUDVWHUQORRN%ULGJHWVKUXJJHG³,W¶VWKHELJJHVWLQWKHZRUOGQRZRQGHUZH¶UHQRW
FRPSHWLWLYH´
³:HOOWKHUHDUHSHRSOHRXWWKHUHZKRKDWHRXUIUHHGRP´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³'RZH
QHHGDQRWKHUDWWDFNDJDLQVWLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVWRSURYHWKLV"´
(OOLRWWKDGWRJHWKLPEDFNDQVZHULQJKLVSUHYLRXVTXHVWLRQ³6RZK\WKHQGLG\RX
EX\WKHVHERQGVWRWKUHDWHQWKHFLW\DJDLQVWGHIDXOWLQJ"´
³7KHELJJHUSLFture Elliott. New York is no stranger to fiscal crisis. In 1975 its
ILVFDOFULVLVJDYHXVWKHRSSRUWXQLW\WRWDNHFRQWURORIWKHFLW\¶VILVFDOPDQDJHPHQW´
³7KH(PHUJHQF\)LQDQFLDO&RQWURO%RDUG"´(OOLRWWDVNHGUHIHUULQJWRWKHERDUG
RIEDQNHUVWKDWWRRNRYHUWKHFLW\¶VEXGJHWPDQDJHPHQWGXULQJWKHFULVLV
³<HV,WKLQNWKDWZDVLWWKH()&%7KHFXUUHQWERDUGLVVRPHZKDWPRGHOHGDIWHU
it. Anyway, bankeUVEDFNWKHQZHUHWRVWUHQJWKHQWKHFLW\¶VEXGJHWE\UHPRYLQJIUHH
education, cutting health services etc. And that discipline spread across other cities and
took hold of the federal budget as well, which made us stronger as a country. But now we
have growQFRPSODFHQWZHGRQ¶WPDNHUHDO$PHULFDQSURGXFWVDQ\PRUHZHEX\WKHP
from overseas: electronics, cars, clothes. The products are cheaper overseas because the
countries that are making them are more competitive. They have lower wages, better
infrastructure, lower costs. Meanwhile, we pay for all with debt because we import more
JRRGVWKDQZHVHOORYHUVHDVDQGQRZZH¶UHLQDPHVV6R1HZ<RUNUHODSVLQJLQWR
another fiscal crisis is actually a blessing a disguise for us because here is the opportunity
to bULQJWKLVQDWLRQEDFNRQLWVIHHW´

)O)!
!

!

%ULGJHWVKRRNKHUKHDGZKLOH(OOLRWWQRGGHG³%XWKRZGR\RXSODQWRFKDQJHWKH
FRXQWU\WKURXJK1HZ<RUN´
³1HZ<RUNLVWKHODVWEDVWLRQIRUOLEHUDOSROLFLHVDQGDWLWVFRUHLVWKHFLW\¶V
affordable housing program. That program is over a hundred years old and has survived
WKHUHIRUPVWKDWEDQNHUVLQLWLDWHGLQ1HZ<RUN¶VSXEOLFKRXVLQJWKHSURMHFWVLVD
vestige of those big-VSHQGLQJGD\VZKHQZHGLGQ¶WKDYHWRFRPSHWHDJDLQVWWKHUHVWRIWKH
world as we must today. But if we can bring it down this time, it will send a powerful
message to the rest of the country. We can start tackling similar wasteful spending in
RWKHUFLWLHV¶EXGJHWVDQGLQSDUWLFXODUWKHIHGHUDOEXGJHWIRRGVWDPSV0HGLFDUHVRFLDO
security. Let the private sector handle all that, they know better how to deal with welfare
FKHDWHUV´
%ULGJHWVFRIIHG³:KDWLISRRUSHRSOHFDQ¶WDIIRUGWKHSULYDWL]HGVHUYLFHV"´
³%ULGJHWSOHDVH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³,ZDQWWRNQRZ(OOLRWW,W¶VDYDOLGTXHVWLRQ´
³<HVLWLVDYDOLGTXHVWLRQ´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³%XW\RXNQRZZKDWPDNHV$PHULFD
JUHDW",W¶VKHUSHRSOH2XUQDWLRQZDVQ¶WPDGHJUHDWE\ORVHUV/HW¶VIDFHLWWKHIOLSVLGH
of survival of the fittest is the non-survival of the weakest, and cutting down those
wDVWHIXOVRFLDOVSHQGLQJZLOOGRMXVWWKDW,GRQ¶WPLQGKHOSLQJWKHSRRUJDLQHTXDO
opportunity of course. I have a long list of philanthropic activities to back this up. Yes,
LW¶VDSRZHUVWUXJJOHDFODVVVWUXJJOHEXWWKHIRXQGLQJIDWKHUVRIRXUGHPRFUDcy ensured
WKDWZHWKHPLQRULW\DUHSURWHFWHGDJDLQVWWKH´5HQWVFKOHUSDXVHGDVKHVHDUFKHGIRU
WKHULJKWZRUG³W\UDQQ\RIWKHPDMRULW\´
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(OOLRWWVDZ%ULGJHWZDVDERXWWRSURWHVWVRKHMXPSHGLQZLWKDTXHVWLRQ³6R
EX\LQJWKHVHFLW\ERQGVZDVQ¶WH[DFWO\DSXUHLQYHVWPHQWGHFLVLRQWKHQ"´
³1RLWZDVQ¶W,KDGDFKDWZLWKRXUSDUWQHUVDQGWKHRWKHUHOHYHQLQYHVWRUVZKR
are concerned about the future of our country and we all decided to chip in to make sure
New York swings in the right direction. Of coXUVHLIZH¶UHULJKWQRWRQO\FDQZHWLOWWKH
national debate on fiscal policies to our favor, we will also get a hefty capital gain from
WKHFLW\UHSD\LQJLWVERQGVLQIXOOWKDW¶VMXVWDERQXV´
³%XWZKDWGR\RXJHWRXWRIDOOWKLV"´
³,DOVRRZQVWRFNVLQWKUHHGHYHORSHUVZLWKVWURQJFDVKIORZVWREX\WKHFLW\¶V
public housing and invest in new apartments. If the council passes the housing reforms
SURJUDPWKHVKDUHVRIWKHVHGHYHORSHUVZLOOVN\URFNHWDQG,PDNHDORWRIPRQH\DORW´
³6RLQRZQLQJWKH FLW\¶VERQGVDQGWKHGHYHORSHUV¶VKDUHV\RXDUHYHU\FRQILGHQW
WKDWWKHFLW\ZLOOUHSD\LWVGHEW´(OOLRWWVDLG
5HQWVFKOHUWXUQHGKLVKHDGWRIDFH(OOLRWW³1RERG\JHWVDZD\ZLWKQRWSD\LQJKLV
GHEW´
³+RZVXUHDUH\RX"7KHUH¶VDORWRISUHVVXUHIRUWKHcity not to pass the reforms
DQGMXVWGHIDXOWRQLWVGHEW´
³:H UHWDONLQJDERXWILVFDOSUXGHQFH´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³,W VQDWXUDORIEDQNHUVWR
demand the city pay attention to this. Let me explain, the city can use the money it saves
to improve other people's lives for instance by building new infrastructure, which not
only creates job but will also improve the productivity of everyone working in the city
and so generate higher tax revenue which in turn can be used to invest in more programs
like building more school, help the needy etc. it's a virtuous cycle. All that bankers ask is
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IRUWKHFLW\WRUHDOL]HWKLVDQGLWFHUWDLQO\KDV7KHSXEOLFVWLOOGRQ WJHWLWDQGLW¶VQRWWKH
EDQNHUV¶WRPDNHWKHPXQGHUVWDQG,IDQ\WKLQJLW¶VWKHPHGLD¶VMREWRH[SODLQ, but then
DJDLQWKHPHGLDGRHVQ WVHHPWRJHWLWHLWKHU´
³:KR¶VSD\LQJIRUWKHVRFLDOFRVWVLIDOOWKHVHSHRSOHORVHWKHLUKRPHV"´%ULGJHW
asked. By now she had stopped taking pictures and was standing with arms crossed over
KHUFKHVW³,¶GVD\WKHFRVW ZLOORXWZHLJKWKHHFRQRPLFEHQHILWV\RXWDONDERXW´
³,I\RX¶UHXQHPSOR\HGDQGFDQ¶WILQGDMRE\RXUHDOO\VKRXOGQ¶WEHOLYLQJKHUH´
³1RPRQH\QRFLWL]HQVKLSLVWKDWKRZWKLQJVDUH"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³%RWK\RXUIDWKHUDQGPRWKHUKDYHFHUWDLQO\HDUQHGWKHLUSODFHKHUH´5HQWVFKOHU
VDLG³,¶PGLVDSSRLQWHGWRVHHWKHLUGDXJKWHUGRHVQ¶WVKDUHKHUSDUHQWV¶YLHZDERXW
success. Look at Elliott, comes from a poor family, almost made it rich with his Internet
LGHD%XWRQHGD\,¶PVXUHKH¶OOVWULNHJROGDQGMRLQXV´
³<RXWKLQN\RXNQRZP\IDPLO\"´%ULGJHWDVNHGDWDGWRRORXGDVRQHRIWKH
ERG\JXDUGVPXVWKDYHQRWLFHGKHUJHWWLQJZRUNHGXSDQGWRRNDVWHSIRUZDUG³$QG\RX
FDOOUREELQJRWKHUSHRSOH¶VULJKWs to make money on stupid stock bets a VXFFHVV"´
³%ULGJHWOHWPHDVNWKHTXHVWLRQVKHUH´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGKHJHVWXUHGIRUKHUWRVWHS
away from Rentschler. He had to find a more neutral question to let her calm down.
³,WKRXJKW1HZ<RUNHUVGLVDJUHHPRUHRQWKHTXHVWLRQRIKRZWRDFKLHYHWKH
kind of fiscal SUXGHQFH\RXMXVWPHQWLRQHG´(OOLRWWDVNHG³)RULQVWDQFHWKHLQFHQWLYHV
IRUWKHGHYHORSHUVLVQ¶WWKDWRYHUNLOOMXVWWRJHWWKHPRQERDUG"´
³3URSHUW\FRPSDQLHVZHUHDOUHDG\RQERDUGEHIRUHWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO´
Rentschler said.
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Elliott paused, realizing that here was a new piece of information but at the same
WLPHDOVRLOORJLFDO³,GRQ WXQGHUVWDQG,WKRXJKWWKHFLW\PXVWRIIHUWKHVHLQYHVWRUVWRJHW
SURSHUW\FRPSDQLHVRQERDUG":K\ZRXOGWKH\RIIHUWKHPLQFHQWLYHVDIWHUZDUGV"´
³<RXEURNHWKHQHZVRQWhe incentive clause so I knew you were going to ask me
WKDW´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG+HZHQWWRWKHWDEOHZLWKWKHUHIUHVKPHQWVDQGIHWFKHGDGRFXPHQW
that he gave to Elliott.
³7KLVLVWKHRULJLQDOGUDIWRIWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQWEHIRUHWKHLQFHQWLYH
GHDO,WZDVDOUHDG\DJUHHGXSRQEXWQRW\HWEHHQVLJQHG´
The document looked similar to the housing reforms draft agreement Elliott had
IRXQGLQ.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQW1R media had published a draft of the housing reforms
DJUHHPHQWXQWLO(OOLRWWEURNHQHZVDERXWWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO6RKHZDVQ¶WVXUHZKDWWR
look out for as he flipped through the pages.
³,GRQ¶WKDYHPXFKWLPH(OOLRWW´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³6ROHWPHSRLQWRXt to you that
without the incentive deal the housing reforms agreed on here is much more lenient than
WKHODWHVWGUDIWWKDW¶VEHHQFLUFXODWLQJLQWKHSUHVV8QGHUWKHROGDJUHHPHQW1HZ<RUN
will reduce but not phase out its affordable housing program. It will only sell a portion of
LWVSXEOLFKRXVLQJEXWUHWDLQRWKHUVDQGLWZRQ¶WVHOOWKHPDWDGLVFRXQW+RXVLQJVXEVLGLHV
ZRQ¶WEHDEROLVKHGEXWUHSODFHGZLWKDPRUHPDUNHWIULHQGO\VFKHPHDQGUHQWFRQWURO
ZRQ¶WEHHQWLUHO\FXWEXWUHSODFHGZLWKDQRWKHUSROicy to be decided later on. This is what
HYHU\RQHKDGHDUOLHUDJUHHGRQ´
Elliott was stepping into new territory here, just like he did when he discovered
WKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOLQ.DWKHULQH¶VDSDUWPHQW7KDWWKHFLW\EDQNHUVDQGSURSHUW\
companies had already agreed to a much softer housing reforms was new. The question
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was now figuring out what had happened in between the old agreement and the new
stricter one.
³:K\GLGWKHSURSHUW\FRPSDQLHVDQGEDQNHUVEDFNWUDFNHGRQWKLVROGHUYHUVLRQ
when they have alUHDG\DJUHHGRQLW"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³,QDQ\QHJRWLDWLRQ\RXZDQWWRPDNHXVHRI\RXURSSRQHQWV¶ZHDNQHVVWRJDLQ
leverage so that you end up with a better deal. And in this case they saw a weakness in
WKHFLW\DQGWRRNIXOODGYDQWDJHRILWIDLUJDPH´
³:KDWZHDNQHVV"´
³7KHILQDQFHWKHSURSHUW\DQGFRQVWUXFWLRQLQGXVWULHVDUHWKHELJJHVWEXVLQHVVHV
LQ1HZ<RUN&LW\´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³1RPD\RUFDQLJQRUHWKHP´
³%XWZK\ZRXOG0D\RU$OEHUWDFDUH",W¶VKHUODVWWHUP´
³,ZDVQ¶WWDONLQJDERXWWKHFXUUHQWPD\RU´
³%RZLQJWRWKHLQGXVWULHV¶LQWHUHVWLVQ WDVPDUWPRYHSROLWLFDOZLVH´%ULGJHW
said.
³%XWRQO\LI\RXOHWWKHSXEOLFNQRZ´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³WKHWULFNLVWRNHHSLW
EHORZWKHUDGDUDVN\RXUIDWKHU´
Rentschler was about to say something importDQW,WKXQJIURPWKHPDQ¶VWLSRI
WKHWRQJXHEXW(OOLRWWQHHGHGWRWHDVHLWRXWRIKLP³6R\RX¶UHVD\LQJUXQQLQJIRUPD\RU
is expensive and these companies in the construction, property and finance industries can
help out with funding the campaign in retXUQIRUVRPHWKLQJOLNHWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO"´
³<HV\RXFRXOGVD\VR´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³'R\RXNQRZZKR,¶PWDONLQJDERXW"´
In that moment of silence, Elliott realized that it had stopped raining.
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³7\OHU"´%ULGJHWDVNHGEHIRUH(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WHYHQWKLQNof him. But who else
FRXOGLWEH"7\OHUWKHFLW\¶VILQDQFLDOFRPSWUROOHUZKRKDGEHHQOHDGLQJWKHQHJRWLDWLRQ
RQWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVKDGJRWWHQVRPXFKSXEOLFLW\ODWHO\IRUUHSUHVHQWLQJWKHFLW\¶V
interests that if he were to run for mayor next year, he would be already known to many
1HZ<RUNHUV(OOLRWWKHOGKLVEUHDWKZDLWLQJIRU5HQWVFKOHU¶VDQVZHU
5HQWVFKOHUVPLOHG³,ZRQ¶WVD\KLVQDPHEXW\RXFDQLQIHUWKHDQVZHUIURPP\
UHDFWLRQ´

Bridget you rock! (OOLRWW¶VPLQGUDFHGWU\LQJWRGLJHVWWKHVLJQificance of this
information. If Comptroller Tyler planned to run for mayor with the backing of the
construction, property and finance industries, then his integrity as a negotiator who
represented the city in talks with these industries would be questionaEOH,W¶VDVLPSOH
matter of conflict of interest which therefore undermined the trustworthiness of the
housing reforms talks and any agreement resulting from this. If Elliott ran a story on
7\OHU¶VSODQWKLVFRXOGVSHOOWKHHQGRIWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUeement.
³6R\RX¶UHVD\LQJ7\OHUSODQVWRUXQIRUPD\RU"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³<RXVKRXOGDVNKLPWKDW\RXUVHOI´
He would normally press for on-UHFRUGFRPPHQWEXWKHFRXOGQ¶WXVH5HQWVFKOHU¶V
comments on this matter anyway because the hedge-IXQGRZQHUZDVQ¶t qualified to talk
DERXWWKHFRPSWUROOHU¶VSROLWLFDODPELWLRQ6WLOOKHQHHGHGDEXOOHWSURRIFRQILUPDWLRQWR
convince Lambert later that there was no misunderstanding about Tyler.
³2II-the-UHFRUG'RHV7\OHUSODQWRUXQIRUPD\RU"´
Rentschler thought foUDPRPHQWWKHQVDLG³<HV´
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Elliott and Bridget glanced at each other and smiled. And when Rentschler also
smiled, he wanted to ask him why he told them this information, which surely would put
the housing reforms at risk if the public found out. But Rentschler might retract his
statements and that risk was not worth pressing him for an explanation.
³:HOOLWVHHPV,KDYHWROG\RXHYHU\WKLQJ,KDYHWRVD\RUUDWKHUZKDW\RX
ZDQWHGWRNQRZ´5HQWVFKOHUVDLG³1RZDVPXFKDV,HQMR\WDONLQJWR\RX,GRKDYe
DQRWKHUODWHDSSRLQWPHQW´+HQRGGHGDWWKHGRRUZKHUH(OL]DEHWKDQGDQRWKHUJURXSRI
people were waiting.
Elliott thanked Rentschler and was heading for the door when Rentschler called
Elliott back.
³,¶YHKHDUGDORWDERXW\RX´KHVDLG³,I\RXDUHHYHUWKLQNLQJRIODXQFKLQJ
DQRWKHUVWDUWXSOHWPHNQRZ,¶GEHKDSS\WRORRNDW\RXULQYHVWPHQWSURSRVDO´
Elliott muttered a thank you then walked passed the horses in their pens and out
the barn into the open air. They rode back the way they came from with Elizabeth leading
them again. His mind was still swirling with all the information he had to digest and so he
muted his thoughts to let his senses take in the surrounding nature. Never did wet grass
smell this good.
#
%ULGJHWZDVULJKW7KH\ZRXOGQ¶WPDNHLWEDFNWR1HZ<RUNWRQLJKW(OOLRWWKDGWR
tell Lambert about the interview so they could decide right then what to do next.
They picked up Rafael at the parking lot where he had left them. Rafael, guessing that
they would need rooms, had already found a cheap but clean motel nearby. They gathered
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LQ%ULGJHW¶VURRPHDWLQJSRWDWRFKLSVZKLOH(OOLRWWH[SODLQHG5DIDHOZKDWKHKDGIRXQG
out from Rentschler.
³%\WKHWLPH7\OHUDQQRXQFHVKLVFDQGLGDF\Whe city will have concluded its
UHIRUPVZLWKWKHEDQNHUVDQGQRRQHZRXOGFKDUJHKLPRIDQ\FRQIOLFWRILQWHUHVW´(OOLRWW
VDLG³,IKHSOD\VKLVFDUGULJKWKHZLOOEHNQRZQE\WKHSXEOLFDVWKHILQDQFLDO
comptroller who bravely fought a losing battle agaLQVWWKHEDQNHUV´
³7KHTXHVWLRQWKRXJKLVZKHWKHUWKLVLVHQRXJKWRJHWFRQYLQFH\RXUSDSHUWRUXQ
WKLVVWRU\´5DIDHOVDLG
³7KHIDFWWKDW7\OHUSODQVWRUXQIRUPD\RUDORQHLVZRUWKDIURQWSDJHVWRU\
/HW¶VQRWIRUJHWWKDW5HQWVFKOHUJDYHXVDFRS\RI the original housing reforms agreement
WKDWGLGQ¶WLQFOXGHWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDO
Elliott shoveled the last crumbs of potato chips into his mouth and washed it
GRZQZLWKDSSOHMXLFH³$OOULJKW,¶PJRLQJEDFNWRP\URRPDQGFDOO/DPEHUW,¶OOOHW
you know hRZLWJRHV´
#
Bridget slumped onto her bed and stared at the ceiling. She had a quiet moment
for herself. To appease Elliott, Rafael had agreed to sleep at another motel and had left
her room to fetch his bag from their rental car. She could sleep on the spot. Judging by
ZKDWWKH\JRWIURP5HQWVFKOHU¶VLQWHUYLHZWKHURDGWULSZLWK5DIDHODQG(OOLRWWWKH
HVFDSHIURP1HZ<RUN¶VRYHUEHDULQJEXLOGLQJVVKHFRQFOXGHGWKHGD\ZDVZHOOZRUWK
the exhaustion. But Rafael would be back any moment now as he wanted to know
/DPEHUW¶VGHFLVLRQRQWKHVWRU\EHIRUHOHDYLQJ6RVKHURVHIURPKHUEHGDQGVKXIIOHGWR
the bathroom to brush her teeth.
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Looking out the bathroom window next to the sink, she saw Rafael crossing the
street in the back of the motel. She watched him walked up to their rental car and fetched
his backpack. Instead of walking back to the motel, he went the opposite direction,
heading for a line of trees across a grass field. Bridget frowned and moved closer to the
ZLQGRZ7KDW¶VZKHQVKHQRWLFHGDJURXS of people coming out of the trees and walking
WRZDUG5DIDHO6KHFRXOGQ¶WVHHWKHPFOHDUO\IURPWKLVGLVWDQFHDQGXQGHUWKHSRRUOLJKW
from the street lights. But she knew who they were. She went out the bathroom and
returned with her camera and a long-range lens.
7KHSUHVHQFHRI5DIDHO¶VPHQFRXOGRQO\VSHOOWURXEOHDQGWKLQNLQJKRZVKHKDG
talked Elliott into bringing Rafael along, her hand began to tremble as she attached the
lens to her camera. Opening the window, she leaned against the sill, and zoomed in on
Rafael. She recognized three of them. Xavier stood with his hands in pocket, chewing a
gum, next to him, wearing a rain jacket, was the man she had trailed yesterday, and
standing closest to Rafael, was Adrienne. When Rafael reached out to touch her short
EODFNKDLUVWUDLJKWHQLQJVWUDLQVDERYHKHUHDU%ULGJHW¶VKHDUWVDQNLQWRDSRRORILFH
They were talking for a few more minutes before the group retreated into the trees and
Rafael headed back to the motel. She shut the window and returned to her room.
Bridget decided to clean her camera and emptied her backpack to place all items
on the bed. The DSLR camera body, a primary lens, a portrait lens, the long-range zoom
lens Madison Vanguard loaned her, a small tripod and the pouch with the brushes and
cloths for cleaning. She looked with satisfaction at how everything was laid in neat order
before her, although everything inside her had crumbled into pieces. And when the door
knocked, she thought hard about opening it.
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³1RZRUGIURP(OOLRWW\HW"´ Rafael asked as he walked in with a thermos bottle
DQGSODVWLFFXSV³,PDGHVRPHFKDPRPLOHWHD´
Bridget sat on the bed and used a cloth to clean her primary lens. Rafael sat by the
table and watched her.
³$OOWKLVHTXLSPHQWGRHVORRNH[SHQVLYH´KHVDid. He poured himself tea from
the thermos. Bridget blew away the dust on her lens.
³:K\DUH\RXUPHQKHUH"´6KHDVNHGZLWKRXWORRNLQJDW5DIDHO
Rafael put down his cup then sighed.
³7KH\¶UHKHUHIRUP\SURWHFWLRQLQFDVHWKLQJVJRZURQJ´
He went to the bathroom and Bridget heard him kick the trash bin.
³$QGLWWDNHVILYHSHRSOHWRSURWHFW\RX"¶%ULGJHWFKXFNOHG³,GRQ¶WEHOLHYH\RX´
³:H¶UHQRWSODQQLQJWRKDUP5HQWVFKOHULIWKDW¶VZKDW\RX¶UHWKLQNLQJ$QGHYHQLIZH
GLGZHZRXOGQ¶WEHQHHGLQJ(OOLRWW´
³7KHQZKDWDUH\RXGRLQJKHUH"´
³$OOULJKW´5DIDHOURVHIURPKLVFKDLU³5HQWVFKOHULVDQLPSRUWDQWILJXUHKH¶V
SXOOLQJVRPHVWULQJVDV(OOLRWW¶VLQWHUYLHZKDVVKRZQ0\PHQKDYHEHHQKHUHVLQFHWKLV
afternoon, gathering intel about him: his house, his family, security details, the people he
surrounds himself with. Had I been able to join the interview, I could have provided
DGGLWLRQDOLQWHOIURPWKHLQVLGH:HGLGQ¶WJHWPXFKEXWHQRXJKWRGHYHORSDLQIRVKHHW
on him for later use. But right QRZZH¶UHQRWSODQQLQJDQ\WKLQJDJDLQVWKLP+H¶VVDIH
RND\´
Bridget put down the lens and looked at Rafael.
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³6RWKLVZKROHURDGWULSLVMXVWDZD\IRU\RXJHWLQVLGH5HQWVFKOHU¶VKRXVHLVQ¶W
LW"´³)LUVWZLWKRXWXV\RXZRXOGQ¶WHYHQKDYHJRWWHQWKLVLQWHUYLHZDQGVHFRQG,GLGQ¶W
JHWLQVLGH,VWD\HGRXWEHFDXVH(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WZDQWPHLQ6RZKDW¶VWKHSUREOHP"´
³7KHSUREOHPLVWKDW\RXZHUHSODQQLQJWRXVHXV\RXXVHGPHWRFRQYLQFH(OOLRWW
LQWROHWWLQJ\RXFRPHDORQJ´
³,JDYH\RXWKHLQWHUYLHZDQGin return we get some intel for our missions. I see
QRKDUPLQWKDW´
5DIDHO¶VPLVVLRQVZHUHZKDW(OOLRWWKDGZDUQHGKHUDERXW
³+RZIDUDUH\RXZLOOLQJWRJRWRILJKWIRU\RXUFDXVH" %ULGJHWDVNHG
³<RXPHDQKRZIDUDP,ZLOOLQJWRJRWRXSKROGMXVWLFe? You want to talk about
WKDWQRZ"$IWHUDOOZKDWZH YHJRQHWKURXJK",WKRXJKWZHZHUHSDVVHGWKDWVWDJH´
³,KDYHP\GRXEWVQRZ´
³.LQGRIODWHLVQ WLW"(OOLRWWKDVKLVGRXEWWRREXWKHFDPHDORQJKH VILQHZLWK
LW´
³:RXOG\RXNLOO"´
³,IQHFHVVDU\\HV´
³+DYH\RXNLOOHG"´
³<HV´
³<RXNLOOHGLQQRFHQWSHRSOH"´
³,NLOOZKHQQHFHVVDU\´
³7KDW¶VD\HV"´
³7KHUH¶VQRVKRUWDJHRINLOOLQJDURXQGWKHZRUOGLQWKHQDPHRIELJEXVLQHVV´
5DIDHOVDLG³&LYLOLDQVFDQGHPRQVWUDWHDQGVLJQSHWLWLRQVDOOWKH\ZDQWEXW WKDW¶VQR
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match to the power of money and guns combined. We, however, are soldiers. We provide
the counterbalance. We bring in the kind of leverage to activism that only the military can
EULQJOHYHOWKHSOD\LQJILHOGEHFDXVH\RXUGHPRFUDF\FDQ¶WFRSHZLWh this concentration
of power in the hands of the oligarchy. Yes we take the heat for it, being branded
WHUURULVWVDQGDOOEXWZHGHOLYHUUHVXOWV´
³-XVWDQVZHUP\TXHVWLRQ´%ULGJHWVDLG³+DYH\RXHYHUNLOOHGDQLQQRFHQW
SHUVRQ"´
Rafael took a deep breDWK³<HV´
%ULGJHWOHDQHGDJDLQVWWKHEHGERDUG³*UHDW,MXVWKHOSHGEULQJDEXQFKRINLOOHUV
WR5HQWVFKOHU¶VKRXVH´
³,WROG\RXZH¶UHQRWJRLQJWRKDUP5HQWVFKOHU´
³%XW\RXFRXOGKDYH<RXGLGQ¶WWHOOPHDQG(OOLRWWWKDW\RXZRXOGEULQJ\RXU
PHQ´
³7KHUHZDVQRQHHGIRU\RXJX\VWRNQRZ´
5DIDHOZDVQ¶WJHWWLQJWKHSRLQW
³<RXXVHGXV:KDWLIWKLQJVKDGJRQHZURQJ":KDWLI\RXVXGGHQO\GHFLGHGWR
JRDIWHU5HQWVFKOHUOLNH\RXGLGZLWK/LQGEHUJ"+RZZRXOGWKDWPDNHXVORRN"´
³(YHQLIZHGLGSODQVRPHWKLQJZHZRXOGQ¶WKDYHKDUPHG5HQWVFKOHUEHFDXVH
KH¶VWRRLPSRUWDQW6XUHWKHUH¶VFROODWHUDOGDPDJHDQGWKHRFFDVLRQDOEHDWLQJEXWZH
GRQ¶WWDUJHWLQQRFHQWSHRSOHWRWHUURUL]HRWKHUV´
Nice try Rafael. He thought he could talk his way out of this and sKHKDGQ¶WHYHQ
mention Adrienne yet. What was this woman to him? And what about herself? The entire
road trip was nothing but a mission where she was one of many checkboxes in his little
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soldier mind. First get Bridget, then use her to get Elliott, then use him to get Rentschler.
Did he even feel anything for her? The question raged inside her but asking it would
H[SRVHKHUVHOIWRKLPLQDOLJKWKHGLGQ¶WGHVHUYHWRVHH6KHZRQ¶WDVNLWWKHQ%XWVKH
was not done with him either for the gash in her was still burning.
³6SDUHPHWKHJUDQGVWDQGLQJ´VKHVDLG³\RX¶UHMXVWDEXQFKRIPHUFHQDULHV´
5DIDHOVDWGRZQORRNLQJEDIIOHG³,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDW¶VJRWWHQLQWR\RX%ULGJHW<RX
VKRXOGNQRZE\QRZWKDW,¶PQRWGRLQJWKLVIRUPRQH\1RQHRIXVGR:HGRQ¶WIROOow
DQ\RQH¶VRUGHUVEXWRXURZQFRQVFLHQFHV:HJHWSDLGWRGRWKHULJKWWKLQJ6RGRQ¶W
WKLQN\RX¶UHDQ\EHWWHUWKDQXV´
³,GRQ WNLOOIRUDOLYLQJWKDW VDOO,QHHGWRNQRZ´
³7KDW¶VKRZDOOVROGLHUVPDNHDOLYLQJ,¶PULVNLQJP\OLIHIRU\RXUSHRSOHQot
mine but your SHRSOH´
³1RRQHDVNHGIRU\RXUKHOS´
³5HDOO\":LWKRXWXVQRRQHZRXOGKDYHNQRZn about the incentive deal, Elliott
ZRXOGQ¶WKDYHJRWWHQWKHLQWHUYLHZZLWK5HQWVFKOHU,WZDVRXUWKUHDWWKDWPDGHKLPGR
his job as a reporter in the first place. Or else how do you explain him willing to ignore
%HQQHWW¶VRUGHUDQGSXWKLVFDUHHUDWULVNE\FKDVLQJWKLVVWRU\"%HOLHYHPHXQOHVV\RX
take your activism to another level, all the change you will ever achieved will be
FRVPHWLF´
³6R\RXWKLQNZH FDQ¶WVWDQGXSRQRXURZQ"7KHQ\RXGRQ¶WNQRZDQ\WKLQJ
DERXWXV´
³<RXKDYHEHHQOXOOHGLQWRREHGLHQFHOLNHVKHHS\RXKDYHQRLGHDZKDWLWPHDQV
WRVWDQGXSIRUVRPHWKLQJ¶¶
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³,WGRHVQ¶WPHDQNLOOLQJFLYLOLDQVWRUDLGGUXJPRQH\´
She could sense him looking at her.
³:KDWDUH\RXWDONLQJDERXW"´
³)U\WROG(OOLRWWDERXWWKLVGUXJRUJDQL]DWLRQLQ&RORPELDDQGKHWROGPH´
³:KDWGLGKHWHOOKLP"´
³7KDW\RXVHOOGUXJVDQGNLOOLQQRFHQWSHRSOH´
³1RZKDWGLG(OOLRWWWHOO)U\DERXWXVKHUH"´
Bridget looked up³1RWKLQJ%XWGLG\RXNLOODOOWKHVHSHRSOH"´
³,W¶VFRPSOLFDWHG´
³3XOOLQJWKHWULJJHULVFRPSOLFDWHG"´
³7KHUHDUHVDFULILFHVWREHPDGHDJUHDWHUFDXVH,FDQ¶WWHOO\RXDQ\WKLQJDERXWLW
6R\RXMXVWKDYHWRWDNHP\ZRUGIRULW´
³0D\EH\RXVKRXOGWHOOWKDWWKHIDPLOLHVRIDOOWKHSHRSOH\RXNLOOHG´
Rafael sighed and ruffled his hair, then he grabbed his backpack and left.
She resumed cleaning her camera. In the end, Rafael was like all her former
boyfriends, one more imprint in the trail of destruction they left in their wake. She put
down her camera and walked up the window. Across the parking lot from behind the
curtain, she saw Elliott pacing up and down in his room, probably still on the phone,
Elliott in his safe little world of headlines and deadlines that now seemed so much
warmer than the world she was now lost in.
#
It was just after 11 p.m. that Elliott came out of the shower and boiled water on an
electric kettle to make himself some tea. For an hour he had been talking to Chief Editor
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/DPEHUWH[SODLQLQJKLPDERXWWKHWZHOYHLQYHVWRUVZKRRZQHGPRVWRIWKHFLW\¶VERQGV
WKHRULJLQDOKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQWWKDWKDGDOUHDG\DJUHHGRQDQG7\OHU¶VSODQWR
UXQIRUPD\RUWKDWVPDFNHGRIFRQIOLFWRILQWHUHVW%RWKDJUHHGWKDW7\OHU¶s political plans
ZDVWKHELJJHVWQHZVWKDWFDPHRXWRI5HQWVFKOHU¶VLQWHUYLHZDVFRRSZRUWKUXQQLQJRQ
0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VIURQWSDJH$VLWZDVQ¶WGLUHFWO\OLQNHGWRWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
SURJUDP/DPEHUWIHOWVDIHLQDVVXPLQJLWZRXOGQ¶WYLRODWH%HQQHWW¶V ban on housing
UHIRUPVVWRULHV6WLOOWKH\QHHGHGDVHFRQGVRXUFHWRFRQILUP7\OHU¶VSROLWLFDOSODQVDQG
Lambert said he himself would call his contacts to find out. Once confirmed, they would
work on the story tomorrow morning with Lambert promising to devote a team of
reporters on getting the story out fast.
Elliott put down his cup of tea on the nightstand then looked out the window.
%ULGJHW¶VURRPZDVGDUNZKLFKSUREDEO\PHDQWVKHKDGJRQHWREHGDOUHDG\2USHUKDSV
Rafael was in the room with her and WKH\GLGQ¶WZDQWWREHERWKHUHG+HWXUQHGDZD\
from the window, snug into his bed and switched on the TV, trying to feed his brain with
content that would help him forget about Bridget and the story. A bit of rest was in order
for tomorrow would be another busy day.
(OOLRWW VSKRQHUDQJ,WZDV$GDPWKHPHWURGHVN¶VFULPHUHSRUWHUZKRVDWQH[WWR
him in the office.
³+H\(OOLRWWLVHYHU\WKLQJDOOULJKW"´$GDP¶VYRLFHZDVORZ
³<HDKZK\GR\RXDVN"´
³'LG\RXGRDQ\WKLQJVWXSLGODWHO\"´
Elliott sat up in his bed and muted the television.
³:KDW VZURQJ"´
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³7KHUH VVRPHWKLQJEUHZLQJGRZQKHUHLQWKHRIILFH:HGRQ¶WNQRZZKDW VJRLQJ
on, but I think it has to do with you,'' Adam said, his voice dropped to almost a whisper.
³(OOLRWW,MXVWRYHUKHDUGWKDW%HQQHWWLVFRPLQJ´
³7KRPDV%HQQHWW"´
There was a pause as Adam seemed to be listening in to conversation nearby.
³<HDKWKH\ UHGHILQLWHO\WDONLQJDERXW\RX,MXVWRYHUKHDUG$QDGWDONLQJRYHUWKH
SKRQH´
³$QG"´
³,GRQ WNQRZPDQ%XW,WKLQN,EHWWHUJHWRIf the phone; they may call you
DQ\WLPHQRZ*RRGOXFN´$GDPKXQJXS
Elliott's arm fell onto his bed, the phone rolling out of his hand. If Bennett himself
was coming, and he rarely visited the newspaper, then something big was afoot. When
the phone rang a few minutes later, he steeled himself for the worse.
³(OOLRWW,KRSH,GLGQ¶WZDNH\RXXS´$QDGVDLGKLVYRLFHVRXQGHGDOPRVW
fatherly.
³1R,ZDVMXVWZDWFKLQJ79´
³,¶PVRUU\WRFDOO\RXWKLVODWHEXWZHKDYHDSUREOHP´
³:KDWLVLW"
³,¶PLQWKHFRQIHUHQFHURRPDQG,¶PSXWWLQJ\RXRQVSHDNHUSKRQH+HUQDQGH]
DQG%HQQHWWZLOOEHLQKHUHDQ\PRPHQWQRZ´+HUQDQGH]ZDVWKHGHSXW\FKLHIHGLWRUEXW
where was Lambert?
Elliott got up from his bed. He put the phone on speaker mode and placed it on
the table. Then he carried over the laptop, his recorder and notes that he would need to
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defend his story. One last major hurdle before the story could get published. He grabbed
his tea then sat by the table, waiting.
Through the speaker, Elliott heard the conference door opening and footsteps
HQWHULQJWKHFRQIHUHQFHURRP+HKHDUGWKHUXVWOLQJRISDSHU$QDG¶VFRXJKLQJWKHQWKH
unmistakable voice of Bennett.
³,V(OOLRWWRQWKHSKRQH"´%HQQHWWDVNHGVRXQGLQJFOHDUWKURXJKWKHVSHDNHUV
³<HVKHLV´$QDGVDLG³(OOLRWWZHKDYH%HQQHWWDQG+HUQDQGH]LQWKHFRQIHUHQFH
URRP´
³*HQWOHPHQ´%HQQHWWVDLG³,¶OOEHTXLFNEHFDXVHLW¶VODWH,DPGLVDSSRLQWHG
disappointed because my trust in this paper has been misused for some adventurous
groundless reporting. When I asked the paper to drop the story about the housing
incentive deal, I meant it. Instead Lambert, of all people I thought I trusted most and in
whom I placed the responsibility of running this paper, decided to circumvent my
decision and let Elliott continue his investigation. Now, I have never interfered in the
day-to-day operation of this paper and I let its editorial meetings pursue stories as they
see fit. But this time I have to step in and yet my word was not followed. Elliott, I don't
blame you. ,XQGHUVWDQG\RX¶UH\RXQJ\RX¶UHHDJHUEXWOHWPHPDNHWKLVFOHDUWR\RX
ZKHQ,LQVWUXFWVRPHWKLQJLWZLOOEHIROORZHGWRWKHOHWWHU´%HQQHWWSDXVHGWRPDNHFOHDU
everyone understood what he just said.
³,ZDVWROGE\7\OHUWKDWZHLQWHUYLHZHG5HQWVFKOHU´KHZHQWRQ³1RWRQO\GLG
Lambert approve Elliott to continue pursuing the housing reforms story, he also thought it
appropriate to plan a story based on the interview without consulting me first. In other
words, all this was done behind my back. This is unacceptable. Here I am trying to find
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companies willing to buy a stake in this paper and you repay me with breaking may
RUGHUVDQGHPEDUUDVVPH´
7KHFRQIHUHQFHURRPZDVVLOHQW(OOLRWWZDVQ¶WFDOOHGLQWRGHIHQGKLVVWRU\WKLV
ZDVQ¶WDWULDO+HZDVhere to listen to the verdict.
³*HQWOHPHQ/DPEHUWQRORQJHUZRUNVIRUWKLVSDSHU+HUQDQGH]\RXZLOOWDNH
his place.''
Elliott could heard an almost inaudible thank you in the background.
³/HWPH make this clear, no more of this housing program nonsense. We drop this
DQGZHZLOOQRWUXQDQ\WKLQJIURP5HQWVFKOHU¶VLQWHUYLHZRUDQ\WKLQJEDVHGRII(OOLRWW¶V
LQYHVWLJDWLRQ,IUHDGHUVFRPSODLQVREHLW(OOLRWWDUH\RXVWLOOZLWKXV"´
³<HVVLU´
³<RXKHDUGZKDW,VDLG"´
³<HV´
³,W VQRWXSIRUGLVFXVVLRQ<RX GURSZKDW\RX¶UHGRLQJDQGWDNHRQVRPHRWKHU
assignments. I appreciate your good work though; I understand you manage to put the
paper ahead of the competition in the past few days. You keep up the work, just find
some other story to sink your teeth in. +RZHYHUWKHQH[WWLPH\RXGLVREH\PH\RX¶UH
JRQH´
³8QGHUVWRRG´
³*RRG7KDW¶VLWJHQWOHPHQKDYHDJRRGQLJKW´
Someone disconnected the line and left Elliott alone again in the room. He took a
sip from the now cold tea, leaned back against the chair and stared at the wall in front. All
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the work he put in had gone down the drain, and out of this realization he sought comfort
in knowing that he was done. He tried his best, he failed, it was over, time to go home.
Elliott powered down his laptop, grabbed his recorder and notes and stuffed
everything in his bag. As he walked to his bed, he peeked through the crack between the
FXUWDLQVDW%ULGJHW¶VURRPDFURVVWKHSDUNLQJORW6RPHZKHUHLQVLGHWKHGDUNURRPVKH
was sound asleep.
#
The bang and crash that jolted Elliott out of sleep escalated into a cacophony of
sounds and images. Dark figures with assault rifles stormed into the room and when the
lights flicked on, the flash blinded him that it took him a few more seconds to react.
³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQ"´(OOLRtt sat up on his bed. Squinting, he saw two SWAT officers
standing in his room. Outside he heard the chopping sound of a helicopter hovering low
nearby. Two more SWAT officers entered and stepping out from behind them was Agent
Fry.
³*RRGPRUQLQJ(OOLRWW´ the agent said.
By now Elliott was awake enough to hope that Rafael was sleeping in another
PRWHODVKHVDLGKHZRXOG³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQ´KHDVNHGDJDLQ
³:HZHUHZRUULHG´)U\VDLGDVKHWRRNDVHDWE\WKHWDEOH³)LUVW\RXFRPHWRPH
to talk about the eco-terrorists then you disappeared, you ignored my calls, you sent me
WKLVYDJXHWH[WPHVVDJHDERXWDQLQWHUYLHZLQ%RVWRQ6RZHZHUHZRUULHG´
³,VHHZHOO,VDLG,ZDVILQH´(OOLRWWURVHIURPKLVEHGDQGZHQWWRWKHEDWKURRP
to pee while thinking what to say. If they had already found Rafael then they wouldn't
have stormed his room and they would have probably arrested him, and questioned him
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as well. If they thought Rafael was hiding they would have questioned him too. At this
point, it seemed Fry wasn't even sure whether Rafael was here at all. He stepped out of
the bathroom to find an officer rummaging through his messenger bags.
C´<RXFDQ¶WJRWKURXJKP\WKLQJV (OOLRWWDVNHG
The officer stopped and looked at Fry who then gestured Elliott to follow him
RXWVLGHSUHVXPDEO\WROHWWKHRIILFHUVVHDUFKKLVURRPLQSHDFH(OOLRWWWRRN%ULGJHW¶V
sweater and stepped out into the chill night. About a dozen SWAT officers waited by
their police van with three unmarked police cars, their lights flashing, parked by the exit.
³-XVWDVHFXULW\FKHFN´)U\VDLG³ZH¶UHQRWVHDUFKLQJIRUHYLGHQFHRUDQ\WKLQJ´
³,GRQ¶WFDUU\DQ\ZHDSRQV´
³:HOOZHWKRXJKW\RX¶UHLQGDQJHU´
³,¶PQRW,¶PWRWDOO\ILQH´
A few guests watched through their windows, some coming out of their rooms for
a closer view. Elliott looked across the parking lot and saw Bridget. She was standing by
the doorway, her eyes tired, and when she caught hold of Elliott, he noticed the flash of
disgust in her face before she turned around and headed back to her room with Agent
Powell by her side. She must be thinking that he had called the FBI to come over.
The four SWAT officers in his room came out of his room and one of them
nodded at Fry, indicating it was safe to go back inside. Fry left the broken door open and
Agent Powell joined them with notepad in hand.
³,NQRZLW¶VODWHVR,KDYHRQO\DIHZTXHVWLRQV´)U\VDLGDQGWRRNDVHDWE\WKH
table across Elliott.
³*RDKHDG´(OOLRWWVDLGZLWKDWLUHGYRLFH
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³([SODLQHGWRPHKRZ\RXJRW\RXr interview with Rentschler and drove up
KHUH´
So Elliott told him how he went to the brokerage to find the investors, how he
ZHQWWRPHHW1DQF\¶VVRXUFHDQGKRZKHUVRXUFHZKRPKHGLGQ¶WQDPHSURGXFHGDOLVW
of twelve investors, including Rentschler. He told him how he tried contacted all of the
investors, and how that led to his interview appointment with Rentschler.
³<RXWROGPHHDUOLHUWKDW\RXJRWDFRS\RIWKHLQFHQWLYHGHDOIURP\RXUVRXUFH
ZKRVHQDPHZDV)UDQNULJKW"´
³<HV´
³)UDQNKDVQRWKLQJ WRGRZLWKWKLVLQWHUYLHZ"´
³1R<RXFDQYHULI\ZKDW,VDLGZLWK1DQF\WKRXJK,GRXEWVKH¶OOUHYHDOKHU
VRXUFH´
The questioned continued for another fifteen minutes with Fry asking the same
questions using different angles. At last the agent apologized for the disturbance and
WKDQNHGKLPEHIRUHKHDQG3RZHOOOHIW(OOLRWWZDWFKHGWKHPZDONLQJRYHUWR%ULGJHW¶V
URRPZKHUHDSROLFHRIILFHUZDVZDLWLQJIRUWKHPRXWVLGH+HFRXOGQ¶WFORVHWKHGRRU
properly and he let it open as he crawled back to his bed.
Bridget was smart enough to know what to say to Agent Fry. If anything it was
him who screwed up. He had let her down on the story, had failed to stop the housing
reforms, and it was because of him that the FBI had followed them here. It must be pure
luck WKDWWKH\GLGQ¶WFDWFK5DIDHO7RPRUURZ(OOLRWWZRXOGKDYHWRH[SODLQWR%ULGJHW+H
FRXOGQ¶WDIIRUGORVLQJKHUWR5DIDHOQRWZLWKKLVPHQDERXWWRXQOHDVKWHUURURQ1HZ
York.
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CHAPTER V - Arise
The drive back to New York in the morning was long and lonely. With Rafael
gone, Elliott took the wheel of their rental Chevrolet. He missed the wide open green land
he observed on their way to Boston. Throughout the drive, the view ahead had narrowed
to the width of the road, as land and sky disappeared behind an impenetrable curtain of
rain. Bridget had cocooned herself in the backseat and refused to talk to Elliott who
struggled to stay awake behind the wheel. Occasionally he would glance at her through
the rearview mirror, catching her stare into the empty space just beyond the window.
Somewhere midway through the trip, Elliott began to talk anyway, if only to keep
KLPVHOIDZDNH+HWROG%ULGJHWWKDWKHGLGQ¶WWHOO)U\DERXW5DIDHOWKDWWKHDJHQWKDG
raided their rooms because he thought they might be in danger, that it was therefore still
his fault for what happened last night. He apologized to her for almost getting Rafael
arrested and this admission too was met with indifference. As they approached New
<RUNKHWROGKHUDERXWWKHSDSHU¶VGHFLVLRQWRVFXWWOHWKH story, that Bennett had found
out about the interview from Tyler, and that this last fact bothered him just as much as
%ULGJHW¶VVXOOHQVLOHQFHWKURXJKRXWWKHULGH
'ULYLQJGRZQWKH,QWHVWDWHKLJKZD\1HZ<RUN¶VVODERIJUD\DQGEURZQ
EXLOGLQJVJUHZLQWRYLHZXQGHUQHDWKFORXGVWKDWKXQJPHQDFLQJO\ORZ$WOHDVWLWZDVQ¶W
raining. Around Bronx, Elliott noticed the first group of people marching toward a bus
carrying anti-housing reforms slogans. As they neared the city, he saw more of them. In
Harlem, they wore dark sweaters, black jeans, and some wore bandanas which he
suspected would transformed into masks once the protests turned violent. It was Saturday
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and the big anti-KRXVLQJUHIRUPVUDOO\ZDVQ¶WH[SHFWHGXQWLO0RQGD\WKHODVWGD\IRUWKH
city council to vote on the housing reforms.
³&KHFNRXWWKHVHSURWHVWHUVVRPHWKLQJLVJRLQJRQKHUH´(OOLRWWVDLG³/HW¶VVHH
ZKDW¶VLQWKHQHZV´
He turned on the radio anGVHOHFWHGDQHZVFKDQQHO+HGLGQ¶WKDYHWRZDLWORQJ
EHIRUHKHIRXQGDSUHVHQWHULQWKHPLGVWRIUHFDSSLQJWRGD\¶VEUHDNLQJQHZV7KH1HZ
York Times reported that the city and investment bankers had come to an agreement on
the housing reforms program and that the council would vote on it today, ahead of the
expected schedule on Monday. Consequently the rally was moved forward too, and
thousands of protesters were pouring into Downtown.
³<RXNQRZHYHQLI%HQQHWWKDGQ¶WLQWHUYHQHGLWZRXOGKDYHEHHQWRRlate for us
WRUXQDVWRU\´(OOLRWWVDLG+HZRXOGQ¶WEHVXUSULVHGLILWZDV-DFNZKRZURWHWKDW1HZ
York Times story.
³%\WRPRUURZHYHU\WKLQJZRXOGEHRYHU´KHVDLG³'LG5DIDHOHYHUWHOO\RXKRZ
KHSODQVWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV"´
Elliott looked at the mirror at Bridget who shook her head without returning his
glance. At least he managed to coax some reaction out of her. At 10th Avenue, while
waiting for the traffic lights to turn green, he glanced at her again, at her eyes and only
then did he noticed that they were glassy. Rafael. How could he be so blind?
)RUWKHUHVWRIWKHZD\(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WVD\DQ\WKLQJ7KH\UHDFKHGWKVWUHHWLQ&KHOVHDDW
about one p.m. Elliott decided to leave the car here and return it on Monday to avoid
getting stuck in the demonstrations. He gave Bridget the car keys then helped her carry
her duffel bag upstairs. Bridget went to the bathroom and he put the bag on the kitchen
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counter. The furniture in the living room were still set against the wall and lying in the
middle was the new rug, a fluffy white square that looked against the brown parquet floor
like a patch of snow.
Elliott said goodbye through the bathroom door and headed down the stairways.
He was almost out the front door when he realized that he left his messenger bag in the
rental car. The car keys were with Bridget, so he went up again to fetch them.
³%ULGJHW"´KHDVNHGDVKHRSHQHGWKHGRRUDQGVWHSSHGLQVLGHKRSLQJVKHKDGQ¶W
retreated into her bedroom yet. He walked inside and when he reached the kitchen he saw
her.
She laid on the rug flat on her back with her face pointed upwards and her eyes
closed.
³%ULGJHW"´KHVDLGVRIWO\³,OHIWP\EDJLQWKHFDU´
He took another step closer and noticed in the gentle rise and fall of her belly the
rhythm of VOHHS7KHVPDOOEXONLQKHUMHDQV¶IURQWSRFNHWWROGKLPZKHUHWKHFDUNH\V
ZHUH7KURXJKRXWWKHWULSVKHKDGQ¶WVOHSWDWDOODQGKHVKRXOGOHWKHUEH%XWWKDWPHDQW
leaving all his stuff, his notes, recorder and laptop, in the car. And not wanting that, he
rather wait for her to wake up. Elliott looked around to find something to do. He could
make himself comfortable on the dark leather sofa by the wall or perhaps brew coffee in
the kitchen. He looked down on Bridget, then crouched, and ran his hand over the rug. It
felt plush and warm to his fingers, like the hide of an animal. He took off the sweater and
laid down next to her. Closing his eyes, he let his mind slid away into the dark
comforting corner of sleep.
#
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Elliott woke up to the soft rustling sound of clothes. When he looked to his right,
he saw Bridget lying next to him, her face turned away, perhaps still asleep. He closed his
eyes again letting his mind drift.
³'DQJ´%ULGJHWZKLVSHUHG+HUILUVWVSRNHQZRUGWRGD\+HRSHQHGKLVH\HVDQG
looked at her again. As though she heard him waking up she turned around too and
looked him in the eyes.
³+HOOR´VKHVDLG
³:KDWWLPHLVLW"´
%ULGJHWFKHFNHGKHUZDWFK³$TXDUWHUWRWKUHH´
He had slept for about two hours and it felt like it.
³'LG\RXVOHHSZHOO"´KHDVNHG
³<HV´
³7KLVLVDQLFHUXJ´
³,NQRZ,W¶VEHWWHUWKDQP\EHG´6KHORRNHGXSDQGKHMRLQHGKHULQVWDULQJDW
the white ceiling.
³6RUU\DERXWODVWQLJKW´KHVDLG
³<RXGRQ WKDYHWRDSRORJL]H´
³$UH\RXVWLOODQJU\DWPH"´
³, PQRWDQJU\DW\RX´
³2ND\´
³,¶PDQJU\DW%HQQHWWIRUNLOOLQJ\RXUVWRU\<RXWULHGVRKDUG´
³:HERWKWULHGKDUG´
He looked at her and she returned his gaze.
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³$UH\RXDQG5DIDHO"´KLVDVNHGXQVXUHKRZWRIUDPHKLVTXHVWLRQ
6KHJDYHKLPDZHDNVPLOH³:HKDGDILJKWDQGKHOHIW´
³%ULGJHW,GRQ¶WNQRZZKDWWRVD\´
³,ZDQWWRVKRZ\RXVRPHWKLQJ´
She picked up her tablet and swiped through a photo app then showed him a
picture of Katherine. It was the same portrait of her that Elliott held in his hand when
they broke into her apartment.
³+RZGLG\RXJHWWKLV"´
³5DIDHOJDYHLWWRPH+HVDLG\RXZHUHVWDONLQJKHUVRKHILJXUHG\RXPLJKW
ZDQWWKLV´
*UHDW+HSLFWXUHGRQHRI5DIDHO¶VPHQIROORZLQJKLPDVKHZDWFKHG.DWKHULQHLQ
her apartment. He looked at Katherine. Seeing her picture on a tablet made it no different
than looking at one of those cover shots on magazines. She was still beautiful but seeing
it like this, outside her apartment, bereft the image of its life.
³7KDQNV6KH¶VZD\RXWRIP\OHDJXH´
Bridget chuckled.
³7UXVWPH,WRWDOO\GRQ¶WH[LVWWRKHU´KHDGGHG
³&RPHRQ(OOLRWW,VDZKRZ5HQWVFKOHUWUHDWHG\RXOLNH\RX¶UHJRLQJWREHWKH
QH[W,QWHUQHWVHQVDWLRQ<RX¶UHLQYLVLEOHRQO\EHFDXVH\RXFKRRVHWR$QGVLQFH\RX
KDYHQ¶WWROGHYHQPHZKR\RXZHUHEHIRUH\RXEHFDPHDUHSRUWHUSURYHVWKDW,¶PULJKW´
He gave the tablet back to her. She probably wanted him to tell her about his
failed startup, but he would then have to mention Lisa and that might ruin the quiet
moment he had with Bridget. He would tell her another time.
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7KH\GLGQ¶WVD\DQ\WKLQJIRUDZKLOH
³:KDWGR\RXZDQWWRGRQH[W"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ´
6KHWRRNKLVKDQGLQKHUV³-XVWVWD\KHUHIRUDELWORQJHURND\"´
³2ND\´
She didn't have to ask him. He didn't have anywhere to go, nothing to do, and
where he was right now was where he wanted to be. All the possibilities in life that
seemed to have sprung open when Rafael made his offer on that Sunday afternoon, had
led to disappointing dead ends, all except for Bridget. They were still together.
³(OOLRWW"
³<HV"
³:KDWDUH\RXJRLQJWRGRDERXW5HQWVFKOHU¶VLQWHUYLHZ"´
³:KDWGR\RXZDQWPHWRGRDERXWLW"´
³5DIDHOPLJKWODXQFKKLVWHUURUFDPSDLJQ7KHUH¶VQRWKLQJLQWKHQHZV\HW%XW
ZHNQRZLWZLOOKDSSHQ´
³,NQRZLWVXFNV´
³<RXVDLG%HQQHWWIRXQGRXWDERXWWKHLQWHUYLHZIURP7\OHU"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³$QGKRZGLG7\OHUIRXQGRXW"´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ,W¶VXQOLNHO\WKDW5DIDHOWROGKLP3HUKDSV5HQWVFKOHUGLG´
³%XW5HQWVFKOHUSUDFWLFDOO\VFUHZHG7\OHUE\WHOOLQJ\RXKHZDQWVWRUXQIRUPD\RU´
³<HDKWKDWERWKHUVPHWRR7KDWDQGNQRZLQJZHPLJKWVWLOOEHDEOHWRVWRS5DIDHO¶V
WHUURUEXWQRWGRLQJDQ\WKLQJDERXWLW´
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQE\VWLOO"´
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Elliott searched for a way to explain this. Bennett would surely fire him if he
found out that he ignored yet again his order and continued to pursue Tyler. But perhaps
it was time to see his job as a profession than employment, even if it would be his last
story. Terror threat or not, the public deserved to know, and needed to know many times
over, when elected public officials were screwing them.
³<RXNQRZZKDW",GRQ¶WFDUHDERXW%HQQHWW¶VWKUHDW´
Bridget turned over on her stomach and looked at him.
³6RZKDW¶V\RXUSODQ"´
³-DFNLVP\SODQ´
³+RZ"´
³,WHOOP\HGLWRUVWKDW LIWKH\GRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\,¶OOWHOO-DFNHYHU\WKLQJ,NQRZ,
mean everything. So Madison Vanguard can either write the story or read it on the New
<RUN7LPHV´
³7\OHUZLOOQHYHUDGPLWWKDWKHSODQVWRUXQIRUPD\RU´
³:H OOKDYHWRWDONWRKLPILUVW won't we?´
Elliott sat up and was about to pull Bridget to her feet, the two of them together
again. But she rolled on her back again, and her eyes wandered elsewhere.
³,KDYHWRPHHW/DWLVKDODWHURQDWRQHRIWKHSURWHVWHUV¶RIILFHV6KHZDQWVD
photojournalist around to discourage police from beating people up. I almost forgot about
LWEXW,SURPLVHGKHU,¶GFRPH´
7KDWH[SODLQHGWKH³GDQJ´KHKHDUGKHUZKLVSHUHDUOLHU(OOLRWWQRGGHG³2I
FRXUVHPDNHVVHQVH´
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They rose to their feet and both went out WRWKHVWUHHWWRIHWFK(OOLRWW¶VPHVVHQJHU
bag in the rental car. He returned her sweater and when Elliott wanted to shake her hand
VKHKXJJHGKLP³%HFDUHIXORXWWKHUH´VKHVDLG
#
Bridget went to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water, then sat by the
counter to check her phone. Latisha had called her two times and in her text message
gave her the address on where to meet. Another text was from Dawson, asking her
whether she was free to cover the demonstrations. The last one was from her mother,
telling her that she would be home early. No sooner had she closed the message, that she
heard behind her the door opening.
³%ULGJHW"´,WZDV0RWKHU6KHZDVKROGLQJWKHGRRURSHQZith her shoulder while
carrying four shopping bags.
³+LPRP´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGKHOSHGKHUFDUU\WKHEDJVRQWKHNLWFKHQFRXQWHUZKHUH
WKH\EHJDQWRXQSDFNWKHP³+RZEDGLVLWRXWVLGH"´
³:HOO,GLGQ¶WVHHPXFK´0RWKHUVDLGZKLOHSXWWLQJEXWWHUDQGFKHHVe in the
UHIULJHUDWRU³,W¶VDOOKDSSHQLQJQHDU:DOO6WUHHWDQGDURXQG&LW\+DOO,VHQWHYHU\RQHLQ
WKHRIILFHKRPHHDUO\WUDIILFLVDOUHDG\DPHVV7KDQNV*RGLW¶VD6DWXUGD\´
On a typical Saturday Mother would be working as though it was a weekday, often
forcing her employees to cancel weekend plans and come into office for meetings and
last minute checks ahead of big events on Mondays. If they worked harder during the
ZHHNWKH\ZRXOGQ¶WQHHGWRFRPHRIILFHRQ6DWXUGD\VKHDOZD\VVDLG'DGKRZHYHUZDs
a weekend person who kept his work strictly off limit as soon as he left the office Friday
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night. It helped that he no longer was a senator and that the weekly Washington-New
York trip inserted a geographical barrier between his lobbying work and family time.
³,V'DGFRPLQJWRQLJKW"´
³<HV\RX¶OOEHKHUHIRUGLQQHUULJKW"´
³,¶PDSKRWRMRXUQDOLVWPRP,QHHGWRJHWRXWDQGWDNHSLFWXUHV´
³%XWLW¶VGDQJHURXVRXWVLGH´
³,WGHSHQGVRQKRZWKHGD\JRHV)LUVW,¶OOKDYHWRDFFRPSDQ\/DWLVKD6KHDQGKHU
lawyer friends provide legal assistance to the protesters, must be a pro-bono thing. She
ZDQWVPHWRKDQJDURXQGZLWKKHULQFDVHRISROLFHEUXWDOLW\DQGDUELWUDU\DUUHVWV´
6KHKDGQ¶WWROGPRWKHUDERXWWKHVWXQWVKHSXOOHGSKRWRJUDSKLQJ5DIDHODQGKLV
men a ZHHNDJRDQGKDGQ¶WVKRZQKHUWKHSLFWXUHRIWKHPGDQJOLQJPLGDLURQWKHIURQW
SDJHRI0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG7KDWVLGHRIWKHMREKHUSDUHQWVZHUHQ¶WTXLWHIDPLOLDUZLWK
and it would take time to get them used to it.
³$OOULJKW´0RWKHUVDLG³-XVWEHFDUHIXl out there. Make sure you have your
MRXUQDOLVW,'FOHDUO\YLVLEOH´
³,ZLOO´
She went to her room to change. She choose a sturdier jeans, a pilot leather jacket,
a scarf and put on light running shoes; an outfit that promised a combination of protection
and agility. She fetched her bike helmet and attached it to the bag of backpack. She was
checking herself in the mirror when her phone rang.
³%ULGJHW/DPEHUWMXVWFDOOHGPH´(OOLRWWVDLG
³$QG"´
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³:HVWLOOKDYHDFKDQFHRIUXQQLQJWKHVWRU\/DPEHUWmet with the investors, not
WKRVHERQGLQYHVWRUVEXWWKHSHRSOHZKRZDQWWREX\0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
³,GRQ¶WXQGHUVWDQGZKRZDQWVWREX\\RXUSDSHU"´
³%HQQHWWKDVEHHQLQWDONVZLWKVHYHUDOSHRSOHRUFRPSDQLHVWKDWZDQWWREX\WKH
paper from him. Lambert MXVWPHWRQHRIWKHPWKDWKDGMXVWDJUHHGWREX\WKHSDSHU´
³%XW/DPEHUWLVQRORQJHUZRUNLQJIRUWKHSDSHU´6KHVDWGRZQRQWKHHGJHRI
her bed.
³([DFWO\7KH\KHDUGDERXWKLVVXGGHQGLVPLVVDO+HZDVWKHFKLHIHGLWRUDIWHUDOO
and they wanted to know what happened. So Lambert met them and told the story. He
told them everything, about Rentschler, Tyler and how Bennett then intervened. And
JXHVVZKDW7KHVHSHRSOHGLGQ¶WOLNHZKDWWKH\KHDUDQGDUHUHFRQVLGHULQJWKHGHDOWKH\
VWUXFNZLWK%HQQHWW´
³6RWKH\DOUHDG\DJUHHGWREX\WKHSDSHU"´
³1RWTXLWH$FFRUGLQJWR/DPEHUWWKH\KDYHFRPHWRDQDJUHHPHQWEXWKDYHQ¶W
DFWXDOO\VLJQHGLW\HW%XWWKLVZKROHLQFLGHQWZKHUH%HQQHWWLQWHUYHQHGZDVQ¶WZKDWWKH\
expected when they plan to acquire Madison Vanguard7KH\¶UHFRQFHUQHGZLWKWKH
UHSRUWHUV¶LQWHJULW\WRVWDQGXSWRSUHVVXUHHYHQLILWFDPHIURPWKHRZQHU´
³7KH\ZDQW0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGWRUXQWKHVWRU\RQ7\OHUDQGKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
DOWKRXJKWKH\¶UHQRWWKHRZQHUV\HW"´
³<HVEXWORRNDWLWWKHRWKHUZD\DURXQG,IZHGRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\WKH\ZRQ¶W
buy the paper. Bennett and the investors are close to signing the deal, but they want to see
WKHSDSHUVWDQGXSIRUZKDW¶VULJKW´
³:K\ZRXOGWKH\FDUH"´
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³,W¶VDERXWEXLOGLQJUHSXWDWLRQWRGULYHVDOHVDQGLQWHJrity is just part of it. The
SUREOHPWKRXJKLVZKHWKHU+HUQDQGH]ZDQWVWRULVNORVLQJKLVMRELIWKLQJVGRQ¶WSDQRXW
ZHOO´
³%XW\RX¶UHVWLOOFKDVLQJ7\OHUIRUFRPPHQWV"´
³$EVROXWHO\7KHFLW\PD\EHYRWLQJQRZEXWLW¶VQRWRYHUXQWLOLW¶VRYHU´
Bridget wished him good luck and Elliott hung up. She looked out the window at
the gray day and down at the empty street, then walked back to the warmth of the
kitchen. Under the yellow light above the kitchen island, Mother was chopping carrots
into tiny cubes.
³,¶PPDNLQJ\RXUIDYRULWHGLVK6RSOHDVHFRPHKRPHHDUO\´
³,WORRNVOLNHLW¶OOEHDORQJGD\EXW,WU\WREHKRPHDVVRRQDV,FDQ´%ULGJHW
gave her a kiss then grabbed her backpack and headed out the door and down the stairs.
Latisha had told her to meet her at Canal Street, right next where the bulk of the
protesters were gathering. Outside, Bridget looked up at the tight formations of clouds
that had given the day its lackluster gray tone. A breeze reminded her that autumn had
already arrived. Walking down the street, she steeled herself for what the day might
bring.
#
Elliott walked down Ninth Avenue, thinking what to do next. He had been
heading downtown for a while, talking to Lambert then to Bridget, and now he had to
come up with a plan to find Tyler. Crossing 20th Street he saw a Starbucks café, which
meant a place to charge his phone, get some food, coffee, and use his laptop. It was the
next best alternative to working from his office while trying to track down Tyler.
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The baristas sprang to attention when he entered, and to his surprise the café was
empty except for a homeless old woman whose belonging spread over three tables in the
corner near the restroom. Elliott ordered a small black coffee and a bottle of water to go
with a sandwich. He choose a table by the window, plugged his phone into the power
outlet then opened his laptop.
&RQIURQWLQJ7\OHUZRXOGQ¶WEHHDV\DVVXPLQJKHFRXOGILQGKLP&KHZLQJRQKLV
sandwich, he logged on to his cloud storage service and downloaded a list of contacts. He
scrolled through the names on the list, hoping for ideas on where to start asking around.
7KHILUVWFKRLFHZDVWKHFLW\¶VVSRNHVPDQDQGWKHQWKHUHZHUHDFRXSOHRIUHSRUWHUIULHQGV
who covered City Hall.
7KHVSRNHVPDQGLGQ¶WDQVZHUKLVSKRQHDQGKis three reporter friends had no idea
where Tyler was or where to start looking. The only person who should know was his
assistant Katherine but then he had forgotten to ask for her phone number when he met
KHU\HVWHUGD\DIWHU7\OHU¶VSUHVVEULHILQJ(OOLRtt resisted the urge to bang his head against
the table.
The other promising contact on his list was Lindberg. Elliott had his mobile phone
QXPEHUEXWWKHRGGVRIKLPSLFNLQJXSWKHSKRQHZDVVOLPDQGVXUHHQRXJKKHGLGQ¶W+H
FDOOHG/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFHKRping he had made his secretary come to work on a Saturday.
³/LQGEHUJRIILFH KHUYRLFHFKLUSHGLQWRWKHHDUSLHFHSROLWHEXWILUP
³+HOORWKLVLV(OOLRWWIURPWKH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG´
³+HOOR(OOLRWWKRZFDQ,KHOS\RX"´
There was something new in her voice, a tint of friendliness. Perhaps Lindberg
had told her how he helped him get away from the kidnappers.
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³,¶GOLNHWRVSHDNWR0U/LQGEHUJ´
³+H¶VLQDPHHWLQJRXWVLGH´
³0D\,NQRZZKHUH"´
³,¶PVRUU\,FDQQRWWHOO\RXWKDW%XW,¶OOOHWKLPNQRZWKDW \RX¶YHFDOOHG´
³,W¶VUHDOO\LPSRUWDQW´
³6RUU\(OOLRWW´
Some things had not changed. He thanked her and hung up. Looking outside, he
noticed the day was turning into the dull gray of an autumn afternoon. Summer was
barely over and the sun had already given up on New York. The streets were empty too.
His next choice was to ask Frank for help. He might know how to get in contact
with Katherine. He opened the messaging app and paused. Rafael had said he would
unleash his terror campaign to stop the housing reforms. If that meant stopping the city
council from voting, the city should be in flames by now which might explain why it
looked like a ghost town outside. Elliott opened his browser to check the news but just
then his phone rang.
³(OOLRWWZKHUHDUH\RX"´$QDGDVNHG
³,QDFDIpLQ&KHOVHD´
³,NQRZLW¶V\RXUGD\RIIDQGODVWQLJKWZLWK%HQQHWWNLOOLQJ\RXUVWRU\\RX
SUREDEO\ZDQWWRUHVWEXWZH¶UHUHDOO\VZDPSHGKHUHFDQ\RXFRPHRYHU"´
As far as he knew the metro desk was always swamped. Although the mass rally
DWFLW\KDOOPLJKWTXDOLI\DVDEXVLHUWKDQXVXDOGD\IRUPHWURGHVN6WLOOKHGLGQ¶WIHHOOLNH
going to the office.
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³'R\RXZDQWPHRXWRQWKHVWUHHWVFRYHULQJWKHSURWHVWV"´(OOLRWWDVNHGNQRZLQJ
already what the answer would be.
³1RZHneed you in the office. Adam and Nicole are downtown for the protests. I
QHHG\RXWRZULWHXSWKHLUUHSRUWVDQGKHOSPHPRQLWRUQHZVZLUHV´
(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WIHHOOLNHVSHQGLQJWKHUHVWRIWKHGD\LQWKHRIILFHZULWLQJDQG
making phone calls no matter how ugly the protests had turned out. Besides he had other
plans.
³6RUU\$QDG,FDQ¶WWRGD\,¶PGRLQJVRPHWKLQJHOVH´
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQVRPHWKLQJHOVH"´
³,KDYHRWKHUSODQV,¶OOWHOO\RXODWHUDERXWLW´
His phone beeped with another incoming call and he recognized the number as
/LQGEHUJ¶VRIILFH
³+ROGRQ(OOLRWW\RX¶UHDPHWURGHVNUHSRUWHU\RXFDQ¶W
³6RUU\$QDG,KDYHWRKDQJXSQRZE\H´
%HIRUH$QDGFRXOGSURWHVWKHDFFHSWHGWKHFDOOIURP/LQGEHUJ¶VVHFUHWDU\
³<RXGLGQ¶WKHDUWKLVIURP PH´VKHVDLG³,¶PMXVWKHOSLQJ\RXRXWEHFDXVH\RX
VDLGLW¶VLPSRUWDQWDQG,WKLQN\RXNQRZZKDW\RX¶UHGRLQJ/LQGEHUJKDVDPHHWLQJDW
WKH*ROGHQ2OLYHUHVWDXUDQWGRZQWRZQ´
Elliott should have thought about this earlier. With the council voting for the
housing reforms and the protest probably turning ugly, the people who had been working
on the housing reforms agreement were probably huddling somewhere to be prepared for
any announcements. And that could only mean one thing.
³+H¶VLQDPHHWLQJZLWK7\OHULVQ¶WKH"´
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³<HV´
(OOLRWWVPLOHG³7KDQN\RX\RXGRQ¶WNQRZKRZLPSRUWDQWWKLVLV´
Elliott powered down his laptop, unplugged his phone which was about halfway charged,
DQGOHIWWKHFDIp7KDW¶VLWKH¶VEDFNLQEXVLQHVV
#
Bridget entered The %OXH0\VWLF¶V&DIHRQth Street, looking for Latisha. Her
H\HVKDGWRDGMXVWWRWKHFDIp¶VGLP0HGLWHUUDQHDQLQWHULRUZLWKLWVEOXLVKOLJKWDQGZKLWH
brick exposed walls and the waft of smoke in the back where old men sat around tables,
drinking coffee and smoking cigarettes. She texted Latisha and waited by the door. About
five minutes her friend came out from behind as though she had been sitting in the
shadows.
³&RPHZLWKPH´/DWLVKDVDLGDQGOHG%ULGJHWWKURXJKWKHVPRN\URRPDQGRXW
the backdoor into the open and through another door to a separate house. They went up a
spiral stairway to the third floor. Latisha knocked three times by the door.
³,KDYHQ¶WVHHQPDQ\SURWHVWHUVRXWVLGHKRZEDGLVLW"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³:KHUHKDYH\RXEHHQ"´/DWLVKDORRNed at her as though she was from another
SODQHW³<RXZRUNIRUDQHZVSDSHUGRQ¶W\RXUHDGWKHQHZV"´
³,MXVWJRWEDFNIURP%RVWRQ´%ULGJHWVDLG7KHGRRURSHQHGDQGD\RXQJPDQ
with a Bob Marley beanie cap let them in.
Latisha thanked the man then said, ³,W¶VDOORYHUWKHQHZVMXVWFKHFNWKH,QWHUQHW
7KH\VWHSSHGLQWRDKDOOZD\DQG/DWLVKDILOOHGKHULQ³:HVHWXSRXUEDVHGRZQ
DWWK6WUHHWEXWHYHU\RQHWKHUHJRWEXVWHGWKHSROLFHDUHWU\LQJWRGLVUXSWWKHSURWHVWV´
³%XWWKH\FDQ¶WMXVWDUUHVWSHRSOHLIWKH\DUHQRWGRLQJDQ\WKLQJ´
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³5LJKWZKLFKLVZK\ZHVHYHUDOODZ\HUVDQGMRXUQDOLVWVKHUH2XUMRELVWRPDNH
VXUHWKHSROLFHGRHVQ¶WGRDQ\WKLQJXQODZIXODQGUHFRUGHYHU\WKLQJVKRXOGWKHSROLFHILQG
out about this place and decide to raid this place. Some of the organizers are regrouping
here. The area around City Hall is in total chaos. Protesters are blocking the streets to
prevent councilors from getting to City Hall and police are arresting anyone who refuse
WROHDYHZH¶UHWDONLQJDERXWKXQGUHGVRISHRSOH%XWZHKDYHPRUHSURWHVWHUVFRPLQJ´
Bridget immediately thought of Rafael. Had he something to do with the protest?
³7KHQZKDWDUHZHGRLQJKHUH"6KRXOGQ¶WZHEHRXWRQWKHVWUHHWV"´6KHZDVQ¶W
thrilled about confronting riot police but as a photojournalist she should be able to stay
out of their path.
/DWLVKDORZHUHGKHUYRLFH³,WKLQNWKLVSODFHLVWRRLPSRUWDQWIRUXVWROHDYH7KLV
is where they coordinate the protesters movements and if police raids this place, the
protests may unravel, which is why we have a bunch of lawyers and reporters, sort of like
a non-YLROHQWOLQHRIGHIHQVH´
%ULGJHWQRGGHG³:KHUHDUHWKHRWKHUUHSRUWHUV"´
³,QWKHNLWFKHQ´
Latisha led her down the hallway then opened a door to her right.
³:KDWDERXWWKH"´%ULGJHWVWRSSHG7KHUHZHUHILYHUHSRUWHUVLQWKHNLWFKHQ
four sitting by the table and one by the sink washing his hands, and something about this
picture startled her. The kitchen was decked in a country-style cabinetry with wooden
countertops and a porcelain sink. The two windows above the sink had their blinds drawn
down. The realization sank in her like deadweight hitting the ocean floor. She had been

B)O!
!

!

here before, that night with Rafael and his men. This was their safe house. The five
reporters were staring back at her.
³%ULGJHWZKDW¶VZURQJ"´/DWLVKDDVNHG
³:KRUXQVWKLVSODFH"´%ULGJHWDVNHGKHU
³7KHUH¶V*HRUJH\RXPHWKLPZKHQKHRSHQHGWKHGRRU´
³1R\RXPHQWLRQHGWKH\FRRUGLQDWHWKHSURWHVWV:KRDUHWKH\"´
/DWLVKDVKUXJJHG³<RXVKRXOGFKHFNZLWK*HRUJHKHPXVWNQRZ´
Bridget looked at the five reporters who responded with a collective shrug.
³%ULGJHW"´7KHYRLFHEHKLQGKHUVRXQGHGIDPLOLDUDQGZKHQVKHWXUQHGDURXQG
VKHVDZ-DFNVWDQGLQJE\WKHGRRUZD\³,GLGQ¶WNQRZWKH\KDGLQYLWHG\RXWRRZKHUH¶V
(OOLRWW"´KHDVNHG
³:KR-DFN"´
Jack gave a puzzled look and she grabbed him by his arm and pulled him out of
WKHNLWFKHQ³:KRLQYLWHG\RX"´%ULGJHWVDLG
³(DV\´KH\DQNHGKLVDUPRXWKHUJULS³7KHSHRSOHZKRRUJDQL]HGWKHSURWHVWV
,¶PKHUHIRUWKHLQWHUYLHZ´
6KHGLGQ¶WKDYHWRSUHVVIXUWKHUWRNQRZZKRKDGEHHQRUJDQL]LQJWKHYLROHQW
SURWHVWV,WPXVWEH5DIDHO6KHFRUQHUHG-DFNDJDLQVWWKHZDOO³,QWHUYLHZZKRP"¶
³7KH\VDLGVRPHRQHLPSRUWDQWEXWWKH\ZRXOGQ¶WWHOOPHZKR´
There could be only one reason why Rafael would have contacted Jack and that
PXVWEHEHFDXVHWKH\IRXQGRXWWKDW(OOLRWWKDGIDLOHGWKDW0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGZRXOGQ¶W
run the story. And the only person worth interviewing at this point was Tyler, which
meant Rafael knew where Tyler was.
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³$UH\RXJRLQJWROHWPHJR"´-DFNDVNHGLUULWDWHG
³7DNHPHWRWKHP´
³:KDW"´
³,QHHGWRWDONWRWKHP´
³+ROGRQ7KH\GLGQ¶WLQYLWH\RXDQG(OOLRWW"´
³1R(OOLRWWLVHOVHZKHUH´
³:HOOWKHQ,FDQ¶WWDNH\RX´
³/LVWHQ-DFN WKLVLVLPSRUWDQW´
³7RRODWH7KLVLVP\VWRU\,¶PQRWJRLQJWRVKDUHLW0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG:K\
GRQ¶W\RXWDJDORQJZLWK(OOLRWW"´
It was best not to tell Jack that she knew Rafael. She had to find another way to
convince him. Latisha came out of the kitFKHQORRNLQJDWERWK³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQ"´
³,QHHGWRWDONWRWKHSHRSOHZKRUXQWKLVSODFH&DQ\RXDVN*HRUJHWHOOKLPD
SKRWRJUDSKHUIURP0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGLVKHUH´VKHVDLGDQGQRWLQJ-DFN¶VORRNVDLGWR
KLP³\RXGRQ¶WNQRZWKHULJKWTXHVWLRQVWRDVN´
³:KDWGRHVWKDWVXSSRVHGWRPHDQ"´-DFNDVNHG
-XVWWKHQ*HRUJHFDPHWKURXJKWKHIURQWGRRU³<RXWZR´KHORRNHGDW%ULGJHW
DQG5DIDHO³5DIDHOZDQWVWRWDONWR\RX´
³:KR¶V5DIDHO"´-DFNDVNHG*HRUJHSRLQWHGDWWKHFHLOLQJZKHUHDFDPHUDZDV
starLQJDWWKHPDQGVDLG³WKHJX\ZKR¶VZDWFKLQJ\RXQRZ´
George let her and Jack out again and they went one floor up to another apartment
where he left them by the door. Adrienne let them in and they stepped into a small foyer
with a metal door which she opened using a magnetic card. They entered into a hallway
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that had several rooms on either side. Adrienne pointed to a small room to her left that
had a sofa and a coffee table.
³:DLWKHUH´VKHWROG-DFNDQGJHVWXUHGIRU%ULGJHWWRZDONRQ
³+H\ZK\DP,VXSSRVHGWRZDLWKHUH"´-DFNSURWHVWHG$GULHQQHLJQRUHGKLP
and led Bridget to the back of the apartment and into large room where a wall of large TV
screens showed life coverage of the protest from various news channels. Two men were
watching the screens on headsets while taking notes on a laptop, presumably feeding
LQIRUPDWLRQWR5DIDHO¶VPHQRQWKHJURXQG
Bridget stared at the TV footages which showed a stretch of burned vehicles
somewhere downtown where protesters and police had clashed over access to an
intersection. The camera zoomed in to a body that laid on his stomach with its arms
splayed and its face blurred. Two men and a women were kneeling over the body, others
ZHUHVWDQGLQJDURXQGLW%ULGJHW¶VH\HVIL[DWHGRQWKHZRUGVLQWKHUXQQLQJWH[Wbelow the
footage: at least four protesters dead in police clash.
Another channel summarized recent events. The police estimated 30,000
protesters, many of whom from outside the city, had descended on City Hall and blocked
all streets leading to it in an attempt to prevent city councilors from voting on the housing
reforms.
On another channel showed a group of injured protesters, their faces covered in
blood, some limping, others laid on stretches. In another footage, policemen with bloody
hands or faces were seen retreating toward the protective cocoons of their squad as it
came under fire by a hail of stones, bottles and Molotov bombs. The T.V. anchor talked
about renegade protesters who went too far.
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7KHGRRURSHQHGDQG5DIDHOVWHSSHGLQ³:KDWDUH\RXGRLQJKHUH"´+HDVNHG
³,¶PZLWK/DWLVKD6KHDVNHGPHWRFRYHU´
³<RX¶UHODZ\HUIULHQG,VHH$QGZKHUH¶V(OOLRWW´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ´%ULGJHWVDLG³+HVDLGKHZDQWHGWRLQWHUYLHZ7\OHU'R\RX
NQRZZKHUHKHLV"´
³,W¶VQRXVHIRU(OOLRWWWRWDONWR7\OHU+LVSDSHUZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\DQ\ZD\´
³$IWHUDOOWKDWKHZHQWWKURXJK\RX¶UHMXVWJRLQJWRJLYHWKHVWRU\WR-DFN´
³:HERWKZDQWWRVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVVRVWRSFRPSODLQLQJ´
³<HDVXUHEXWQRWOLNHWKLV´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGSRLQWHGDWWKH79VFUHHQV³6L[
SURWHVWHUVGHDG"´
³&ROODWHUDOGDPDJH´5DIDHOVDLG³EHVLGHVLW¶VWKHSROLFHZKRVKRWWKHPQRWXV´
³%XW\RXHJJHGWKHPRQ´
³7KHUH¶VQRQHHGWR7KHVHSHRSOHDUHILJKWLQJIRUWKHLUKRPHV7KH\KDYHHYHU\
motivation to stop the council voting. All we did was to spread manuals to a few hundred
key protesterVRQKRZWRFRQIURQWWKHSROLFHDQGWKH\SDVVHGWKHNQRZOHGJHRQWRRWKHUV´
³5HDOO\WKHQZKDWLVWKLVDOODERXW"´%ULGJHWZDYHGKHUKDQGDFURVVWKHURRP
³:HKDYHWRPRQLWRUDQGFRRUGLQDWHWKHIHZOHDGHUVDPRQJWKHSURWHVWHUVVRWKDW
they move as one DUP\´
What did Rafael know about fighting riot police? He never had his face smashed
by boots, and yet this was what he expected of these protesters, many of whom probably
high school kids.
³7KHVHSHRSOHDUHGHDG5DIDHODQG\RXWDONOLNHWKLVLVDJDPH´
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5DIDHOVKUXJJHG³3ROLFHEUXWDOLW\WKHUH¶V]HURWROHUDQFHIRUSURWHVWV7KDW¶VZKDW
\RXJHWZKHQSROLWLFLDQVDUHDIUDLGRIFLYLOXQUHVWVDQGWKH\ZRXOGQ¶WKDYHWREHDIUDLGRI
FLYLOXQUHVWVLIWKH\KDGQ¶WLQVLVWHGRQWKURZLQJSHRSOHRXWRIWKHLUKRPHV´
³6R\RXWHDFKWKRVHSHRSOHKRZWRFRQIURQWWKHSROLFHVHQGLQJNLGVWRILJKW\RXU
ILJKWDQG´
³,W¶VQRWP\ILJKW´5DIDHOVDLGKLVYRLFHKDUGHQLQJ³,I\RXURESHRSOHRIWKHLU
EDVLFULJKWVGRQ¶WEHVXUSULVHGWKDW\RXKDYHEDUEDULDQVDWWKHJDWHAnd just because we
SODQQHGIRUWKLVGRHVQ¶WPHDQZHZDQWHGWKLVWRKDSSHQ:HJDYH(OOLRWWDIDLUFKDQFHWR
stop this, let the free press do what it does best in exposing injustice but looked what
happened to his story. Now you can do your part and wait downstairs with the other
UHSRUWHUVRUOHDYH´
She had promised Latisha she would help out but with Rafael going after Tyler,
KHUSULRULW\VKLIWHG(OOLRWWKDGWRNQRZDERXW5DIDHO¶VSODQ
³<RX¶UHJRLQJWRNLGQDS7\OHUDUHQ¶W\RX"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³,FDQ¶WWHOO\RX´KHVDLGDQGRSHQHGWKHGRRUIRUKHUWROHDYH
Bridget walked down the hallway where was Jack chatting with Adrienne. She
passed by them and went down the stairs, deciding right then not to tell Latisha that she
FRXOGQ¶WVWD\/DWLVKDKDGDOUHDG\ILYHUHSRUWHUVDWKHUGLVSRVDODQGWKHUH¶VDOZD\VWLPHWR
explain later. By the time she passed through the café, through the tables with smoking
old men and out the front door, she had come up with a simple plan. She would hang
back outside the café and Rafael or Jack as they head out to interview Tyler.
She pulled out her phone to text Elliott, and found he had already sent her a text
PHVVDJH³,I\RXZDQWWRMRLQPH7\OHULVDWWKH*ROGHQ2OLYHUHVWDXUDQWGRZQWRZQ´
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Change of plan again.
#
Walking down a deserted Seventh Avenue under a gray, listless sky, Elliott could feel the
tension in the air simmering like an invisible charge blanketing the city. The few cars
passing by raced through the streets as if being chased out of the city, and the young
couple he shared the sidewalk with were hurrying along. The rioting must have cleared
most people away from the streets, and as he turned the corner around 14th Street and
faced the skyline of downtown Manhattan, he saw why. Five black columns of smoke
rose into the air like dark phantom towers.
The restaurant where Tyler was holding a meeting must be somewhere close to
where the streets were burning. Elliott pulled out his phone and texted Bridget. If she
wanted to take pictures of the protests, she might as well as join him for the interview.
Then he descended the stairs to the subway station.
At the platform the station manager announced that because of the protests, C and
E trains were rerouted at Canal Street station through the express track until Brooklyn,
bypassing all the stations inside the financial district. Elliott checked the map on his
phone and to his relief saw his destination was the last stop before the train continued on
the express track.
The train was packed and Elliott held on to the few inches of railing that wasn't
occupied. Observing his fellow commuters, he noticed that most were young people
dressed in jeans, wearing hooded sweaters and beanies, bandanas and carrying
backpacks, banners, and American flags. They must be the latecomers to the protest. His
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UHSRUWHUV¶LQVWLQFWXUJHGKLPWRDVNWKHPTXHVWLRQVEXWKHQHHGHGWLPHIRUKLPVHOIWR
figure out how to approach Tyler and how to phrase his questions.
Passing the station Spring Street, Elliott noticed the crowd on the platforms across
waiting for trains going Uptown. They were protesters, dressed like those in his train, but
in their faces was the look of exhaustion and defeat. They stood resting against the wall
and the pillars, or sat on the ground which Elliott knew was littered by the disgusting
blackened remains of chewing gums as every station platform in the city. With blank
stares they looked at the fresh batch of protesters in the train.
They arrived at the station on Canal Street with half the train emptying out. The
mass of people wearing hoodies, balaclavas, helmets moved its way up through the only
pair of stairways out of the surface. Climbing up the stairs, Elliott expected the worse.
But the streets were quiet and the fresh arriving protesters joined a larger group that had
already gathered. They would be marching toward City Hall while Elliott headed in the
opposite direction.
The Golden Olive was an Italian restaurant, located in a squad brick stone
building with a parking lot surrounding it and nestled between the tall buildings of lower
Manhattan. At first it seemed like a risky choice to have a meeting this close to the
protests, but Tyler might have decided on this location should the voting run into
problems and they needed a place to hold closed-door talks with the councilors away
from public view. But with the protest unexpectedly turning ugly, it seemed Tyler,
Lindberg and everyone else were trapped inside.
Elliott entered through the front door, hoping to sit at a table from where he could
observe the guests. An usher greeted him.
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³, PVRUU\6LU´WKH\RXQJZRPDQVDLG³, PDIUDLGDOOWDEOHVDUHERRNHGLI\RX
like you could come back for dinner.''
³5HDOO\",VVRPHRQHKDYLQJDSDUW\KHUH"´+HWULHGWRSHHNLQVLGHEXWLWZDVWRR
dark.
³,¶PVRUU\ EXW\RXKDYHWRFRPHEDFNDQRWKHUWLPH´VKHVDLGZLWKDYRLFHWKDW
discouraged any attempt to argue all the while retaining her smile.
Elliott sighed and walked out. The last thing he wanted was to wait all day long
only to find out that Tyler had left already. He decided to walk around the building and
see whether there was a way in, so that he could at least confirm Tyler's presence.
The restaurant had tall windows running through the back of it and he could see
movement inside, though these could be of anyone. There was a door facing the parking
ORWDQGZLWKWKHUHVWDXUDQW¶VQDPHDERYHLW+HVWHSSHGLQVLGHDQGDVKLVH\HVZHUH
adjusting to the dim lighting, he heard the clickety clack of a women's high heels
approaching fast from the side and before he could see who it was, she was already at
him.
³<RXDUHQRWVXSSRVHGWREHKHUH7KLVLVDSULYDWHPHHWLQJ´WKHZRPDQVDLGDQG
grabbed him by the arm while pulling him toward the back door as though he was a sixyear old kid who was caught stealing candy. He looked up at her and found himself
staring into Katherine's steely eyes. She let him go by the door.
³/HDYH´VKHVDLG
³, PMXVW-.´
³/HDYHQRZ´
³,MXVWKDve to talk to Tyler, it's very -.´
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Katherine grabbed him by his hand and twisted it uncomfortably behind his back,
VD\LQJ³<RX¶OO JHW\RXULQWHUYLHZEXWQRWQRZ1RZ\RXOHDYHGR,PDNHP\VHOIFOHDU"´
Three cooks and two waiters came out for a cigarette break and stopped as they
saw them. She had to let him go.
³.DWKHULQH,WKLQN´
She twisted his arm just a wee bit to emphasize her point.
³$OOULJKW,OHDYHMXVWOHWPHJR´(OOLRWWVDLG
6KHJDYHKLPDILQDOSXVKDQGKHVWXPEOHGEXWGLGQ¶WIDOO+HWXUQHGDURXQGWR
face Katherine but she was already walking back to the door with the cooks and waiters
making way for her. Rejected by the usher at the front and booted out by Katherine in the
back, he didn't see a reason to hang around any longer. He walked across the street,
rubbing the wrist that she had twisted.
He sat down by the stairs in front of a closed Deli. How could Katherine be so
cruel? He had to put aside his anger at her and rethink his strategy to approach Tyler. The
chances of doorstopping him was slim, let alone get him to admit that he planned to run
IRUPD\RULQQH[W\HDU¶VHOHFWLRQ(YHQVRKHKDGJRWWHQWKLVIDUDQGKHZRXOGQRWJLYH
up yet. With Katherine around, at least this meant Tyler was still inside the restaurant.
+HFKHFNHGKLVSKRQHWRILQG%ULGJHW¶VUHSO\WRKLVPHVVDJH
³,¶PKHDGLQJ\RXUZD\,MXVWPHW5DIDHO+H¶VEHKLQGWKHGHPRQVWUDWLRQV+LV
men are using the protesters to stop the city council from voting at all costs. In case you
KDYHQ¶WFKHFNHGWKHQHZVIRXUSURWHVWHUVGLHGDOUHDG\LQFODVKHVZLWKWKHSROLFH5DIDHO
has invited Jack to come along most likely to interview Tyler but I also think Rafael plans
WRNLGQDS7\OHU´
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Elliott let this scenario run through his head. Rafael had switched to working with
the New York Times to expose Tyler after his own paper killed his story. Jack would
DJDLQEUHDNWKHQHZVDERXW7\OHU¶VSODQWRUXQIRUPD\RU(OOLRWWZRXOGKDYHWRVHWDVLGH
rivalry if he wanted to stop the housing reforms program. But something bothered him
about how things were panning out. Staring at the restaurant across the street where
LQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUVH[HFXWLYHVRISURSHUW\FRPSDQLHVDQGWKHFLW\¶VNH\RIILFLDOVLQ
charge of the housing reforms agreement were holed up, he realized what Rafael was
DIWHU,WZDVQ¶WMXVW7\OHUEXWHYHU\RQHZKRZRXOGVLJQWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQW
and these were most likely inside that restaurant. Even if the council managed to vote in
favor of the housing reforms, Rafael could still block the agreement from coming into
effect by kidnapping everyone in that restaurant. There was no way he and Bridget could
VWRS5DIDHO¶VSODQ,WZDVWLPHWROHW$JHQW)U\LQ
Elliott was thinking how to explain Fry his suspicion without telling him that he
knew about Rafael, but then saw Tyler and Katherine walking out of the restaurant. For a
moment he feared they would step inside a car and drive away, instead they walked east
toward Bayard Street. Katherine or not, here was his chance to talk to Tyler. He waited
for them to walk ahead a good distance, then followed.
#
Elliott was following Tyler and Katherine. Just after arriving at the restaurant,
Bridget saw the three walking down Bayard Street and instantly understood what was
going on. She refrained from calling Elliott and simply hurried to catch up with him.
They were walking toward the half-finished Graemer Center, an ugly outcrop of a
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building that refused to go vertical like the rest of lower Manhattan. Instead it squatted
and hunched and occupied an entire block like a gigantic wart.
Elliott followed Tyler and Katherine into the back entrance of the building, and she
had to pick up her pace lest she would lose them inside. The service entrance was still
missing its gate and walking through it, she caught a glimpse of Elliott in the loading area
disappearing behind a door. She tightened the straps on her backpack in preparation for
running after him, when someone called out her name. She turned around to see Jack
running across the street and through the service entrance.
³%ULGJHWKRZWKHKHFNGLG\RXILQGXVDJDLQ"´
If Jack was here then it could only mean one thing.
³,IROORZHG(OOLRWW,V5DIDHOZLWK\RX"´
³+LVPHQGURSSHGPHRIIRXWVLGHDQGWROGPHQRWWRFRPHLQ´
³6RWKH\¶UHKHUHLQWKLVEXLOGLQJ"´
³<HD%XW,¶PQRWVXSSRVHGWRJRLQXQWLOLW¶VRYHU´
³8QWLOZKDWLVRYHU"´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZ¶¶
³/LVWHQ7\OHUDQG(OOLRWWDUHLQVLGHULJKWQRZ'LG5DIDHOWHOO\RXDQ\WKLQJDERXW
ZKDWKHSODQVWRGR"´
³,VHH6RWKDW¶VWKHLQWHUYLHZKHSURPLVHGPH7\OHU%XWQRRWKHUWKDQWKDWKH
GLGQ¶WWHOOPHDQ\WKLQJ´
Bridget turned around and walked up the door she last saw Elliott.
³+H\ZKHUHDUH\RXJRLQJ"´-DFNFDPHXSWRKHU³,WKLQNZHVKRXOGZDLWRXWVLGH´
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³,FDQ¶WORVH(OOLRWW´VKHVDLGDQGRSHQHGWKHGRRUWKDWOHGLQWRDGDUNKDOOZD\ZLWh
multiple doors on both sides. There were too many doors to check each one of them.
³'DPQLW´
³:KDW¶VZURQJ"´
She decided to go for the door at the far end that appeared to lead out of the
hallway. She was about to open the door when she heard footsteps on the other side. She
signaled Jack to be quiet and listened through the door as a group of people seemed to be
passing by the door. Counting to ten, she then slowly opened the door, just enough to
SHHNWKURXJKWKHJDS³6KLW´-DFNZKLVSHUHG
7RWKHLUOHIWDWWKHHQGRIDQRWKHUKDOOZD\5DIDHO¶VPHQZHUHGLVFXVVLQJ
something. Elliott was in their midst, his handVKDQGFXIIHG%ULGJHWFRXOGQ¶WPDNHRXW
Rafael as everyone wore ski masks.
³+H\\RXWZR´7KHYRLFHFDPHIURPEHKLQG6WDQGLQg against the light of the
door ZKHUHWKH\ILUVWHQWHUHGWKHGDUNKDOOZD\DSSHDUHGWREHDVHFXULW\RIILFHU³:KDW
are you doing KHUH"´
-DFNSXOOHGRXWKLVSUHVVFDUG³:H¶UHUHSRUWHUV´
³7KLVDUHDLVRIIOLPLW´WKHRIILFHUWXUQHGKLVKHDGWRVSHDNWRVRPHRQHRXWVLGHLQ
WKHORDGLQJDUHD³,IRXQGWZRVWUDQJOHUVKHUH´
This was her chance to sneak away. Bridget turned the door handle but Jack
grabbed her wrist.
³<RXFDQ¶WUHVFXH(OOLRWWE\\RXUVHOI´
³,KDYHWR´
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³'RQ¶WEHVWXSLG´-DFNGUDJJHGKHUDZD\IURPWKHGRRU³LI\RXZDQWWRKHOSKLP
OHW¶VJHWVRPHVHULRXVKHOSIURPWKHSROLFH´
The security officer came up to them and as he approached she now realized that he
was actually a cop.
³+H\RIILFHU´-DFNVDLG³0\IULHQGLVLQGDQJer inside, we need to help him.
³+HOSLVDOUHDG\KHUH´WKHRIILFHUVDLGDVKHHVFRUWHGWKHPRXWWKHGRRUDQGEDFN
into the loading area that just a few minutes ago was empty.
There was Agent Fry, who shook his head at the sight of them, and with him and
around him, cramming the loading area, were at least two dozen SWAT officers.

CHAPTER VI ± Meet me There
(OOLRWW¶VKRSHRIZDONLQJDZD\IURP5DIDHO¶VPHQHQGHGLQSODVWLFKDQGFXIIV+H
tried not to think about the prisoners who might have been executed in the depth of the
Columbian jungle by the same hands that were now pushing him down the hallway.
Walking with hands tied behind his back, he followed Rafael and Adrienne
deeper into the Graemer Center. Xavier was behind him and three other men, whom
(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WUHFRJQL]HPDGHXSWKHUHDU7KH\ZRUHVNDWHERDUGKHOPHWVYHVWVDQG
backpacks and carried baseball bats.
The ground floor of the half-finished Graemer Center building was an intricate
maze of hallways that connected offices with the apartments above and offices and a
shopping arcade in the basement. Elliott had lost Tyler and was trying to find him when
he bumped into Rafael.
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They led him into a room and Rafael gestured for Elliott to sit down. Turning to
$GULHQQH5DIDHOVDLG³<RXJRDKHDGDQGNHHSDQH\HRQ7\OHU,¶OOGHDOZLWK(OOLRWW´
Adrienne led three men out while the rest stayed with Rafael who sat down next
to him.
³+RZGLG\RXILQGRXWDERXW7\OHU¶VPHHWLQJ"´5DIDHODVNHG
³%\WUDFNLQJ/LQGEHUJ´(OOLRWWVDLG³,ILJXUHGLI,ILQGKLP,ZRXOGILQG7\OHU´
³,NQRZ\RX¶UHVWLOOWU\LQJWRLQWHUYLHZ7\OHUEXW\RXKDYHWROHWLWJR´ Rafael
VDLG³<RXKDG\RXUFKDQFH%HQQHWWNLOOHG\RXUVWRU\QRZLW¶VRXUWXUQ´
³%XWWKHUH¶VVWLOODFKDQFH<RXVHH/DPEHUWDQG,KDYHDSODQ´(OOLRWWQRWLFHG
5DIDHO¶VH\HVVTXLQWLQJLQGRXEW³/DPEHUWWKHFKLHIHGLWRUZKRP%HQQHWWILUHG
yesterday, met the investors who agreed to buy the newspaper from Bennett and they told
him that they will only go ahead with buying Madison Vanguard if we publish the story
DERXW7\OHU¶VSODQVWRUXQIRUPD\RU´
³$QGZK\ZRXOGWKHVHLQYHVWRUVZDQW\RXUSDSHUWRUXQWKHVWRU\"´
³%HFDXVHMRXUQDOLVWVUXQVWRULHV7KH\ZDQWWRNQRZKRZJRRGZHDUHLQSXUVXLQJ
VWRULHVEHIRUHLQYHVWLQJLQXV,GRQ¶WWKLQNWKH\FDUHDERXW%HQQHWWRUKLVIULHQGV¶
LQWHUHVWV´
³:HOODV,VDLGLW¶VWRRODWH,KDYHDOUHDG\-DFNDQGKHZLll run our version of the
VWRU\RQWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHV´
³5HDOO\"-DFNGRHVQ¶WNQRZWKHIXOOVWRU\´(OOLRWWVDLG³+HKDVQ¶WLQWHUYLHZHG
5HQWVFKOHUDQG\RXFDQ¶WPDNH7\OHUWDONLQIURQWRI-DFN
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³,W¶VWRRODWH(OOLRWW*HWWLQJWKHPHGLDLQYROYHGLVQROonger a top priority,
EHFDXVHZH¶YHWDNHQWKLQJVLQRXUKDQGV-DFNFDQKHOSJHWRXUVLGHRIWKHVWRU\RXWLI
7\OHUVSHDNV´
³/HWPHWDONWR7\OHU´(OOLRWWEOXUWHGWKLVRXWZLWKRXWWKLQNLQJEXWKHKDGQRWKLQJ
to lose.
³<RXKDG\RXUFKDQFHDOUHDG\´
³-DFNDQG,FDQERWKUXQWKHVWRU\LW¶OOEHGRXEOHWKHLPSDFW´
³1RQRW\RX<RXDQG%ULGJHWDUHORRVHYDULDEOHVWKHWZRRI\RXNHHSVKRZLQJ
XSXQLQYLWHGDQG,FDQ¶WKDYH\RXUXQQLQJDURXQGORVHDQGMHRSDUGL]HP\SODQV´
³%XW\RXVWLOOQHHGWKHPHGia. If I expose Tyler plans, his conflict of interest, his
FROOXVLRQZLWKELJEXVLQHVVLW¶OOMXVWLI\\RXUGHPDQGVWRGURSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV7KH
protests have already cost the lives of four people. Tyler and his friends will spin this
against the anti-hRXVLQJUHIRUPVPRYHPHQW´
³:KHQ,¶PGRQHWRGD\7\OHUDQGKLVIULHQGVZLOOKDYHRWKHUWKLQJVWRZRUU\
DERXW´
³<RX¶UHWU\LQJWRNLGQDS7\OHUWKHSURSHUW\GHYHORSHUVDQGLQYHVWPHQWEDQNHUV
QRZKROHGXSLQWKHUHVWDXUDQWEXWWHUURULVQ¶WJRLQJWRDFKLHYHDQ\WKLQJKHUH´
³:H¶OOVHH7\OHUPD\EHLQJRRGVKDSHQRZ%XWWRPRUURZLIWKHFLW\FRQWLQXHV
to think about signing that housing reforms, he and his friends might start losing body
parts and end up hanging under a bridge. This is how drug lords warn others not to piss
them off, and that has been effective.
³<RX¶UHFUD]\´
³1R,NQRZZKDWZRUNVDQG\RXIDLOHGWRVWRSPH´
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³<RXGRQ¶WKDYHWRGRWKLV,FDQVWRS´
Adrienne stepped in, her eyes looking worried.
³5DIDHOZHJRWDSUREOHP´VKHVDLG³7\OHUMXVWZHQWXSVWDLUVDQGD6:$7WHDP
LVWDLOLQJKLP´
5DIDHOWKRXJKWIRUDPRPHQW³:KDWDUHWKH\GRLQJKHUH"´7KHQORRNLQJDW
(OOLRWW³'RWKHSROLFHNQRZZH¶UHKHUH"´
(OOLRWWVKUXJJHG³,GLGQ¶WWDONWR)U\WRGD\,GLGQ¶WHYHQNQRZ\RXZHUHKHUH´
7XUQLQJEDFNWR$GULHQQH5DIDHOVDLG³FKHFNZLWK)UDQN+HPLJKW-´
It sounded like fire crackers echoing deep from inside the building. Rafael and his
men dropped to the floor in an instant and Adrienne dragged Elliott down with him. A
loud salvo of gun fire responded with thundering ferocity and when Elliott glanced at
Rafael and Adrienne he saw them exchanging looks of confusion. Who was shooting?
#
Surrounded by a horde of FBI SWAT officers in full combat gear, Bridget shrank
to her compact, timid self. Jack had done most of the talking, and she was grateful for his
EUDVKPDQQHUWKDWNHSWWKHRIILFHUVDQGHYHQ$JHQW)U\DWED\,QDIHZZRUGVKH¶GWold
WKHPKRZWKH\DUULYHGKHUHWRLQWHUYLHZ7\OHUDIWHU%ULGJHWUHFHLYHG(OOLRWW¶VWH[W
message.
³$JHQW)U\,GRQRWWKLQN\RXXQGHUVWDQGWKHJUDYLW\RIWKLVVLWXDWLRQ´-DFNVDLG
to the agent who was flanked by SWAT team commanders Patrick and Harrison. ³0\
IULHQGLVEHLQJKHOGE\WHUURULVWVDQG\RX¶UHZDVWLQJWLPHLQWHUURJDWLQJXV´
%ULGJHWNHSWTXLHWNQRZLQJ-DFN¶VWRQHPLJKWQRWKDYHZRUNHGLI)U\KDGQ¶W
known that he was the son of business tycoon Bennett. Unlike a few years ago when she
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and her friends got beaten up by the police, Fry probably knew that she was the daughter
of a former senator and the fact that she and Jack were also journalists on duty lend her
some assurance that this time she was safe with the police. Still, while the SWAT
commanders listened politely, Fry looked impatient.
³,QHHGWRFRYHUDOOJURXQGV<RXDQG(OOLRWWDOZD\VJHWFDXJKWXSLQWURXEOH´
)U\VDLGORRNLQJDW%ULGJHWWKHQSRLQWLQJWR-DFN³\RX¶UHDQHZIDFHWKRXJK'RQ¶W
make it a habit. Now, we already have a team inside the building and they will look for
(OOLRWWDQGWKRVHWHUURULVWV\RXWDONHGDERXW´
%ULGJHWIURZQHG³,¶PVRUU\'RHVLWPHDQ\RXGRQ¶WNQRZWKDWWKHUHDUHWHUURULVWV
LQWKHEXLOGLQJ"7KHQZK\DUH\RXKHUHIRU"´
³,FDQ¶WDQVZHUWKDWTXHVWLRQ,QWKHPHDQWLPHLW¶VEHVWWKDW\RX-´
Gun fire rang out from inside the building and like noise scatters a flock of birds,
SWAT officers scrambled for cover behind the SWAT van and police cars in the loading
area. The shooting lasted for about two minutes. When it stopped, Fry tapped the
VKRXOGHURIDSROLFHRIILFHUDQGSRLQWHGDW%ULGJHWDQG-DFN³*HWWKHWZRRXWRIKHUH´
The officer gathered four more SWAT officers and they formed a protective
cocoon around Bridget and Jack, and in that formation they ran the few yards out the
entrance gate and down the street until they reached the corner of the next street where
another SWAT van stood waiting.
³6WD\EHKLQGWKLVYDQ´WKHRIILFHUVDLG
Bridget watched them running back then turned to face Jack.
³:KDWGR\RXWKLQNLVKDSSHQLQJ"´VKHDVNHG
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³,GRQ¶WNQRZWKH\PD\KDYHFRPHLQWRFRQWDFWZLWK5DIDHO%XWZKDWHYHULW¶V
JRLQJRQ,ZRXOGVWLFNDURXQG´-DFNVDLG³,IWKH\WDNHGRZQ5DIDHOZHKDYHDVWRU\
ULJKWWKHUH´
³:KDWDERXW(OOLRWW"´
Jack looked at her as though he was thinking of an answer. Instead he asked her
³%DFNWKHQDWWKHSURWHVWHUV¶EDVHZK\ZHUH\RXVRNHHQRQPHHWLQJWKLV5DIDHO"+RZ
GLG\RXNQRZWKLVPDQDQ\ZD\"´
³,ZDQWHGWRPHHWWKHSHRSOHEHKLQGWKHSURWHVWV,GLGQ¶WNQRZLWZDVWKLVRafael
SHUVRQ´,QDZD\VKHZDVVSHDNLQJWKHWUXWKVWLOOVKHKDGWREHFDUHIXORIZKDWVKHVDLG
around Jack.
³$QGZK\GLG\RXZDQWWRILQGRXWZKRZDVEHKLQGWKHSURWHVWV"´
³/RRN,KDGMXVWUHWXUQHGIURP%RVWRQDQGGLGQ¶WNQRZKRZEDGWKHSURWHVWV
were,PHDQIRXUSHRSOHGLHGVR\HDK,JRWXSVHWWKDW¶VDOO´
³:KDWDERXW7\OHU":K\LV(OOLRWWVRLQWHUHVWHGLQKLP"´
³(OOLRWWLQWHUYLHZHG5HQWVFKOHURQHRIWKHELJLQYHVWRUVRIWKHFLW\¶VERQGV+H
found something out about Tyler and needed him to confirP´
³$K\HV,KHDUGIURPP\IDWKHUWKDWKHLQWHUYLHZHG5HQWVFKOHU%XW0DGLVRQ
9DQJXDUGZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\HYHQLIKHPDQDJHVWRVSHDNWR7\OHUQRZ´
³/DPEHUWVDLGWKHLQYHVWRUVZKR¶YHDJUHHGWREX\0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGDFWXDOO\
want us to run the story on Tyler. Lambert is trying to convince the new chief editor,
ZKDW¶VKLVQDPHDJDLQ"´
³+HUQDQGH]´
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³<HVKH¶VWU\LQJWRFRQYLQFH+HUQDQGH]WRLJQRUH\RXUIDWKHUDQGSXEOLVKWKH
VWRU\LI(OOLRWWJHWVKLVLQWHUYLHZZLWK7\OHU´
³:KDWGRHV(OOLRWWZDQWWRNQRZIURP7\OHU"´
³,FDQWHOO\RXZLWKRXW(OOLRWW¶VSHUPLVVLRQ,W¶VKLVVWRU\´
-DFNVKRRNKLVKHDG³$Q\ZD\0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\+DYHQ¶W
\RXKHDUG"´
The shooting started again and they peeked around the van. There was nothing to
see and Bridget looked at Jack.
³:KDWGR\RXPHDQKDYHQ¶W,KHDUG"´
³1RRQHZDQWVDQ\WKLQJWRGRZLWKWKHVWRU\DQGULVNHGJHWWLQJILUHG%HVLGHV
HYHU\RQH¶VIRFXVLVRQFRYHULQJWKHSURWHVWV´
³,NQRZEXW/DPEHUWVDLG-´
³%ULGJHWOLVWHQWRPH/DPEHUWIDLOHGWR convince Hernandez. Madison Vanguard
ZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\(YHQLI(OOLRWWLQWHUYLHZV7\OHUWKHSDSHUZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\,W¶V
RYHU´
#
Pressed against the wall, Elliott followed Rafael and Adrienne up the hallway
while sporadic gun fire erupted above them. When they found an open door, they went
inside. It was a small meeting room with chairs still wrapped in plastic covers and a
FRIIHHWDEOHWKDWKDGQ¶WEHHQDVVHPEOHG\HW7KH\KXQNHUHGDURXQGWDEOHDQG5DIDHO
gestured for the other three team members to stand guard by the door, then pulled out a
radio.
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³$SROORDQ\LGHDZKDW¶VJRLQJRQ"´5DIDHODVNHG(OOLRWWFRXOGRQO\JXHVVKH
was talking to another team led by this Apollo.
³,WKRXJKW\RXFRXOGWHOOPH´$SROORVDLGKLVYRLFHFUDFNOLQJWKURXJKWKe radio.
³6R\RXGLGQ¶WUXQLQWRWURXEOHZLWKWKH6:$7"´
³1R,VDQ\RQHRI\RXUJX\VLQRXUEXLOGLQJ"´
³1HJDWLYH:H¶UHVWLOORXWVLGHWKHUHVWDXUDQWUHDG\WRVWRUPLQ´
³/RRNVOLNHZH¶YHFUDVKHGLQWRVRPHRQHHOVH¶VSDUW\´5DIDHOVDLG³:HMXVWGRQ¶W
know ZKRWKH6:$7LVDIWHU´
³6RZKDWGRZHGRQRZ"´$SROORDVNHG
³)RFXVRQ7\OHU$SROORJHW\RXUWHDPKHUHWR*UDHPHU&HQWHU´
³:KDWDERXWRXUSODQWRNLGQDSDOOWKRVHSHRSOHLQWKHUHVWDXUDQW"$SROORDVNHG
³'URSLW7\OHULVPRUHLPSRUWDQW$QGZLWK the police crawling all over the place,
,QHHG\RXUKHOS´
³8QGHUVWRRG´
Rafael and Adrienne tugged away their baseball bats through a loop in their
backpacks and pulled out their handguns.
³,GRQ¶WOLNHWKLV5DIDHO´$GULHQQHVDLGDVVKHDWWDFKHGD silencer on the barrel.
³,IZHRQO\NLGQDS7\OHULWZLOOEOXQWRXUPHVVDJH´VKHVDLG
:LWK5DIDHOQHHGLQJDQHZSODQ(OOLRWWVDZDQRSHQLQJ³1RLWZRQ¶W´KHVDLG
³$QGZKDWPDNHV\RXWKLQNVR"´$GULHQQHDVNHG
³,IWKHPHGLDH[SRVHV7\OHU¶VSODQto run for mayor and his collusion to raise
campaign funding, then kidnapping him alone and no one else will amplify public
DWWHQWLRQRQKLP´(OOLRWWVDLG
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5DIDHOORRNHGDWKLP³:KDWGR\RXPHDQ"´
³:HPD\WKLQNHYHU\RQHLQWKHUHVWDXUDQWLVUHVSRQVLEOHfor the housing reforms
SURJUDPEXWWKHSXEOLFZRQ¶WQHFHVVDULO\DJUHH:LWK7\OHURQFH\RXLQWHUYLHZKLPLW¶V
HDVLHUWRVKRZKLVFXOSDELOLW\DQGVRLW¶VPRUHOLNHO\WKDW\RXUPHVVDJHZLOOEHKHDUG´
(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WEHOLHYHWKDWKHKDGMXVWWROGRafael to kidnap Tyler, but the man
would have to be sacrificed to save the others in the restaurant.
5DIDHOVKRRNKLVKHDG³-DFNLVVWLOORXWVLGHDQGZHFDQ¶WULVNEULQJLQJ7\OHUWR
KLPIRUDQLQWHUYLHZZLWKDOOWKHSROLFHDURXQGXV´
³/HWPHWDONWR7\OHUWKHQ´(OOLRWWVDLG³'RQ¶WZDVWHWKLVRSSRUWXQLW\´
Rafael and Adrienne looked at each other.
³,¶YHDOUHDG\JRQHWKLVIDU,KDYHWRILQLVKWKLV´(OOLRWWVDLG
³&XWKLPORRVH´5DIDHOVDLGDQGURVHWRKLVIHHW$GULHQQHSXOOHG(OOLRWWXSDQG
turned him around to cut the plastic bands around his wrists.
³+ROGRQ´$GULHQQHVDLG³$VVXPLQJZHFDSWXUH7\OHUKRZGRZHJHWDURXQG
WKHSROLFH"´
³7HOO;DYLHUWRUHURXWHWKHSURWHVWHUVWRFRPHWKLVZD\´5DIDHOVDLGWR$GULHQQH
³7KDWVKRXOGNHHSWKH6:$7EXV\ZKLOHZHVQHDNRXW´
7KH\UHMRLQHGWKHRWKHUVLQWKHKDOOZD\DQGZKLOH$GULHQQHUHOD\HG5DIDHO¶V
message to Xavier, the rest continued to edge forward.
The corridor ended with a left turn where it opened up to a wider hallway flanked
by elevatoUV)XUWKHUXSDKHDG(OOLRWWFRXOGVHHWKHEXLOGLQJ¶VPDLQOREE\OLWWHUHGZLWK
construction materials and wooden crates, and all the way in the front were the tall glass
panes that rose like an invisible wall before the street outside.
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The shooting started again. This time it came from the mezzanine level right
above them. Elliott positioned himself behind Rafael as they navigated their way around
unopened boxes and crates of furniture and construction materials.
Above them, the fight had turned into a brawl and Elliot heard the occasional
shouting and grunting and the sound of bodies smashing against hard objects.
To their right was a stairway that led to the mezzanine level and Rafael gestured
for Adrienne to take two men and check the level above.
³7DNHFRYHU´5DIDHOZKLVSHUHGDQGKHGUDJJHG(OOLRWWWRKLGHEHKLQGDELJ
wooden crate just underneath the railing where the mezzanine floor ended. The fighting
continued right above them.
There was a shout, a thud and the sound of glass shattering, followed by glass
splinters raining down next to where Elliott and Rafael were crouching. An instant later, a
SWAT officer fell and landed on his back next to them.
He was still alive but a knife stuck out of his shoulder and there was blood
coming out of his mouth. The officer, breathing hard, turned his head and looked straight
at Elliott and Rafael. His eyes widened. Rafael pointed his gun at the officer and signaled
him to be quiet.
Elliott peeked over the crate and saw two SWAT officers in the back descending
the stairs then running toward their wounded friend. He and Rafael moved around the
crate and out of sight as the officers grabbed their wounded friend by the shoulder and
dragged him away. Another minute passed before Adrienne broke the silence.
³,GLGQ¶WJHWDYLVXDORQWKHXQNQRZQVKRRWHUV´VKHVDLG³EXW,VDZ7\OHUDQG
.DWKHULQHWDNLQJWKHHOHYDWRUGRZQMXVWEHIRUHWKH6:$7WHDPDUULYHG´

BJ"!
!

!

³$UHWKH\DORQH"´
³&RXOGQ¶WVHHEXW,EHWWKH\¶UHQRW´
Katherine, Elliott thought, he could only hope she wDVQ¶WKXUW
³$OOULJKW´5DIDHOVDLG³/HW¶VIROORZ7\OHUGRZQVWDLUV´
They reconvened with Adrienne by the stairway then proceeded to another
stairway next to the elevators that led down to the basement. It opened to a hallway that
ran back into the building. Rafael gestured for a man to take point as he contacted Apollo
over the radio.
³:H¶UHRQWKHEDVHPHQWOHYHO´KHVDLG+HUHFHLYHGIURP$GULHQQHDWDEOHWZLWK
DQDSSWKDWVKRZHGDEOXHSULQWRIWKHEXLOGLQJ³:KDW¶V\RXUSRVLWLRQ"´
³:H¶UHRQWKHVHFRQGIORRUQHDUWKHHDVWHQWUDQFH´$SROORVDLG³:H¶UHKHDGLQJ
\RXUZD\´
7XUQLQJWR$GULHQQH5DIDHODVNHG³ZKHUHdoes this corridor lead WR"´
³,WRQO\OHDGVWRWKLVVSDFHKHUHZKLFKORRNVOLNHDQRSHQIORRURIILFHVSDFH´VKH
said, pointing at the map.
³$SROORZH¶OOPHHWXSDWWKHEDVHPHQWRIILFHQHDUWKHPDLQHQWUDQFH´
³*RWLWEXWZHKDYHWRKXUU\XS,¶PVHHLQJD6:$7WHDPHQWHULQJWKHEXLOGLQJ´
³*RWLW´
They arrived at the closed door to the open floor office. Rafael waited for Apollo
and his team to arrive at the other end of the room. Then with handguns held out, they
stormed in simultaneously.
The room was about 20 yards wide and long, filled with more crates and
scaffolding and lined with small offices in the back. Apollo and his six men entered
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through a door next to one of the offices. Bertrand, the big man who carried a
sledgehammer, was among them.
They were moving slowly toward the middle of the room and only then did Elliott
realize what everyone was seeing. Under one of the scaffolding, was Tyler, gagged and
tied to a pole.
#
Bridget listened to the silence on the other end of the line after telling Chief
Editor Hernandez her side of the story. Hernandez had called her after Fry informed the
QHZVSDSHUDERXW(OOLRWW¶VIDWHDQGscolded her for not telling him earlier.
³:KDWDERXW\RX"´KHHYHQWXDOO\DVNHG³,¶YHFRQYLQFHG)U\WROHW\RXVWD\
LQVLGHVLQFH\RX¶UHDOUHDG\WKHUHEXWLI\RXZDQWRXWMXVWOHWPHNQRZ´
%ULGJHWVDZDFKDQFHWRFRQYLQFHKLPWRUXQ7\OHU¶VVWRU\DIWHU /DPEHUW¶V
previous attempt failed.
³,GRQ¶WPLQGVWLFNLQJDURXQGLQFDVH6:$7WDNHVGRZQWKHWHUURULVWV%XWWKDW¶V
QRWZKDW,¶PFRQFHUQHGDERXWQRZ´
³:KDWLVLW"´
³(OOLRWWLVJRLQJWKURXJKDOOWKLVWURXEOHLQWHUYLHZLQJ5HQWVFKOHULQ%RVWRQDQG
now geWWLQJFDXJKWE\WKHWHUURULVWVDQG\RXZRQ¶WOHWKLPUXQWKHVWRU\RQ7\OHU´
³'RQ¶WEODPHPH%HQQHWW¶VLQVWUXFWLRQVDUHFOHDU:HDUHQRWWRZULWHDQ\WKLQJ
DERXW7\OHU¶VSROLWLFDOSODQDQGWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
³%XWZKDWLI(OOLRWWFDQJHW7\OHUWRFRQILrm that he plans to run for mayor? We
expose him colluding with the real estate companies. The protesters will be vindicated. It
FRXOGVWRSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´
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³7KHDQVZHULVQR%ULGJHW´
%ULGJHWVLJKHG6KHFRXOGQ¶WUHDOO\EODPHKLP+HUQDQGH]ULVNHGORsing his job if
Bennett finds out the paper plans to run the story. She was going nowhere. But then she
noticed Jack who had been listening in.
³6RPHRQHZDQWVWRWDONWR\RX/HWPHJHWKLPIRU\RXKROGRQ´6KHKDQGHG
Jack the phone but he backed away.
³:K\DUH\RXJLYLQJPHWKHSKRQHIRU"´-DFNDVNHG
%ULGJHWFRYHUHGWKHPRXWKSLHFH³7HOOKLPWKDW\RX¶UHKHUHVWXFNZLWKPHWKDW
WKH1HZ<RUN7LPHVZLOOLQWHUYLHZ7\OHUDQGUXQWKHVWRU\´
³+HUQDQGH]LV\RXUSUREOHPQRWPLQH´
³/RRN,NQRZ\RX¶UHDFRPpetitor, but do you really want Madison Vanguard go
RXWRIEXVLQHVV"7KDWSDSHUPDGH\RXDMRXUQDOLVW´
-DFNKHVLWDWHGWKHQWRRN%ULGJHW¶VSKRQH+HWROGWKHFKLHIHGLWRUZKDW%ULGJHW
KDGLQVWUXFWHGKLPWR7KHUHZDVDSDXVHDQGLWVHHPHG+HUQDQGH]ZDVQ¶W convinced yet.
³0\IDWKHUGRHVQ¶WFDUHDERXWWKHSDSHUQRWVLQFH,¶PQRORQJHUWKHUH´-DFN
FRQWLQXHGVSHDNLQJLQWRWKHPRXWKSLHFHDSSDUHQWO\VKLIWLQJWDFWLFV³,IKHGRHVQ¶WFORVH
WKHSDSHUWRGD\KHPLJKWGRLWWRPRUURZZKHQHYHUKHVHHVILW´
Another pause and Jack handed the phone back to Bridget, shaking his head. But
KLVFRPPHQWDERXWWKHSDSHU¶VLPPLQHQWGHPLVHJDYHKHUDQLGHD
³%ULGJHWDUH\RXWKHUH",UHDOO\KDYHWRJR´+HUQDQGH]VDLG,FDQ¶WIRUFH\RXWR
take pictures for us. So do DV\RXSOHDVHEXW\RXFDQ¶WXVHRXU3UHVV,'FDUGDQG-´
³+HUQDQGH]\RX¶UHVLGLQJZLWKWKHZURQJSHUVRQ%HQQHWWZLOOFORVHWKHSDSHU
unless he finds a new buyer. And here we have a new buyer who wants us to run the
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story, who wants us to defy Bennett. So which side are you on? Bennett or the new
buyer?
+HUQDQGH]GLGQ¶WLPPHGLDWHO\DQVZHUVR%ULGJHWSUHVVHGIXUWKHU³7KHRQO\
SHUVRQ\RXPXVWLPSUHVVLVQ¶W%HQQHWWEXWZKRHYHULVZLOOLQJWREX\WKHSDSHU5XQWKH
story get exclusive coverage, impress the pURVSHFWLYHEX\HUVDQGJHWWKHPRQERDUGGRQ¶W
UXQWKHVWRU\OHWWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHVJHWWKHVFRRSDQG\RX¶OOVKRZWKHPZK\WKH\
VKRXOGQ¶WERWKHUUHVFXHWKLVSDSHU,I\RXZDQWWRVDYH0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGZHPXVWVLGH
ZLWKWKHEX\HUV´
There was a pause before HernanGH]VSRNHDJDLQ³$OOULJKWOHWPHWKLQN´
-DFNWXUQHGWR%ULGJHW³+HUQDQGH]ZDVQHYHUJRRGDWOHDGLQJ0\IDWKHUSLFNHG
KLPWRUHSODFH/DPEHUWRQO\EHFDXVHRIKLVVHQLRULW\´
6KHKHDUG+HUQDQGH]FOHDUKLVWKURDW³/LVWHQFDUHIXOO\2QO\LI(OOLRtt gets a story
RXWRI7\OHUDQGRQO\LILW¶VZRUWKDIURQWSDJHKHDGOLQHRQO\WKHQZLOOZHUXQLW´
Bridget thanked him and hung up.
³6R7\OHUSODQVWRUXQIRUPD\RU´-DFNVDLG³,NQRZ(OOLRWWLQWHUYLHZHGKLPEXW
GLGQ¶WNQRZZKDWKHJRWRXWRILWWKDW¶VGHILQLWHO\ZRUWKDIURQWSDJHVWRU\´
³<HDKDQG%HQQHWWNLOOHGLW´%ULGJHWVDLG
³$OWKRXJKLW¶VVWUDQJHWKDW7\OHUWROG%HQQHWWDERXWWKHLQWHUYLHZZLWK5HQWVFKOHU
DQGGHPDQGLQJKLPWRVWRSWKHVWRU\IURPJRLQJWRSUHVV´
Bridget looked up at Jack. SKHGLGQ¶WNQRZWKDWLWZDV7\OHUZKRKDGWROG%HQQHWW
WRLQWHUYHQH³%XWZK\ZRXOGLWEHVWUDQJH"´
³:HOOLWZDV7\OHUZKRDUUDQJHGWKHLQWHUYLHZEHWZHHQ(OOLRWWDQG5HQWVFKOHU´
³+ROGRQWKHUH7\OHUDUUDQJHGWKHLQWHUYLHZ"´
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³<HV´
³%XWLWZDV(OOLRWW ZKRFDOOHGXS5HQWVFKOHU+HGLGQ¶WJRWKURXJK7\OHU7KHUH
ZDVQRFRQWDFWZKDWVRHYHUZLWK7\OHU´
-DFNVKUXJJHG³,¶PMXVWWHOOLQJ\RXZKDWP\IDWKHUOHDUQHGIURP7\OHU´
%ULGJHW¶VPLQGIHYHULVKO\ZRUNHGRXWWKHLPSOLFDWLRQRIZKDW-DFNKDGMXVWWROG
her. Of course it was Rafael who had gotten the interview with Rentschler by pretending
to be Elliott. Did Rafael lie to them?
As she thought about this, she watched the FBI SWAT team relocating from the
*UDHPHU&HQWHU¶VORDGLQJDUHDWRLWVVLGHHQWUDQFH. Who were they after? Watching the
FBI team working, the connection between Tyler arranging the interview and the FBI
presence here slowly surfaced and a new suspicion arose.
³,KDYHWRWDONWR)U\´%ULGJHWVDLG
#
5DIDHODQG$SROOR¶VWHDPVIDQQHGRXW across the room with guns raised. Elliott
made up the rear, as they worked their way through the room to Tyler in the middle.
Under the fluorescent light Elliott saw the comptroller staring at them with wide open
eyes. Once they had reached him, they worked fast. Bertrand untied Tyler and moved
him to the back of the room.
(OOLRWWZDVDERXWWRDSSURDFKKLPEXWRQHRI5DIDHO¶VPHQSXOOHGKLPWRWKH
FRUQHURIWKHURRP³:DLWKHUH´KHVDLG(OOLRWWZDWFKHGDVDIHZPHQJDWKHUHGDURXQG
Tyler while the rest VWRRGJXDUG7KHPRPHQW5DIDHOUHPRYHGWKHJDJIURP7\OHU¶V
mouth, the lights went out, blanketing everything in pitch darkness. The door from where
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they had come from burst open, and someone yanked him to the ground, just as he heard
a loud bang from the middle of the room followed by shouts.
³)%,JHWGRZQ´
The shouting continued for a few more seconds before silence returned. No one
made a sound, as the SWAT team must have realized that everyone was already on the
ground and out of sight behind some cover. The standoff began.
(OOLRWWODLGRQKLVVWRPDFKWU\LQJWROLVWHQZKHUHWKHUHVWRI5DIDHODQG$SROOR¶V
PHQZHUH+HKHDUGVRPHRQHFRPLQJXSQH[WWRKLPWKHQVD\LQJLQDORZZKLVSHU³NHHS
\RXUKHDGORZH\HVVKXW´
He heard another loud bang and when he opened his eyes again, the deafening
sound of gun fire erupted right above him. Tilting his head upward, he saw the muzzle
flash of an assault rifle firing at the FBI positions.
He caught a glimpse of light to his left and saw Rafael throwing a flare toward the
SWAT team. Amber light filled the room from the other end. Elliott watched bullet
casings falling to the ground around him. On the other side, Rafael, Adrienne and Xavier
took cover behind a large crate while their men retreated out the back door. Xavier then
pointed at him, and as the other two looked in his direction, he realized that what made
them stare was the shooter standing next to him and firing at the SWAT team. Then it
was dark again and in an instant silence returned.
One of the SWAT members must have put out the flare, and in the dark the
tactical team retaliated with indiscriminate fire. Elliott scurried on all fours toward the
small offices in the back. He found an open door and slipped inside just as the shooting
stopped.
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Groping in the dark, he felt his way around the room until he found a desk to hide
under. He heard the SWAT team advancing in silence and without flashlight. He could
come out with arms raised, but having read so many reports about police shooting
suspects for the slightest provocation, he decided it was safer to stay hidden. Did the FBI
even know he was here? As their quiet footsteps approached, he held his breath until they
moved passed him.
Minutes must have passed and Elliott wondered how much longer he should wait
EHIRUHOHDYLQJKLVKLGHRXW+HFRXOGQ¶WFRQWDFWDQ\RQH;DYLHUKDGHDUOLHUWDNHQDZD\KLV
phone along with his messenger bag. For all he knew, Rafael and his men might have
already escaped the building. He found it absurd to even think about reconnecting with
Rafael. But they had Tyler.
Sitting in the dark, he listened into the silence, hoping Rafael was also hiding somewhere
and waiting it out. What he heard next made his heart jump.
It was a faint but unmistakable VRXQGRIVRPHRQHEUHDWKLQJ+HZDVQ¶WDORQHLQ
this room. Holding his breath, he tried to pinpoint where the breathing came from, his
eyes straining to pierce through the darkness. Then the other person stopped breathing
too, and he heard the sound of a rifle cocking followed by a burst of light that blinded
him. He turned away from the harsh white of the flash light. The light went off just as
instantly but the effect still blinded him.
³(OOLRWW"´DYRLFHZKLVSHUHG
³:KRLVWKLV"´
³,W¶VPH´
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Elliott recognized the voice. The memory came back, triggering a chain of images
that ended with one name: Katherine. It was Katherine who accompanied Tyler into the
building when he followed them, it was Katherine whom the FBI SWAT team were after,
Katherine who told him in the dark to stay low as she fired that assault rifle, Katherine
the mysterious shooter.
³,W¶VPH)UDQN´VKHVDLG
#
Bridget walked up and down, trying to reassemble the pieces of clues that would
confirm her suspicion. Jack had told her that Tyler arranged the interview between Elliott
and Rentschler. Her first question had been why Tyler would want to set up the interview
RQO\WRWKHQWHOO%HQQHWWWRNLOOWKHVWRU\7KDW¶VZKHQVKHUHPHPEHUHG5DIDHOEHLQJVR
keen on kidnapping Lindberg because the consultant and Tyler knew of a mole in the city
administration. Rafael wanted to know whether Lindberg knew about Frank, the mole.
Then, of all the twelve investors Frank could have picked, he had to choose Rentschler
and that was probably because Tyler leaked that name to Frank on purpose. He leaked
5HQWVFKOHU¶VQDPHDQGDUUDQJHGWKHLQWHUYLHZZLWKWKHKHGJHIXQGRZQHUWRILVKD
reaction out of the mole, and sure enough Elliott went out to interview him. Agent Fry
then came raiding their motel. It was good that Elliott could proof that he got
5HQWVFKOHU¶VQDPHIURPKLVUDGLRIULHQG1DQF\
Still, the mole had been identified and the FBI SWAT team was here to arrest her,
)UDQNRU.DWKHULQH1RZRQGHU(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WILQGRXWDQ\WKLQJDERXWKHURQWKH
InWHUQHW.DWKHULQHQHYHUUHDOO\H[LVWHG$QGQRZ(OOLRWWZDVVWXFNEHWZHHQKHU5DIDHO¶V
men and the FBI SWAT teams.
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³,KDYHWRWDONWR)U\´%ULGJHWVDLGDQGWRRNRIIZDONLQJWRZDUG*UDHPHU&HQWHU
³+H\KHWROGXVWRVWD\SXW´-DFNVDLG
³,FDQ¶WMXVWZDLWKHUH)U\QHHGVWRXSGDWHRQXVRQ(OOLRWW´VKHVDLGZKLOH-DFN
followed her.
She walked briskly across the street toward the circle of police cars that had now
formed around the side entrance of Graemer Center. Fry and a few officers were
consulting something on their tablet.
³$JHQW)U\´%ULGJHWVDLGDVVKHDSSURDFKHGKLP)U\WXUQHGDURXQGORRNLQJ
irritated to see her and Jack returning.
³<RXWZRFDQ¶WEHKHUHJREDFN-.´
³<RXKDYHQ¶WWROGXVZK\\RX¶UHKHUH´
³:K\ZRXOG,KDYHWRWHOO \RXWKDW"´
³<RX¶UHDIWHU.DWKHULQHDUHQ¶W\RX"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
A look of surprise flashed across Fry.
-DFNKHOGKHUE\KHUVKRXOGHU³:KRWKHKHOOLV.DWKHULQH"´
³7\OHU¶VDVVLVWDQW,VVKHVWLOOLQVLGH"´%ULGJHWDVNHGFDUHIXOQRWWRLPSO\WKDW
Katherine might be a terrorist. She had to wait for Fry to say so.
³,FDQ¶WWHOO:KDWPDNHV\RXWKLQNZH¶UHDIWHUKHU"´
³6LQFH\RXGLGQ¶WNQRZWKHWHUURULVWVZHUHFRPLQJ\RXPXVWKDYHDVVXPHGWKDW
there were only three people in the building: Elliott, Tyler and his assistant Katherine.
<RXUHIHUWR7\OHUDQG(OOLRWWDVKRVWDJHVEXWQRW.DWKHULQH,IVKH¶VWKHRQO\RQHZKR¶V
QRWDKRVWDJHWKHQ\HV,VXVSHFWWKDW\RX¶UHDIWHUKHUDQGWKDWVKH¶VVRPHKRZFRQQHFWHGWR
WKHWHUURULVWV´
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-DFNIURZQHG³6R$JHQWLV.DWKHULQHDKRVWDJHRUQRW"´KHDVNHG
)U\VLJKHG³2ND\VKH¶VQRWDKRVWDJHDQGWKDW¶VDOO,KDYHWRVD\DWWKLVSRLQW´
³:KDWDUH\RXJRLQJWRGRDERXWKHU"´%ULGJHWDVNHG
³/RRNRXUSULRULW\LVWRDUUHVWWKHWHUURULVWVDQGUHVFXH7\OHUDQG(OOLRWW´
³+RZ"´%ULGJHWLQVLVWHG
³$JHQW)U\´-DFNEHJDQ³,KRSH\RXUSULRULW\LVWRHQVXUHWKHVDIHW\RIWKH
KRVWDJHVILUVW´
³$OOULJKWOHW¶VJHWRYHUKHUH´)U\VDLGDQGSXOOHGKHUDQG-DFNDZD\IURPWKH
RWKHUV³1RWKLQJ,VD\FDQEHTXRWHG2XUSODQLVWRflush them out. We have a team
LQVLGHIXQQHOLQJWKHPRXUZD\VRWKH\ZLOOFRPHRXWWKURXJKWKDWGRRU´)U\SRLQWHGDW
the side entrance around which the police car had formed a semi-circle³:H¶UHDZDUHRI
WKHKRVWDJHVEXWZH¶UHWU\LQJWRFRUQHUWKHWHUURULVWVLQWRRQHVSRWVRWKDWWKH\GRQ¶W
PRYHDURXQGDQGZHFDQSLQSRLQW7\OHUDQG(OOLRWW¶VORFDWLRQDQGVWDUWWKHQHJRWLDWLRQ
SURFHVV2XUPHQDUHZHOOWUDLQHGLQGHDOLQJZLWKKRVWDJHVLWXDWLRQ6R\RXGRQ¶W´
Patrick, the SWAT commander walked up to Fry and pointed east. They turned
around and saw in the far distance a mass of people marching.
³7KH\¶UHKHDGLQJWKLVZD\´3DWULFNVDLG
³,WKRXJKWZHEORFNHGDOODFFHVV"´)U\DVNHG
³3ROLFHZHUHXQDEOHWRKROGRIIDOOWKHVHSHRSOH7KHUHDUHWRRPDQ\RIWKHP´
³+RZPDQ\"´
³2YHUDKXQGUHG,ZDVWROG´
The wall of people was about two blocks away. At this distance it was hard to
make out the individual protesters and see how many they were but their slow advance
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had something unstoppable about it. Meanwhile the dozens of SWAT officers who were
waiting outside looked restless.
³:H¶UHQRWHTXLSSHGWRGHDOZLWKSURWHVWHUVLQWKHVHQXPEHUV´3DWULFNVDLG³:H
KDYHUXEEHUEXOOHWVDQGWHDUJDVWKDW¶VDERXWLW´
³&DQZHJHWUHLQIRUFHPHQWIURPDQDQWL-riot police WHDP"´
³7KH6WUDWHJLF5HVSRQVH*URXS"7KH\DOUHDG\KDYHWKHLUKDQGVIXOODW&LW\+DOO´
³:HOOWKHQOHWWKHFURZGSDVV´)U\VDLGDQGEDQJLQJWKHKRRGRIDSROLFHFDU
VDLG³:H¶OOGULYHWKLVFDUXSDJDLQVWWKHVHGRRUVVRWKHWHUURULVWVZRQ¶WHVFDSH7KHQ we
VWDQGEDFNDQGOHWWKHSURWHVWHUVSDVV,GRXEWWKH\¶OOJRDIWHUDIXOO6:$7WHDP´
³+ROGRQ´-DFNVDLG³:LWKDOOWKH6:$7WHDPKHUHZK\ZRXOGWKHSURWHVWHUV
even insist on passing through here? If they want to go to City Hall they could have taken
DQRWKHUURXWH´
%ULGJHWNQHZWKHDQVZHU7KHVHSURWHVWHUVZHUHSUREDEO\SDUWRI5DIDHO¶VJURXS
and he must have redirected them here.
³<RXKDYHWRWHOO\RXUPHQWRVWDQGWKHLUJURXQG´VKHVDLG³7KLVLVRXURQO\
chance to stop the terrorists from NLGQDSSLQJ7\OHU´
³,DPDZDUHRIWKLV´)U\VDLG³,MXVWQHHGWRWKLQNLWRXW7KHUH¶VDSRVVLELOLW\
that the protesters choose this route on purpose because they want to drive us out of the
VWUHHWVRWKHWHUURULVWVLQVLGHFDQHVFDSH´
³:H¶UHQRWHTXLSSHGWRILJKWWKHP´3DWULFNVDLG³,IP\PHQVWDUWVKRRWLQJZH¶UH
WDONLQJDERXWDEORRGEDWKKHUH´
Patrick had a point but if the FBI SWAT team left the street, Rafael would escape
with Tyler.

BM)!
!

!

³,NQRZEXWZH¶UHQRWOHDYLQJ¶¶)U\VDLG³)RXUSURWHVWHUV have died already and I
GRQ¶WZDQWDQ\RQHRIXVJHWWLQJDQRWKHURQHNLOOHG/HWPHWDONWR\RXUPHQ´
7R%ULGJHWDQG-DFNKHVDLG³<RXJX\VJREDFNWRWKDWFRUQHUDQGVWD\LQVLGHWKH
6:$7YDQ´
-DFNWDSSHG%ULGJHW¶VVKRXOGHU³*UDE\RXUFDPHUDZHKDYHZRUNWRGR´KHVDLG
There were about a dozen SWAT officers outside while the rest were inside the
building trying to funnel Rafael into coming out through that side entrance. They few
RIILFHUVRXWVLGHZHUHRXWQXPEHUHGE\WHQWRRQHDWOHDVW,WGLGQ¶WORok good. Bridget
reluctantly turned around and followed Jack back to the safety of the corner down the
street.
She had left her camera backpack inside the SWAT van and now she opened it
and retrieved her gear. She put on the bike helmet she brought alone for protection. Then
she choose a long-range lens, attached it to the camera and got out of the van to take
position by the corner.
-DFNORRNHGDWKHURXWILW³<RX¶UHQRWWKLQNLQJRIGRLQJDQ\WKLQJVWXSLGDUH\RX"¶
³,FDPHSUHSDUHGWKDW¶VDOO\RXVKRXOGKDYHWRR´VKHVDLGQRGGLQJDWKLVFDVXDO
EXVLQHVVDWWLUHKHZRUH³7KRVHVKRHVDUHQ¶WPDGHIRUUXQQLQJ´
³:HOOZKHQ,ZRNHXSWKHUHZDVQ¶WDQ\VLJQWKDWWKH\ZRXOGKROGWKHSURWHVWV´
Bridget swept the strains of hair under her bike helmet and lifted her camera for a
closer look at the advancing horde. Filling the breath of the street, the first line of
protesters marched with their arms interlocked, and chanted pro-housing slogans while
wearing bandanas like bandits. Most were dressed in black sweaters with hoodies, dark
SDQWVDQGERRWV%HKLQGWKHPWKHUDQNVZHUHVRGHQVHWKDWVKHFRXOGQ¶WVHHKRZGHHSWKH
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crowd was. Rising above them were protest banners and American flags which curled
limply down their poles. The air hung still as if hushed into silence by the oncoming
storm.
The SWAT team meanwhile were preparing to make a stand. Using two police
cars, they blocked the side entrance to prevent Rafael from escaping, then used the
remaining four cars to form a semi-circle around the entrance. That still left plenty room
for the protesters to pass through the street.
The protesters stopped at about forty yards before the stand. Patrick ordered them
to move on. His distorted voice blared through the megaphone, sounding mechanical and
clashing against the growing waves of chanting.
Bridget counted at least three SWAT team members holding tear gas grenade
throwers but doubted their effectiveness. What could deter the protesters were rubber
bullets, and seeing that the police were far outnumbered, she expected many of the
protesters to go home with nasty bruises.
She lowered her camera to make sure her settings were right, but Jack, who was
talking on his phone, tapped her shoulder and pointed ahead. The ranks of protesters
opened up in the middle to make way for a man on a horse riding to the front. The rider
too wore a black sweater but underneath his hood, his face was a luminous red and she
recognized the painted black marking around his eyes, mouth and on his nose. He was
RQHRI5DIDHO¶VPHQZKRPVKH took a picture of when she first encountered them. On his
back he carried a baseball bat and slung around his shoulder appeared to be a horn. The
chanting stopped as the hooded rider inspected the lines in front before retreating into the
ranks and the chanting resumed.
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Then she heard the sound of a horn blowing hard and loud, filling the street and
GURZQLQJRXW-DFN¶VYRLFHWDONLQJRQKLVSKRQH3DWULFN¶VYRLFHRYHUWKHPHJDSKRQHDQG
WKHFURZG¶VFKDQWLQJ$FKLOOUXQGRZQKHUVSLQHDVVKHUHDOL]HGWKHDttack was about to
start.
#
6LWWLQJLQWKHGDUN(OOLRWWKHDUG.DWKHULQH¶VYRLFHVD\LQJWKDWVKHZDV)UDQN,W
ZDVKHUYRLFHEXWLWZDVQ¶WKHUQRW.DWKHULQHEXW)UDQN7KHWKRXJKWRIWKLVKXQJOLNHDQ
impenetrable fog in his mind. He held his breath, waiting for her to speak again.
³(OOLRWW´.DWKHULQH¶VYRLFHVDLGVRIWO\³&RPHRYHUKHUH´
She sounded so near but his eyes searched in vain for her presence in the darkness
EHIRUHKLP³.DWKHULQH"´KHDVNHG
³<HV´VKHVDLG³7DNHP\KDQG´
He raised his hand and reached out, grasping air. Leaning forward, he tried again.
This time he touched warm fingers that immediately held on to his and gently pulled him
to her side.
He sat next to her with their shoulders touching as they leaned against the assuring
sROLGQHVVRIWKHZDOO)RUDPRPHQWWKH\GLGQ¶WVD\DQ\WKLQJ7KHQVKHVSRNHLQDORZ
voice.
³,¶PVRUU\,WZLVWHG\RXUDUPLQWKHUHVWDXUDQW´
³,W¶VRN´
³,KDGWRPDNH\RXJRDZD\,WZDVQ¶WVDIHEDFNWKHQ´
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Rafael had planned to kidnap everyone in the restaurant, and he would have stood
LQWKHZD\6R.DWKHULQHZDV)UDQN+HGLGQ¶WPLVKHDUGKHUZKHQVKHVDLGVKHZDVKLP
or did he?
³)XQQ\WKDW\RXGRQ¶WDVNPHDQ\TXHVWLRQV´.DWKHULQHVDLG³<RX¶UHXVXDOO\IXOO
RIWKHP´
³$UH\RX)UDQN"´
³,DP)UDQNDQG.DWKHULQHDQG,¶PQHLWKHU)UDQNDQG.DWKHULQHDUHMXVWDOLDVHV´
³5DIDHOQHYHUWROGPHWKDWDQGKHGRHVQ¶WNQRZ\RX¶UHKHUH´
³7KDW¶VEHFDXVHKHGRHVQ¶WNQRZWKDW.DWKHULQHLV)UDQN,ZRUNXQGHUFRYHUDQG
independently from his team. But the FBI figured LWRXW´
³6RWKH6:$7WHDPDUHKHUHWRFDSWXUH\RXQRW5DIDHO"´
³<HV7\OHUPXVWKDYHIRXQGRXWWKDW,ZDVWKHPROHLQKLVRIILFH,GRQ¶WNQRZ
how he did it. Perhaps that interview with Rentschler was a set up since it was Tyler who
leaked his name to me. And this building here, Tyler said he wanted to show me
VRPHWKLQJDQGVXGGHQO\DZKROH6:$7JDQJZDVDIWHUPH´
Yet she still managed to fight off a SWAT team and hand Tyler over to Rafael.
This was not the Katherine he knew but what did he know about her anyway? He only
knew Frank.
³$UH\RXDQJU\ZLWKPH"´VKHDVNHG
³1RZK\ZRXOG,EHDQJU\ZLWK\RX"´
³,ZRXOGEHLI,ZHUH\RX,WGRHVQ WIHHOULJKWKRZ,GHFHLYHG\RX,WZDV
necessary, just like a lot of things we do is necessary. I hope you underVWDQG´
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1RKHGLGQ¶WIHHODQ\DQJHULQKLP,IDQ\WKLQJLWZDVUHOLHIKHIHOW.DWKHULQHZDV
the easy-going Frank whose sometimes overly friendly text messages were actually hers.
But inevitably the implication of this rose to the forefront. She was part RI5DIDHO¶V
group. She was a terrorist too, and with that the relief he felt just a moment ago collapsed
into disappointment.
³:K\DUH\RXGRLQJWKLV"´+HDVNHG
³'RZKDW"´
³$OOWKLVWKLVLVFUD]\\RXULVN\RXUOLIHIRUZKDW"´
³:KDWGR\RXWKLQN,VKRXOGGR"´.DWKHULQHDVNHG
³<RX¶UHWKHDVVLVWDQWRIWKHILQDQFLDOFRPSWUROOHUJHWWLQJWKHUHLVQ¶WHDV\\RX
FRXOGEHDQ\WKLQJLQWKLVFLW\´
³,IDNHGP\UHVXPH,WZDVDORWRIEXOOVKLW´
³<RXVFUHZHGXSVREDGO\:KDWIRU"´
³'R\RXUHDOO\FDUHDERXWP\OLIHRUDUH\RXQRZDQJU\WKDW,WXUQRXWWREHD
FULPLQDODWHUURULVW"´
+HVWDUHGDWWKLVEODFNQRWKLQJQHVVWKDWVXUURXQGHGKLP³,GRQ¶WNQRZERWK,
JXHVV´
She wrapped her arms around his shoulder and took his hand in hers.
³7KLVOLIH\RXKDYHKHUH,QRORQJHUFDQUHWXUQWR´
³7KHQZKHUHZLOO,HYHUVHH\RXDJDLQ"´
He felt her shifting as though she was looking at him.
³'R\RXNQRZ5XPL"´6KHDVNHGKHUYRLFHVRFORVHKHFRXOGIHHOKHUEUHDWKRQ
his skin.
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Why would she ask him about a dead poet? ³<HVKH¶VD6XILSRHW´
³7KHQWDNHKLVDGYLFH2XWEH\RQGWKHLGHDVRIZURQJGRLQJDQGULJKWGRLQJWKHUH
LVDILHOG,ZLOOPHHW\RXWKHUH´
+HWKRXJKWDERXWZKDWLWPHDQWDERXWGLVORGJLQJRQH¶VVHOIIURPVWDQGSRLQWVDQG
DERXWWKHILHOGZKHUHWKH\GLGQ¶WH[LVWHG.DWKHULQHZDQWHGKLPWRNQRZWKDWVKHZRXOG
EHWKHUHLQWKDWQHEXORXVSODFHKHFRXOGQ¶WVHHMXVWDVKHFRXOGRQO\IHHOKHUQRZEXW not
see her.
³(OOLRWW,KDYHWRJR´
³1RZ"´
³7KH6:$7WHDPZLOOVRRQEHGLVWUDFWHGZLWK5DIDHO¶VPHQ7KDWZLOOEHP\
FKDQFHWRVOLSDZD\2QFH,JHWRXWRIWKLVEXLOGLQJGLVDSSHDULQJZRQ¶WEHDSUREOHP´
Rafael. Elliott remembered that Tyler was in his hands.
³,QHHGWRJHWEDFNWR5DIDHO´
.DWKHULQH¶VERG\VKLIWHG³:K\"+H¶VQRWWKHVDIHVWSHUVRQWREHDURXQGZLWK´
³+HKDV7\OHUDQG,SURPLVHG/DPEHUWWKDW,ZRXOGJHWDQLQWHUYLHZZLWKKLP´
³,WKRXJKW\RXUSDSHUZRQ¶WUXQWKHVWRU\"´
³:HVWLOOKDYH a chance. The investors who want to buy Madison Vanguard are
UHFRQVLGHULQJWKHLURIIHUXQOHVVZHUXQWKHVWRU\´
Elliott heard her taking a deep breath.
³$UH\RXVXUH\RXZDQWWRGRWKLV"´
³<HV´
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³$OOULJKW,QFDVHRIDQHPHUJHQF\OLNHWKLVWKHUHZLOObe a chopper picking up
5DIDHO¶VWHDPDQG7\OHURQ&KXUFK6WUHHWQHDU&LW\+DOO%HVWFKDQFHLVWRKRRNXSZLWK
KLPEHIRUHKHVHWVRXWIRUWKHH[WUDFWLRQSRLQW´
7KH\URVHWRWKHLUIHHWDQGXVLQJ.DWKHULQH¶VIODVKOLJKWPDGHWKHLUZD\RXWRIWKH
office room, into the hallway. She carried an assault rifle and a Lady office bag filled to
the brim with grenades and ammunitions. They walked up the darkened stairways and
stepped out into the light on the second floor.
(OOLRWWGLGQ¶WKHDUDQ\VRXQG7KHUHZDVQRtelling which way Rafael and the FBI
SWAT team went. Katherine nodded at the window by the end of the hallway.
³/HW¶VVHHZKDWWKHYLHZLVRXWVLGHVRZHNQRZZKLFKSDUWRIWKHEXLOGLQJZH
DUH´.DWKHULQHVDLG
As they approached the window, Elliot noticed the noise from the street below.
The closer he got, the surer he was what that noise was. They stepped up to the window
that faced west, and looking down, Elliott confirmed his suspicion. The street battle had
already begun.
#
Bridget used a newspaper stand box to steady her aim with her camera. About
seventy yards in front, protesters continued to chant, this time switching from antihousing reforms slogans to pro-democracy yells.
³2)7+(3(23/(
BY THE PEOPLE
)257+(3(23/(´
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This went on for a few minutes until the horn sounded from within their ranks, its
long and threatening wail reverberating off the buildings and down the street. The first
time it sounded, the protesters began to march and the SWAT team fired warning shots
into the air. The second time it sounded, the SWAT team fired tear gas and the third time
the horn sounded, stones began to fly.
The hail of stones shattered across the street, hitting SWAT officers, slamming into
cars and smashing the windows of Graemer Center. The SWAT team responded by firing
rubber bullets into the crowd, but the protesters kept advancing.
Jack, who had been sitting inside the SWAT van, opened the door.
³*HWLQVLGH´KHVDLG
%ULGJHWVKRRNKHUKHDG³,¶PZRUNLQJKHUH´
/RRNLQJWKURXJKWKHFDPHUD¶VYLHZILQGHU she caught glimpses of the horse rider
through the wisps of smoke. She took pictures of him and the horse wearing gas masks,
then noticed that the smoke had gotten thicker. She lowered her camera. The section of
the street between the SWAT team and the protesters was shrouded in a cloud, which in
that moment belched another hail of stones down the SWAT team. Squinting, she noticed
something else was moving under the cover of the smoke, and a second later it
materialized into a horde of black figures jumping over the circle of police cars and
attacking the officers who must have not seen them coming.
Just as she feared, police started to shoot and she hoped they were still using rubber
bullets. However, the sheer number of the attackers, heavily padded, wearing helmets,
gas masks and wielding sticks, soon turned the fight into a melee. Bridget snapped
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pictures as more protesters were joining the fight. Others were starting to push away the
cars that had been blocking the side entrance. If these doors open, Rafael would escape.
)URPWKHSROLFHUDGLRFKDWWHUVKHKDGKHDUGWKDWDWHDPRIWKHFLW\¶VSROLFHULRWXQLW
the Strategic Control Group, had been dispatched from City Hall. But judging by how
quickly tKH6:$7¶VVWDQGZDVFROODSVLQJ the riot team might not arrive soon enough to
prevent Rafael from escaping and kidnapping Tyler and Elliott.
Jack had stepped out of the SWAT van and was looking at disbelief at the chaos in
IURQW³,W¶VOLNHDIUHDNLQJ=RPELHDWWDFN´KHVDLG
By now none of the SWAT team members appeared to be standing, and yet the
beating continued. The protesters were on them like a pack of animals tearing apart prey.
The sight rekindled memories she had been fighting hard to suppress. About ten
years ago in Washington, she and her friends were protesting against a free trade bill and
when the rally turned violent, police chased them down a street that was teeming with
agitated anti-riot officers. None of them escaped the beating that ensued, the mindless
violence by the hands of the state.
Ever since that experience, her feeling for the police oscillated between the two
extremes of fear and hatred, never seeming to settle for the middle. For many years she
fantasized about revenge, about hunting down those who had beaten her to pulp and
return them the favor. Now watching the SWAT team being pummeled into submission,
she tried to find pleasure in it. But all it did was made her feel their pain, their sense of
helplessness, their humiliation and seeing the police go through what she had experienced
rekindled in her the fury she had reserved for her tormentors.
³:H¶YHJRWWRKHOSWKHP´VKHVDLGPRUHWRKHUVHOIEXW-DFN¶VKHDGVSXQDURXQG
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³1RZHGRQ¶W´KHVDLG³:H¶UHQRWWKHSROLFHOHWWKHPILJKW´
³,W¶VQRWPXFKRIDILJKW-DFN$QGLI ZHGRQ¶WKHOSWKHP5DIDHOZLOOHVFDSHDQG
KHZLOOWDNH7\OHUZLWKKLP´
³6RZKDW":H¶UHUHSRUWHUVZHGRQ¶WPHGGOHZLWKWKHSHRSOHZHFRYHU,I5DIDHO
HVFDSHVWKHQWKDW¶VZKDWZHZULWHDERXW,I)%,WDNHVKLPGRZQWKHQWKDW¶VZKDWZH
ZULWHDERXW´
Jack had a point ± just not good enough, not with Elliott in danger, not with the
FLW\¶VIDWHDWVWDNH6KHZDVDOUHDG\FKHFNLQJRXWWKH6:$7YDQ,WZDVRQHRIWKRVHROG
boxy vans that courier services often use and which was big enough to protect the SWAT
team inside and block the side entrance.
³:HFDQXVHWKLVYDQKHUH´VKHVDLG³\RXGULYHDQG,OHWWKHRIILFHUVLQWKURXJKWKH
EDFNGRRUV´
³+H\KDYH\RXHYHQOLVWHQHGWRZKDW,MXVWVDLG"´-DFNVDLGJUDEELQJKHUE\KHU
DUP³,W¶VQRWRXUMREDQGLW¶VWRRGDQJHURXV´
³2ND\VRLW¶VQRWP\MRE´%ULGJHWVDLG³EXW,¶PJRLQJLQWRVDYH(OOLRWW´
This must have struck a nerve for Jack let go of her arm. She put her camera
LQVLGHKHUEDJWKHQFOLPEHGLQWRWKHYDQ,I-DFNZRXOGQ¶WFRPHDORQJVKHZRXOGKDYHWR
drive the van by herself. The driver had left the keys in the ignition and she started on the
engine.
She would have to maneuver the car out of its tight parking spot. Putting the gear
into reverse, she bumped into the car behind her and pushed it back, then did the same
with the car in front.
³+H\KH\´-DFNZDVEDQJLQJDWWKHGRRU
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She slid the window pane aside.
³:KDWGR\RXWKLQN\RX¶UHGRLQJ"´+HDVNHG³*HWRXWRIWKHUH´
Ahead she saw the protesters had already pushed the two police cars away from
the side entrance and were now working on removing the chain lock around the doors.
She was running out of time.
³2QO\LI\RXGULYH´VKHVDLG
-DFNMXPSHGXSDQGGRZQ6KHFRXOGWHOOKHZDVSOD\LQJZLWKWKHLGHD³&RPHRQ
-DFNZKDW¶VLWJRQQDEH"´
³$OOULJKWPRYHURYHU´
6KHRSHQHGWKHGRRU³<RXPXVWGULYHWKHYDQULJKWZKHUHWKHVLGHHQWUDQFH´
Bridget said as she gave up her seat.
³,JRWLWQRZPRYHRYHU´
She let him take over the wheel, then walked between the front seats into the back
of the van, passed the two benches toward the twin doors at the rear. She used her
bandana to cover her mouth and nose, and from the backpack retrieved her mini pepper
spray, which she slipped into her jacket pocket.
Jack pulled the van out of the parking spot but then turned it around to face the
opposite direction away from clash.
³-DFNLI\RX¶re -.´7KHYDQPDGHDQDEUXSWVWRSDQGVKHDOPRVWIHOO
³+ROGRQ´KHVKRXWHGEDFNDQGWKHYDQPRYHGDJDLQ
Looking through the glass pane on the rear doors, she watched him driving
backward at full speed. By the angle of his approach, he was going to ram the van
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through the circle of police cars at a sideway slant, then use the length of the vehicle to
block the entrance. Her job then was to get the SWAT team inside the van fast.
Seeing the protesters jumped out of their way, she braced for the impact and a
second later was almost lifted off her feet as the van crashed through. She looked out
again to see the van had stopped right next to the side entrance.
Bridget opened the rear doors, jumped out and was immediately stung by the waft
of tear gas. Around her, wounded SWAT officers and protesters lied on the ground, their
eyes looking at her in surprise. <HVWKLVLVQRWWKHUHLQIRUFHPHQWLW¶VMXVWPH.
6KHSXOOHGGRZQKHUEDQGDQD³(YHU\RQHLQVLGH´
Bridget grabbed the nearest officer by the shoulder and dragged him toward the van. The
others officers slowly rose, helping each other get on their feet and move towards the
YDQ$JHQW)U\OLHGQH[WWRDSROLFHFDUDQGWZRRIILFHUVFDUULHGKLPRYHU7KH\GLGQ¶W
have time. The protesters, having retreated to about thirty yards away, must by now have
UHDOL]HGWKDWWKHYDQGLGQ¶WEULQJLQUHLQIRUFHPHQW
The first stones started to fly in, and when some protesters made an attempt to
storm the team again, two SWAT officers drew their guns. Real bullets or not, the gesture
alone kept the horde away.
Bridget climbed inside the van and hauled the wounded officers in. She was
helping the officers put Fry down on the bench, then heard above her a smattering of
VWRQHVKLWWLQJWKHYDQ¶VURRI7KHUHPDLQLQJRIILFHUVFODPEered inside and away from the
protesters who went after them.
7KHYDQVHHPHGWRPRYHIRUZDUG³-DFN""´%ULGJHWVKRXWHG
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³7KH\¶UHSXVKLQJWKHYDQ´KHVKRXWHGEDFN³,JRWWKHEUDNHVRQ7KLVWKLQJ
ZRQ¶WPRYH´
But just as the van stopped moving forward, it began to rock from side to side
LQVWHDG6WXFNEHWZHHQWKHRIILFHUVVKHFRXOGQ¶WVHHRXWVLGH6KHWULHGWRPDNHKHUZD\
to the front, squeezing herself through the officers.
³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQ"´VKHDVNHGDVWKHVZLQJLQJJRWZLOGHU
³7KH\¶UHWU\LQJWRNLFNXVRYHUDQGDFFHVVWKHVLGHHQWUDQFH´DYRLFHUHSOLHGIURP
WKHEDFNWKHQDOORIWKHVXGGHQKHVKRXWHG³0RORWRY´
Bridget felt a whoosh of heat sweeping over her from the back. She turned around
to see flames licking through the cracks in the rear doors.
³:KHUH¶VWKHILUHH[WLQJXLVKHU"´VRPHRQHLQIURQWDVNHG
The heat and smoke sent the officers away from the doors, crowding them up
front and just then, the van tilted dangerously to the right, and for a moment seemed to
balance on only one set of wheels before finally crashing to its side.
The weight of SWAT officers came down crushing her. It sucked the air out of
KHUDQGWKHIXPHVIURPWKHEXUQLQJGRRUVEHJDQWRILOOWKHYDQ¶VLQWHULRU2IILFHUVZHUH
coughing and someone next WRKHURSHQHGDODWFKRQWKHYDQ¶VURRIWKDWQRZIDFHG
sideways. He pushed Bridget toward the opening.
³*HWRXWRIKHUHZKLOH\RXFDQ´KHVDLG6KHUHDFKHGIRUWKHRSHQLQJDQGZLWKKLV
help scrambled out through latch.
6KHKDGQ¶WHYHQPDGHLWKDOIZD\RXt, when she saw the foot coming. It kicked her
in the stomach. Hands pulled her up on her feet and before she could see who it was,
VRPHRQHSXQFKHGKHULQWKHIDFH³ELWFK´$VHFRQGSXQFKKLWKHUOHIWH\HDQGVKH
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staggered back against the van. She deflected the third punch with her forearm then
pushed her attacker away, providing a moment of reprieve as everyone else stepped back.
Behind her, the officers were helping each other escape through the latch. She
was about to help them, when she noticed the protesters around her. They were dozens of
them, wearing improvised body armor and wielding all sorts of blunt weapons.
The first man to charge at her swung a pipe. Before he could land a hit, she grabbed his
arm, pulled him toward her and kicked him in the groin. He sagged to the ground, and
kneeling, she twisted the pipe out of his hand then jumped to her feet with pipe swinging
to keep the horde at bay. Bridget knew the protesters were seizing her up, not sure who
she was but clearly perceiving her as the enemy.
Two figures dislodged from the crowd. A man wearing a ice hockey mask and
carrying a baseball bat, and behind him, a woman in a black hoodie wielding no weapons
but her fists.
The man swung his bat wide, exposing his front to her. She threw the pipe at him,
and as he flinched she dived in, grappled his knees and lifted him off his feet. He landed
face up and she quickly clambered on top off him. Holding his baseball bat down, she
pulled out her mini pepper spray and released a shot through the eye holes of his mask.
From nowhere a kick to her hand sent the pepper spray flying, and she rolled off the man,
jumped back to her feet just in time to deflect and evade a barrage of kicks from the
woman. Arms raised in a boxing defense, Bridget staggered backward against the van.
7KHZRPDQXQOHDVKHGDFRPELQDWLRQRISXQFKHVNLFNVDQGNQHHVWULNHV%ULGJHW¶VWKLFN
jacket diffused some of the battering but she began to feel the pain coming through. She
had to break out, and when the woman stepped back to make room for a powerful kick,
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Bridget lunged. She grabbed the woman by the collars and arm, and planting her feet
between her legs swept her off the ground and over her hip. The woman landed on her
back and as Bridget moved to finish her off with an arm lock, she got punched in her
face.
A blow to her back sent her stumbling forward straight into the surging tip of a
boot. That last kick right in her stomach sucked the air out of her, and as she fell to her
knees another punch to her face sent her collapsing sideways. Not again.
Curving into a ball, she knew what was coming. Pain. Her back, legs, the sides of
her stomach, shoulders, arms received the share of beating that her face had already
suffered from, and she prayed for it to stop. Strangely amid the pounding she could feel
the phone in her jeans pocket vibrating. Someone out there was thinking of her. She sunk
her thoughts into that sensation on her thigh, her only connection to friends and family.
Dinner must be ready by now and she was expected at home. How could she not come?

Make it stop, make it stop.
Then, powerful hands grabbed her by her shoulder, dragging her away from the
beating, then turning her around on her back. She opened her eyes and started into the
brutal visage of Bertrand. No, not hi m again. The giant let go of her, and she crept
backward, too weak to stand up.
Bertrand looked at her, then picked up his sledge hammer. Facing the van with
her back against the crowd, she noticed how quiet it was behind her. She looked back and
saw that the protesters had formed a half circle with SWAT officers hunkering in small
groups amongst them. They were all staring at the van and she turned around.
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Standing on top of the van was Rafael and his men. They carried baseball bats
that were wrapped around the tip in some kind of cloth. Xavier was holding Tyler. More
of his man were climbing on top. No one paid attention to her. It was eerily quiet. :KDW¶V

going on?
She heard shots from somewhere down the street and the protesters started to
become nervous. Peering through the cracks in the crowd, she saw in the distance the
DUULYDORIWKHEOXHXQLIRUPHGERG\DUPRUHGRIILFHUVRI1HZ<RUN¶V6WUDWHJLF&RQWURO
Group.
³+HUHWKH\FRPH´VKRXWHG$GULHQQH6KHIOLFNHGDOLJKWHUDQGKHOGLWEHORZWKH
tip of her bat. A single lick of the flame was enough to set ablaze the cloth around the tip.
She passed the lighter around.
Rafael and his men jumped off the van. Bertrand lit his sledgehammer on fire and
swung it left and right, creating a wide arc of fire and heat. Then he looked at Rafael who
nodded.
The giant raised his sledgehammer into the air and let out a mighty shout that
drew yells from the crowd. With every shout the crowd grew wilder and as the air was
filled with uproar, Bertrand swung his sledgehammer one more time and charged. Bridget
covered her head and turned away as Rafael and his men barreled passed her like a
unstoppable train of war, heading straight for the incoming wall of anti-riot police
officers.
#
Elliott and Katherine watched from the second floor the chaos unfolding below.
7KHODVWWLPHWKH\¶GFKHFNHGRQ5DIDHOWKH\VDZKLVWHDPDQGWKHSURWHVWHUVEHKLQGWKHP
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plowing through an army of about a hundred anti-ULRWSROLFHRIILFHUV5DIDHO¶VPHQ
pierced through the wall of police riot shields in a V-shape formation spearheaded by
Bertrand, his sheer size and the heft of his flaming sledgehammer pummeling down any
UHVLVWDQFH:LWKSURWHVWHUVDQGRIILFHUVHQPHVKHGLQDEUDZOSROLFHKDGQ¶WEHHQDEOHWR
use their crowd control weapons. But a floor down later, the table was starting to turn.
Standing by the window in an empty office room, Elliott heard the sound of the
big diesel engines then saw two armored-personnel carriers, practically eight-wheeled
tanks, rolling in. Below him, Katherine was crouching with the M-16 rifle slung around
her back and observed the arrival of the armored vehicles with a grim look on her face.
³5DIDHOLVWU\LQJWRPDNHDUXQIRUWKDWDOOH\RYHUWKHUH´(OOLRWWVDLGSRLQWLQJWR
the narrow opening between two buildings across the street. The arrival of the armored
vehicles with their mounted machine gun turrets now prevented them from crossing the
20-\DUGVWUHWFKWKDWVHSDUDWHGWKHPIURPWKHDOOH\³'R\RXWKLQNWKHSROLFHZLOOILUHDW
5DIDHOZLWKWKRVHPDFKLQHJXQV"´
³$VORQJDV5DIDHOGRHVQ¶WSXOORXWKLVKDQGJXQWKH\ZRQ¶WVKRRWDWKLPRURWKHU
SURWHVWHUV´.DWKHULQHVDLG³6WLOOLW¶VLPSRVVLEOHWRJHWSDVVWKHVHWDQNVDQGWKHULRW
SROLFH'R\RXVHH7\OHUDQ\ZKHUH"´
Elliott shook his head. In the chaos he FRXOGQ¶WVSRWWKHILQDQFLDOFRPSWUROOHU,I
police had somehow managed to rescue Tyler, Elliott would lose his opportunity to
interview him today. His best chance for an interview was to stick with Rafael and
perhaps get him to release Tyler. But seeing how Rafael might not make it out of here
that opportunity too was slipping away.
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³:KDWGRZHGRQRZ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG³,W¶VSRLQWOHVVQRZWRMRLQ5DIDHORQWKH
VWUHHWLIKH¶VDERXWWRJHWFDXJKW´
.DWKHULQHGLGQ¶WDQVZHU6KHZDVLQVSHFWLQJWKHFRQWHQWRIKHU lady office bag:
three magazines, a knife, and two flash grenades. She released the magazine from her MDVVDXOWULIOHORRNHGDWLWWKHQVKRYHGLWEDFNLQ³,KDYHDERXWVHYHQW\URXQGVOHIW´
she finally said.
³5RXQGVDVLQEXOOHWV"´
³<HVQRZ,QHHGWRILQGDVSLGHUKROH´
³:KDWDUH\RXWDONLQJDERXW"´
³/LVWHQJRDQGILQG7\OHUDQGJHWWKDWLQWHUYLHZ+HPXVWVWLOOEHRXWWKHUH,QHHG
WREX\5DIDHOWLPHRUHOVHKH¶VQRWJRLQJWRPDNHLWWRWKHH[WUDFWLRQSRLQW´
³+RZ"´
Katherine tapped the side of her rifle.
The implication of her intent crystalized in him straightaway. She wanted to lure
WKH6:$7WHDPDZD\IURP5DIDHOGUDZHYHU\RQH¶VDWWHQWLRQRQKHULQZKDWKHNQHZ
would be a suicide mission.
³%DGLGHD´KHVDLG³7KH\¶OOILQG\RX´
³'RQ¶WZRUU\DERXWPH:KHQ,¶PGRQH,¶OOVQHDNRXWDQGPHHW\RXDWWKH
H[WUDFWLRQSRLQW´
³<HVEXt -.´
³<RXNQRZWKHZD\RXWULJKW")ROORZ5DIDHO¶VH[LW-XVWPDNHVXUH\RXVWD\DZD\
IURPWKHSROLFH´
³.DWKHULQH´
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³-XVWJR´
She kept him at DUP¶VOHQJWK and he knew better than to insist. He turned around
and walked out of the room. There was no telling whether he would ever see her again,
but he must banish any thoughts of her and focus on finding Tyler.
Making sure no one was around, he went downstairs to the first floor and headed
for the side entrance where just half an hour ago Rafael had made his stand. The hallway
leading out to the side doors was now empty except for the blanket of bullet casings that
showed the fire power the SWAT had unleashed on RafaeO¶VPHQ+HKXUULHGGRZQWKH
KDOOZD\DQGSXVKHGDWWKHGRRUZKLFKGLGQ¶WRSHQZLGHEHFDXVHRIWKH6:$7YDQ
blocking it. He squeezed himself out the door, then climbed up the van and jumped onto
the street.
The faint sting of tear gas made him cover his nose and rub his eyes, but there was
no way of avoiding it. Elliott hunkered behind a parked sedan that no longer had
windows. He looked around to orient himself. A forty yard gap now separated the police
and the protesters who occupied the east side of the street behind him. Up front, facing
the protesters, was a phalanx of police officers and before them the two armored vehicles.
While protesters were shouting expletives in the direction of the police, the latter retained
a stoic silence in the face of provocation.
Glass splinters and rocks littered the street with damaged windows along stores on
both sides. The air smelled of burning rubber and black smoke rose high from the four
police cars that were still burning. Protest banners that said HOUSING FOR THE POOR
were left lying on the ground and then he noticed by the curb a lone body of a protester
covered an American flag. This is madness.
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There was no sign of Rafael and for a moment the thought occurred to him that he
might have managed to escape. But then he noticed that the alley Rafael was trying to
reach was located behind the armored vehicles and the line of police officers. That meant
Rafael and his men had either joined the crowd of protesters or were caught in the middle
and were hiding somewhere in one of the stores inside the forty yard buffer zone.
The blare of a horn sounded from far behind the line of police officers, carrying a
VLPLODUZDLOLQJVRXQGWKDWKDGEHIRUHPDUNHGWKHSURWHVWHUV¶VLJQDO+HVWRRGXSWRJHWD
better view of the police and noticed the commotion. The police formation was breaking
up as riot officers in the middle were fleeing from something and a moment later he saw
what it was. Bursting out from between the two armored vehicle was the horse in full
gallop and riding him was a man whose face was painted in the tribal markings of red and
black. He dashed toward the protesters and ducked under a new hail of stones flying over
him at the police.
It happened fast. As the stones were still in midair, he noticed movement through
the broken windows of a Starbucks café across the street. Rafael, his men and Tyler came
rushing out with riot shields covering them, taking advantage of the disarrayed police line
and the exposed alley. But midway through, one of the armored vehicles moved and
rolled backwards toward the alley in an attempt to block them.
7KDW¶VZKHQWKHILUVWVKRWUDQJORXGDQGGLVWLQFW Katherine. The sound of another
shot and another pierced through the air. The shots stirred a fine dust of coating on the
armored vHKLFOHSUREDEO\QRWHYHQFDXVLQJDGHQW%XWLWZDVHQRXJKWRFDWFKHYHU\RQH¶V
attention.
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5DIDHOZDVPDNLQJDUXQIRULWDQGWKLVWLPH.DWKHULQH¶VVZLWFKHGWRDXWRPDWLF
fire, spraying bullets that mostly hit the walls above the police officers.
The second armored vehicle sprang into action and rushed forward, meeting an
incoming blanket of stones and a smattering of Molotov bombs with contemptuous
indifference. It drove passed Elliott and stopped just a few yards before the protesters
who jumped back at this beast of war. The gun turret rotated and Katherine stopped firing
as the barrel of the big-caliber machine gun began to rise toward her. It unleashed a
EDUUDJHRIILUHWKDWVKUHGGHG*UDHPHU&HQWHU¶VZLQGRZIDoDGH*ODVVVKDUGVDQGFKXQNV
of concrete rained from a cloud of dust under the ferocity of gunfire that betrays an
appetite for murder.
Katherine. It seemed unlikely that she could have escaped such a force of
destruction unscathed. From across the street, a SWAT team was moving toward
Graemer Center. He should move and find Tyler but the thought of Katherine alone, and
possibly hurt paralyzed him. His priority was to stop the housing reforms program and
WKDWPHDQWVHFXULQJ7\OHU¶VLQWHUYLHZ.DWKHULQHZDVDWHUURULVWZKRNQHZWKHULVNRI
taking on the SWAT. It would be wrong to go back, and yet.
Then he saw Bridget. Half running, half hobbling, looking injured yet not
stopping, with rocks flying over her head, she was crossing the street through the smoke,
heading straight for the alley where Rafael must have gone in. Bridget going after Tyler,
QHYHUJLYLQJXS7KHUH¶VDVXGGHQXUJHWRIROORZKHUEXWVRPHWKLQJKHOGKLPEDFNDQG
when the machine gun stopped firing he knew what to do. He had to go back for
Katherine.
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He returned to the SWAT van, clambered up the vehicle and through the side
entrance was back in the building. The SWAT team must already be inside as well and he
paused to listen for their movement. Then he went up upstairs and returned to the room
where he had left her. The glass façade was gone and the walls were riddled with bullet
holes. On the carpet were two empty magazines and blood splatters. He banished the
thought of her being injured.
He moved to the next room and the one next to it, then considered calling out her
name. 7KDW¶VZKHQKHKHDUGWKHVRXQGRIPHWDOGUDJJHGDORQJWKHIORRULQWKHFRUULGRU
He followed the sound and found her walking toward the stairway using the rifle as
support. She had an improvised bandaged wrapped tightly around her left leg.
³.DWKHULQH´
She turned around.
³(OOLRWW,WROG\RXWRJHW7\OHU´
³:H¶OOJRafter him together, Bridget is -.´
$ORXGEDQJIURPVRPHZKHUHEHKLQGKLPUHPLQGHGKLPWKDWWKH\ZHUHQ¶WDORQH
³:HKDYHWRJR´(OOLRWWVDLG
³1RNLGGLQJ´.DWKHULQHVDLG³+HOSPHZDONWKHQ´
+HUOHIWOHJZDVFRPSOHWHO\XVHOHVV³1RWWKHEXOOHWVEXWLW¶VDOOWKDWIO\LQJJODVV
WKDWJRWPH´VKHVDLG
Elliott wrapped his arm around her shoulder to support her while she held on to
her rifle. They took a few steps and once they managed to move in lockstep, they picked
up the pace and went down the stairways.
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³:HZRQ¶WPDNHLWWR5DIDHORQWLPH´.DWKHULQHVDLGWKURXJKKHUWHHWK6KHZDV
LQSDLQ³<RXVKRXOGKDYHOHIWPH´
³,ZLOOFDUU\\RXLI,KDYHWR´(OOLRWWVDLG
³,FDQ¶WXVH5DIDHO¶VH[LWFDQ¶WFOLPEWKHYDQ´VKHVDLG³7KHUH¶VDQRWKHUZD\RXW
WKRXJK´
$ERYHWKHPWKH\FRXOGKHDUWKH6:$7WHDPJRLQJWKURXJKWKHURRPV,W¶VMXVWD
matter of minutes before they would make their way downstairs and find them. They
were heading to another side entrance on the other side of the building. Elliott shoved
open the door out to the corridor on the first floor and Katherine nodded at the door at the
HQGRIWKDWFRUULGRU³7KDWGRRUVKRXOGOHDGXVRXW´VKHVDLG
7KH\KDYHQ¶WPDGHLWKDOIZD\WKURXJKZKHQVKRWVUDQJRXWIURPDURRPMXVW
ahead of them. Katherine held Elliott back and raised her rifle. Heavy footsteps, then
stepping out of the room was a man with a face painted in the red and black markings of
a tribal warrior. It was the horse rider. Katherine shoved Elliott away.
³,¶OOGHDOZLWKKLP´VKHVDLG
#
Running hurt, breathing hurt, thinking hurt. The pain had grown inside her like a
new organ that was pulsating with every step she took. Bridget had locked her will into
finding Tyler and switched everything else off as she scampered across the street, and
into the alley where she had seen Rafael and his men disappear.
Behind her the battle raged on with stones and Molotov bombs flying and police
officers marching forward to drive back the protesters. Up ahead where the alley met the
VWUHHWVKHVDZ5DIDHO¶Vmen walking around the corner and out of sight.
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Bridget walked faster until she heard the rumbling of a truck engine up in front.
Ignoring her pain, she began to run and when she turned around the corner, she saw
Rafael climbing onto the trailer of a semi-truck about ten yards down the street. His men
were already inside and were ditching their baseball bats for assault rifles.
There was no sign of Elliott and Tyler. The truck began to roll, and when Rafael
turned to close the rear doors he spotted her.
³5DIDHO´%ULGJHWVKRXWHGZDONLQJWRZDUGWKHWUXFN7KLVZDVKHURQO\FKDQFHWR
FRQYLQFHKLPWROHWJRRI(OOLRWWDQG7\OHU³5DIDHOVWRS´
The truck was gaining speed and she had to run to maintain her distance but
Rafael simply stood there and watched her running.
³:KHUH¶V(OOLRWW"´VKHVKRXWHGDVWKHWUXFNLQFUHDVHGLWVGLVWDQFH
6WLOO5DIDHOGLGQ¶WUHVSRQG:K\LVQ¶WKHVD\LQJDQ\WKLQJ" She saw her chance
VOLSSLQJZLWKHYHU\\DUGWKHWUXFNSXOOHGDZD\IURPKHU,IVKHFRXOGQ¶WPDNHKLP
stop the truckVKHZRXOGKDYHWRFRQYLQFHKLPDERXW(OOLRWW¶VVWRU\ZKLOH
running.
³:H¶OOUXQWKHVWRU\5DIDHOOLVWHQWRPHZH¶OOUXQWKHVWRU\´
She was out of breath, it hurt to run and he kept watching her, not saying a word.
Yet she picked up her pace, pushing aside the pain in her legs, around her ribs, in her
arms and on her bloody face so she could close the distance and tell him to let Tyler go.
But all she could do was maintain eye contact with him and it was then that she noticed
the expression on his face turning from curiosity to indifference.
³5DIDHO´VKHWULHGDJDLQDQGZKHQWKHWUXFNDFFHOHUDWHGVKHVDZWKHH\HVWKDW
were staring back at her were the eyes of a stranger.
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³5DIDHOSOHDVH´VKHVDLGRQHPRUHWLPHDVVKHZDWFKHG5DIDHOFORVLQJWKHGRRUV
and the truck driving off.
She slowed to a stop and sat down on the curb, breathing hard. She looked at her
hand, at the dried blood around her fingers. Her face must look like a mess and all this for
nothing. The hot flare of anger filled her but she was too tired to vent it. Taking a deep
breath as though to quench the anger inside, she then stood up and walked back to the
alley.
6KHKDGORVW(OOLRWWDQG7\OHUDQGWKDW¶VDOOVKHFRXOGWKLQNRIQRZ+HUWKURDWZDV
parched and when she licked her lips, she tasted blood. She needed a drink so badly.
Back in the street she noticed that police had dispersed the protesters all the way
to the far end of the street. Small groups of protesters however were still loitering about
by Graemer Center. She walked toward the building and spotted her camera bag on the
roof of a police cruiser that must have just arrived. Walking toward the cruiser, she heard
someone calling her name. She turned to see Jack emerging from a group of police
officers who were chatting by the corner.
³2KVKLW%ULGJHW´-DFNVDLG³:HKDYHWRWDNH\RXWRWKHKRVSLWDO´
³,¶PZRUNLQJKHUH´VKHVDLGSLFNLQJXSKHUFDPHUDEDJZKLFKVRPHRQH
probably Jack, had put on the police cruiser.
³1R\RX¶UHQRW´-DFNVDLG³,¶YHDOUHDG\ORVW(OOLRWW$Qad will kill me for not
ZDWFKLQJRYHU\RX´
³:K\GR\RXFDUH"<RXGRQ¶WZRUNIRU0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGDQ\PRUH´
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The clatter of hooves caught her attention and she turned toward the sound. Just
then, a horse came dashing around the corner with Katherine riding it hard down the
street, and sitting behind her holding tightly onto her waist, was Elliott.
#
The sun lingered somewhere behind shreds of clouds hanging low in the horizon,
leaving the sky permeated in the grayish hue of the pre-dusk hour. Elliott was holding on
to Katherine as they rode through the desolated streets of Downtown. Everywhere he
looked he saw burnt car wrecks, smashed store fronts, and items on the ground people
had dropped or left behind, from bikes, clothing, to bags, riot shields, phones. Smoke and
the ever present whiff of tear gas lingered like traces of destruction in the air. But no soul
was around.
Katherine rode the horse slowly as she observed the damage around them.
³7KH\PXVWKDYHIRXJKWKDUGWREUHDNWKURXJKWKHSROLFHOLQHV´VKHVDLG
³*DLQLQJDFFHVVWRWKLVVWUHHWPXVWKDYHEHHQYLWDO1RZLW¶VQRPDQ¶VODQG´
³:KHUH¶VHYHU\RQH"´(OOLRWWVDLG
³,KRSHWKH\¶YHPDGHLWWR&LW\+DOOE\QRZ7KDWSODFHZDVRIIOLPLWIRU
protesters. We may have to cut through parts of the city tKDW¶VFUDZOLQJZLWKSROLFHLIZH
ZDQWWRPDNHLWWRWKHH[WUDFWLRQSRLQW´
(OOLRWWVLJKHG+HGLGQ¶WKDYHWKHVOLJKWHVWLQWHUHVWWRUXQLQWRWKHSROLFHDJDLQ
They had been lucky to come across the red-IDFHGKRUVHPDQ,WGLGQ¶WWRRNORQJIRU
Katherine to explain to him who she was. The horseman had already suspected that the
shooWHUZDV)UDQNDQGZKHQWKH6:$7WHDPPRYHGLQKH¶GVLPSO\IROORZHGWKHP7KH
PDQSDWFKHGXS.DWKHULQH¶VOHJZLWKEDQGDJHVDQGWROGWKHPWKHH[DFWORFDWLRQRIWKH
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extraction point on West Broadway before lending them his horse. Rafael would know
WKDWVKH¶s on her way.
Katherine spurred the horse into a small gallop. They were about midway through
the street when from their right a police cruiser sped across the intersection in front of
them and disappeared to their left. Katherine stopped and a moment of silence passed.
The police cruiser came reversing back into view, stopping only after it slammed into a
ODPSSRVWRQWKHRWKHUVLGHRIWKHVWUHHW7KHFDU¶VZKHHOVWXUQHGWRIDFHWKHLUGLUHFWLRQ
³.DWKHULQH´
³,NQRZ´
She turned the horse around and prompted it into a gallop.
³+ROGRQ´.DWKHULQHVDLGDVWKH\GDVKHGGRZQWKHVWUHHW
Elliott looked back and saw the car gaining on them fast. At this speed, they
would soon be overtaken. Katherine made a sharp turn right and behind him the cruiser
lost control and smashed against a bunch of parking cars before pursuing them through
the narrow street. At the end of the street, he noticed a crowd of police officers.
³&RSVFRSV(OOLRWWVKRXWHG
³7RRODWH´.DWKHULQHVDLG
They dashed out of the street, surprising the officers who watched them barreling
through with a police cruiser on their tail. Great way to announce themselves.
As they entered Beaver Street, he heard the sirens behind him. He looked back
and this time counted four police cruiser chasing them. They were somewhere south of
West Broadway and taking the direct route to the extraction point would mean passing
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through open streets where the horse was no match for the cars. They had to get off these
streets even if it meant taking a detour.
Up ahead Elliott noticed repair works with barriers narrowing access to the street.
+HWXJJHGDW.DWKHULQH¶VDUP
³$WWKHVXEZD\VWDWLRQWXUQULJKW´KHVKRXWHG
³:KDW":K\"´
³7XUQULJKWMXVWWXUQULJKW´
She did and they stumbled into an alley undergoing repair works. With
scaffolding over their heads and planks below, she charged the horse through the tunnel
that was hardly wide enough for three people to walk abreast. They came out on the other
end that opened up to a wider street. They had to move and disappear fast before the
police cars made their way around the block.
³:KHUHQRZ"´.DWKHULQHDVNHG
³:HQHHGWRDYRLGZLGHDQGHPSW\VWUHHWV´(OOLRWWVDLGDQGSRLQWHGWRDQRWKHU
alley up ahead.
.DWKHULQHKHHOHGKHUKRUVH¶VIODQNVDQGWKH\JDOORSHGLQWRWKe alley. She slowed to a trot
DVVLUHQVDSSURDFKHGIURPDKHDG7ZRDPEXODQFHVSDVVHGE\.DWKHULQHGLGQ¶WPRYHDQG
instead stopped.
³:KDW¶VZURQJ"´(OOLRWWDVNHG
³,¶Plosing EORRG´VKHVDLG7KHOHIWVLGHRIKHUSDQWKDGWDNHQRQDGDUNFRORU
and he could see the blood dripping down on her feet. All that hard horse riding must
have loosened the bandages. They have to stanch the bleeding.
³3XWSUHVVXUHRQ\RXUZRXQGIRFXVRQWKDW,¶OOKDQGOHWKHUHLQV´
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³,WKRXJKW\RXFDQ¶WULGH"´.DWKHULQHDVNHG
³A high-school friend gave me basic lessons for freeWKDW¶VDERXWLW´
.DWKHULQHOHWJRRIWKHUHLQVDQGSXWWKHPLQ(OOLRWW¶VKDQGSODFLQJKLVILQJHUVLQ
the correct position.
³$OOULJKW,¶PJRRG´KHVDLG
They came out of the alley with Elliott turning the horse to the left, realizing
belatedly the four police cruisers coming at them. Katherine spurred the horse to run
faster.
³.HHSKHUVWHDG\´VKHVDLG
Tires shrieked as Elliott steered the horse straight through the cars and when he
looked back they were still breaking.
On Beaver Street he saw the first protest banners, which should take them to City
Hall Park. He pulled the horse across a small park, passed the bronze sculpture of the
:DOO6WUHHW%XOODQGLQWR%URDGZD\,W¶VDVWUDLJKWUXQRIZLGHRSen street all the way to
City Hall. However the closer they got to City Hall Park, the more protesters Elliot
expected to meet and the more crowded the street would become.
The sirens behind them grew louder as the police cruisers were back on their tail
and gaining on them fast. They would not be able to outrun the police, but the sight of a
man and woman charging on a horse through Broadway began to attract the attention of
groups of protesters who were walking toward City Hall. Soon enough the protesters
realized that the two were being chased by a pack of police cruisers. Crowds on both
sides of the street were cheering them on, yelling and whooping as they dashed passed
them. Behind them, the police cruisers were hackled and booed.
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Elliott was right, the crowd grew in size along with their show of support, with
protesters spilling onto the street as he steered the horse straight through their middle.
Looking back, he saw the police cruisers slowing down and protesters throwing stones at
the cars.
Far ahead he could no longer see the street but a wall of people filling up the
entire width. That must be the heart of the protest and by now Katherine had to slow the
KRUVHDVWKHUHZHUHWRRPDQ\SHRSOHRQWKHVWUHHW(OOLRWWFRXOGQ¶WKHDUWKHVLUHQV
anymore and looking back he saw only one police cruiser chasing them. The same one
that had been on their heels from the beginning. It continued to push forward, wading
through the crowd that had become so thick that people were banging on its hood,
shouting at the driver, and spraying paint on its side.
At last the horse slowed to a trot and protesters had to make way for it to move
forward. Elliott and Katherine found themselves surrounded by people with some patting
the horse as they rode passed them. Protected by the masses, Elliott could no longer see
the police car.
He heard faint music playing somewhere in front and saw the tips of banners and
flags waving in the distance. Then, all of the sudden the crowd opened up and before
them laid City Hall Park.
Tens of thousands of people occupied the park, filling every inch of space. He
could hardly see the street nor the trees. Protest banners and American flags waved
proudly against the backdrop of the City Hall building. People chanted, yelled, sang and
danced.
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Elliott kept the horse trotting up Broadway and watched around him the festivity
ZKLFKVWRRGLQFRQWUDVWWRWKHDSRFDO\SWLFVWDWHRIWKHUHVWRI'RZQWRZQ,W¶VDVLIDOORI
New York had gathered here.
He turned to a man who was filming his surrounding while walking next to the
horse.
³:KDW¶VJRLQJRQ"´(OOLRWWDVNHGKLP
³<RXGRQ¶WNQRZ"´7KHPDQORRNHGVXUSULVHG³7KHFRXQFLOFDQFHOHGYRWLQJ
WRGD\7KHFRXQFLORUVFRXOGQ¶WJHWLQKHUHVRWKHUHZDVQRTXRUXP:HPDQDJHGWRVWRS
WKHPIURPYRWLQJ´
³:KDWDERXWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV"´DVNHG.DWKHULQH
³,KHDUG0D\RU$OEHUWDZLOOORRNLQWRWKHDJUHHPHQW%XWZKDWHYHUZH¶OOVWD\
KHUHDQGRFFXS\&LW\+DOOXQWLOWKH\FDQFHOWKHUHIRUPV´WKHPDQVDLGDQGILQLVKHGRII
ZLWKD³RIWKHSHRSOHE\WKHSHRSOHIRUWKH SHRSOH´\HOO
Elliott thanked him and they rode on. There were too many people in the way for
him to ride faster and he had difficulty navigating the horse around. Katherine took the
reins again and he placed his hand on her wounded thigh, making sure the EDQGDJHGLGQ¶W
come loose.
³5DIDHO¶VSODQZRUNHG´VKHVDLGOHDQLQJDJDLQVWKLVFKHVW
³:LOOKHVWLOOEHQHHGLQJ7\OHUWKHQ"´
³<HV8QOHVV\RXFDQFRQYLQFHKLPRWKHUZLVH´
&RQVLGHULQJWKHWURXEOH5DIDHOKDGJRQHWKURXJKWRNLGQDS7\OHU(OOLRWW¶V
argument about giving the media another chance to stop the housing reforms deal might
land on deaf ears.
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³.DWKHULQHGR\RXEHOLHYHPHLI,VD\,FDQSXOOWKLVVWRU\RII"´
She looked over her shoulder at him.
³:KDWDUH\RXWU\LQJWRVD\"´
³/HW7\OHUJRDQG let me interview him. Madison Vanguard will run the story and
0D\RU$OEHUWDZLOOKDYHQRFKRLFHEXWWRGURSWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDJUHHPHQW´
³,EHOLHYH\RXEXWLW¶V5DIDHO\RXKDYHWRDVN´
Should he meet Rafael, he will have only one shot at convincing him to interview
Tyler and expose the political dealings behind the housing reforms that was threatening
WKHKRPHVRIWKRXVDQGVRI1HZ<RUNIDPLOLHV5DIDHO¶VPHWKRGVKDGVRIDUEHHQ
VXFFHVVIXOLQVWRSSLQJWRGD\¶VYRWLQJDQGQRZKHKDGWRWHOOKLPWRJLYH the media
another chance.
³,QHHGyou WRWDONWRKLP´(OOLRWWVDLG³<RX¶UH)UDQN5DIDHONQRZV\RX´
³5DIDHOGRHVQ¶WNQRZPHSHUVRQDOO\:H¶YHQHYHUPHWDVSDUWQHUV´
³%XW\RXFDSWXUHG7\OHUIRUKLP\RXSUDFWLFDOO\WRRNDEXOOHWWRVDYHKLPDQGKLV
PHQ+H¶OOWUXVW\RX´
.DWKHULQHGLGQ¶WLPPHGLDWHO\DQVZHU+HIHOWKHUWDNLQJDGHHSEUHDWK³$OOULJKW
,¶OOGRLW´
³7KDQN\RX´
They had reached the end of City Hall Park and the crowd was thinning out again. Elliott
took the reins again and led the horse to the left into Duane Street. The intersection at
West Broadway up ahead was their extraction point. Katherine spurred the horse into a
gallop.

BO(!
!

!

They were coming out at the intersection when from the corner of his left eye,
Elliott saw a police cruiser charging straight at them. He braced for the impact, turning
the horse away then heard the brakes screaming and the sound of metal crashing onto
concrete.
#
Bridget swayed on the edge of consciousness, holding on to bits of sensory input
to stay awake. Blood was running down her temples, over her closed eyes, her nose, and
dripping down from her cheek. Squinting, she was only able to get a blurred image of her
surrounding, but even as her vision sharpened she failed to recognize what had happened.
Everything around her, the glass splinters, shreds of metal, plastic parts, and the weird
ZKLWHIDEULFDURXQGKHUIDFHKDGIUDFWXUHGLQWRSX]]OHSLHFHVWKDWGLGQ¶WILWWRJHWKHU
Gravity pulled her weight to the side with the seatbelt pressing against her shoulder and
her hip. Her arms were out of sight. A sharp pain shot up along her ribs and she let out a
moan that grew into a jumble of screaming, cursing, crying. But filtering through the
VRXQGRIKHURZQVFUHDPVZDVWKHFODWWHURIKRRYHVDQG(OOLRWW¶VYRLFHcalling her name.
#
,WZDVKHUVFUHDPLQJWKDWFDXJKW(OOLRWW¶VDWWHQWLRQ/RRNLQJEDFNWRZKHUHWKH
police cruiser had veered passed him, he saw the car tipped on its side at the intersection,
its wheels spinning and undercarriage exposed like a belly. He dismounted and ran over
DQGWKURXJKWKHFUDFNHGZLQGVKLHOGVDZ%ULGJHWWUDSSHGLQWKHGULYHU¶VVHDWKHUIDFH
touching the window that was resting against the street
³+ROGRQ%ULGJHW,¶OOJHW\RXRXW´KHVDLG+HGLGQ¶WHYHQZDQWWRWKLQNDERXW
what shH¶VGRLQJLQDSROLFHFDU
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He climbed onto the top of the passenger-side front door and pulled at the handle.
The door opened and he peered inside. Bridget sat partly facing him with only her
seatbelt keeping her glued to her seat. Hair and blood covered her face and looking back
at him with apparent difficulty was one swollen eye.
³2KVKLW%ULGJHW´
Her arms were flung about but everything else seemed to be in place, no open
ZRXQGVQREURNHQOLPEV+HKHDUG.DWKHULQHWURWWLQJRYHU³&DQVKHPRYH"´VKH asked.
³%ULGJHWWDONWRPH´KHVDLG³&DQ\RXPRYH"´
She looked at herself, tracing the contour of her body, then shook her head.
³6KHFDQ¶W´(OOLRWWWROG.DWKHULQH³,¶PJRLQJLQ´
He climbed inside by holding onto the dashboard and the seats, then eased himself
WRZDUGWKHFDU¶VFHQWHUFRQVRO2QDQRUPDOGD\KHZRXOGKDYHFDOOHGEXWQRZKH
had to find a way to get her to a hospital by himself. He bent forward, careful not to touch
her, and reached over to locate her seatbelt releaser. He was trying to push away the
GHIODWHGDLUEDJZKHQDPLGKHUZKLPSHULQJVKHVSRNHDIHZZRUGVKHFRXOGQ¶W
understand.
(OOLRWWSDXVHGDQGOHDQHGRYHU³:KDWLVLW"´
³Hey, hRZGR\RXOLNHP\QHZORRN"´
'DPQLW%ULGJHW\RX¶UHVXFKDWURRSHU.
³,KDWHLW:KDWGR\RXFDOOLW"´KHDVNHGWU\LQJWRJHWKHUWKLQNLQJRIDQ\WKLQJ
else but the pain.
³0\KDQJRYHUORRN´
³*RRG/RUG\RXUKDQJRYHUVPXVWEHHSLF´
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6KHPDQDJHGDVRIWJLJJOHEXWVWRSSHGLPPHGLDWHO\³,WKXUWV´
³,NQRZ%ULGJHW,NQRZ´KHVDLG)URPWKHFRUQer of his eye he saw Katherine
hobbling toward the windshield.
³/RRNWKHUH¶V.DWKHULQH´%ULGJHWVDLG³,WKRXJKW\RXZHUHKHUKRVWDJH´
³1RZHZHUHWU\LQJWRJHWWR5DIDHODQG7\OHU7KLVLQWHUVHFWLRQKHUHLVVXSSRVHG
to be the extraction point for RafaHO%XWWKH\¶UHQRWDURXQG´7XUQLQJWR.DWKHULQHKH
VKRXWHG³:KHUH¶V5DIDHO"´
Katherine leaned with her arms against the windshield, looking down on him and
Bridget.
³+H¶VJRQH´VKHVDLGVKDNLQJKHUKHDG³:HPXVWKDYHPLVVHGKLP´
%ULGJHWVLJKHG³7\OHU´
³'RQ¶WZRUU\´(OOLRWWVDLGDVKHIXPEOHGZLWKWKHEXFNOH³+HPD\MXVWEHODWH´
He had found the seatbelt releaser but looking at the door on the passenger side
above, he should have first figure out how to get Bridget all the way up and out of the car
before releasing her from the seat. Katherine tapped on the windshield. She must have
noticed Elliott looking at the door.
³<RXZRQ¶WEHDEOHWRGUDJKHUXSDQGRXWWKHGRRU´VKHVDLG
³<RXKDYHDSODQ"´KHVKRXWHGEDFN
³.HHSKHUDZD\IURPWKHZLQGVKLHOG´
³:KDW"´
Katherine took a step back and he realized what she was about to do. He covered
Bridget with his shoulder as best as he could while Katherine picked up her M-16 then
fired four rounds along the side of the windshield in front of the passenger seat. The glass
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was still intact but the line of bullet holes had weakened its structure and he should be
able to kick the entire windshield out of the way.
He let go of Bridget and, leaning his shoulder against the side of her seat, used his
right leg to kick. The cracks running out from the bullet holes spread wider but the
ZLQGVKLHOGGLGQ¶WEXGJH.DWKHULQHVWHSSHGIRUZDUGDQGEDQJHGKHUULIOHDJDLQVWWKH
glass.
³(OOLRWW´KHKHDUG%ULGJHWVD\LQJ. She tugged at his arm, her gaze set on
something outside on the street. Elliott looked out and saw ahead a group of SWAT
officers approaching on foot with weapons raised.
³6KLW.DWKHULQH´
Katherine stopped banging against the glass and looked at him. Before Elliott could warn
her, she turned around.
They opened fire and the shots hit Katherine with such a force that she smashed
backward against the windshield before sliding along the glass down to the ground.
³1RQRQR´(OOLRWWZDVVFUDPEOLQJWRJHWRXWRIWKHFDU%ULGJHWKHOGKLPEDFN
³'RQ¶W´ Her voice was barely audible but firm.
Katherine laid on her stomach facing the car. Her eyes met his, and her mouth
ZHUHIRUPLQJZRUGVKHFRXOGQ¶WKHDU+HWULHGWREUHDNIUHHIURP%ULGJHWEXWVKHKHOGRQ
³,FDQ¶W´(OOLRWWVDLG
³7KH\¶OOVKRRW\RX´%ULGJHWVDLG
)RXU6:$7RIILFHUVZDONHGXSZLWKWKHLUULIOHVWUDLQHGDW.DWKHULQH¶VERG\EXW
when they noticed him and Bridget inside the car, they pointed their weapons at them.
Elliott slumped back against her seat and felt BridgeW¶VDUPDURXQGKLVKHDG
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stroking his hair.
³,¶PVRUU\(OOLRWW,¶PVRVRUU\´
#
Elliott stared at the two ambulances up on the street with their blue and yellow
sirens swirling in silence against the fading daylight. Bridget was in one, Katherine in the
other, the horse was gone, and he was sitting in the backseat of a police cruiser. Agent
Powell had said he would be right back. But after five minutes he began to wonder why
WKHDPEXODQFHVKDGQ¶WOHIWIRUWKHKRVSLWDO\HW
From the other side, he heard the passenger door opening and saw Agent Powell
poking his head in.
³6RUU\WRNHHS\RXZDLWLQJ´3RZHOOVDLG³:H¶UHWU\LQJWRILJXUHRXWDVDIHURXWH
WRWKHQHDUHVWKRVSLWDOWKDWLVQ¶WRYHUIORZLQJZLWKSDWLHQWV´
³6DIH":KRZRXOGZDQWWRDWWDFNDQDPEXODQFH"´(OOLRWWDVNHG³,¶PVXUH
SURWHVWHUVZLOOOHWWKHPSDVV´
³<HVEXWSURWHVWHUVPLJKWDWWDFNWKHSROLFHFDUVWKDWZLOOHVFRUWWKHP$6:$7
team will come along in case those terrorists try to rescue Katherine on the way to the
KRVSLWDO6KH¶VVRUWRI like a high-YDOXDEOHWDUJHWVRZH¶UHQRWWDNLQJDQ\FKDQFHV´
Outside Elliott saw about a dozen SWAT members with assault rifles forming a
defensive ring around the two ambulances.
³+RZDUHWKH\"´
3RZHOOJDYHDSX]]OHGORRN³:KR"´
³%ULGJHWDQG.DWKHULQH+RZDUHWKH\KROGLQJXS"´
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³,KDYHQ¶WFKHFNHGZLWK%ULGJHWDJDLQEXWGRQ¶WZRUU\DERXWKHUVKHVHHPVRND\
$VIRU.DWKHULQH,ZDVWROGWKDWVKHZLOOVXUYLYH´
Powell withdrew his head from the car as a police officer across the street called
out his name and gestured for him to come over.
³,JRWWRJR,¶OOEHEDFN´WKHDJHQWVDLGDQGFORVHGWKHSDVVHQJHUGRRU
Powell was right. If Rafael knew that Katherine was Frank, he might attempt to
rescue her from the police. Unless, Elliott realized not without a tint of disappointment,
.DWKHULQHGLGQ¶WNQRZHQRXJKDERXW5DIDHODQGKLVJURXSWRULVNPRXQWLQJDUHVFXH
PLVVLRQ$IWHUDOO5DIDHOKDGDOUHDG\ZRQ$VKH¶GWROGKLPKHPLVVLRQZDVWRVWRSWKH
housing reforms programs with its unjust incentive GHDODQGWRGD\¶VSURWHVWVVXFFHHGHGLQ
doing just that. He kidnapped Tyler and in all likelihood would use his disappearance as a
warning to scare any official from signing a housing reforms deal until the city either
negotiates a better deal for New Yorkers or drops the reforms altogether. So why risk
going after Katherine? Or was he wrong?
He was pondering about the odds of Rafael trying to rescue Katherine, when his
ear registered a disturbance in the air. It grew into the sound of rolling thunder in the
back. Elliott turned around in his seat to look through the rear windshield.
About thirty yards away, a dark Bell Huey helicopter flew around the corner of
the building and hovered above the intersection, almost touching the garble of lamp
posts, street signs and cables. For a few seconds it hovered there, then with its nose
pointing slightly downward, it flew in their direction. Like a metallic thunder, it swept
over him and the police on the ground with a loud rumbling that shook the windows in
the cruiser. Small cylinder like objects fell onto the street and almost instantly exploded,
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sending a blast of pellets in all directions that knocked off police officers. Agent Powell
struggled to get up on his feet, his face distorted with pain. A blanket of smoke rose from
the ground and engulfed his cruiser until he could no longer see Powell lying across the
street.
Silhouettes of hooded men emerged through the smoke. He pressed his face
against the window and even though he could barely make them out he knew who they
were. Rafael and his men must have been hiding near the intersection all this time,
waiting for their ride. Walking with weapons raised, they passed by him in silence like
ghosts shrouded in fog. And seeing them disappearing in the smoke toward the sound of
the helicopter, a thought occurred to him: Tyler.
Elliott stepped out of the car. The ground was littered with pellets, which he could
only guess were blasted out of non-lethal grenades that the helicopter must have dropped
along with the smoke grenades. Here and there he heard the moaning of the wounded
officers with glimpses of them lying and sitting on the street. Gunshots pierced the
silence, three controlled bursts of fire from somewhere in the front.
Elliott edged forward, following the sound of the helicopter in front. He passed
%ULGJHW¶VDPEXODQFHDQGWRKLVUHOLHIVDZWKHUHDUGRRUVZHUHVKXW)XUWKHUDKHDGKH
FDPHE\.DWKHULQH¶VDPEXODQFH,WVGRRUVZHUHRSHQDQGZKHQKHDSSURDFKHGLWKH
found that it was empty. They must have taken Katherine then.
1RWIDUDKHDGKHFRXOGVHHWKHEOLQNLQJOLJKWRIWKHKHOLFRSWHU¶VWDLOJDWHVLJQDOLQJ
its location through the smoke. Elliott picked up his pace but as he got closer, the
KHOLFRSWHU¶VVZLUOLQJEODGHVSXshed the smoke into his eyes, forcing him to raise his arm
for cover while he pressed on.
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+HFDOOHGRXW5DIDHO¶VQDPHEXWWKHVRXQGRIWKHKHOLFRSWHU¶VZKLUOLQJEODGHV
drowned out his voice.
+HKDGQ¶WZDONHGWHQ\DUGVZKHQKHQRWLFHGWKDWWKHVRXQG¶VORFDtion had slightly
VKLIWHGDQGZKHQKHSHHNHGRYHUKLVDUPKHVDZWKHWDLOJDWH¶VOLJKWVZHUHEOLQNLQJDW
him from above already. A wave of panic hit him. He was this close to getting Tyler.
Elliott staggered forward and bumped into the empty ambulance stretcher where
Katherine must have laid. He pushed it aside then noticed that the smoke was beginning
to clear. Through the smoke, familiar shapes reappeared, the width of the street, the
outline of cars and buildings, the vertical silhouettes of lampposts. But no Rafael.
Standing at the intersection, he watched the helicopter vanishing, taking with it
his last hope to interview Tyler. Elliott turned around to head back but then heard behind
him someone coughing. The smoke cleared out well enough for him to make out the
silhouette of a man kneeling on the ground. He walked up to him and saw that it was
Tyler. Rafael had left him behind.

EPILOGUE
For three days the protesters had gathered at City Hall Park, refusing to leave the
site of their resistance despite renewed attempts by police throughout Sunday afternoon
to disperse them. By evening all that had been cleared was a section of Broadway,
enough for traffic to pass through and restore some normalcy into Downtown. Mayor
Alberta then instructed police to retreat to a defensive position, and with the passing of
the second day, the rioting subsided to sporadic clashes at the fringes of the rally.
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As Monday morning rolled in, the thousands of protesters at City Hall Park awoke
to the smell of fresh, cold air and the tingling sensation of facing a new start and an
uncertain future. For the first time police allowed groups of volunteers to enter the park
and set up field kitchens, medical stations and portable restrooms. The morning brought
in the full account of the damage that two days of rioting had done. Seven protesters
dead, more than a hundred injured, and property damages estimated in the millions of
GROODUV7KDWPRUQLQJWRRSURWHVWHUVDZRNHWR(OOLRWW¶VVWRU\RQWKHIURQWSDJHRI
Madison Vanguard.
The headline read HOUSING DEAL TICKET TO MAYORAL RACE: TYLER.
Pushed out on every social media platform, the story spread like wild fire among the
protesters at the park and by midday hundreds of them clashed with police as they
attempted to storm City Hall.
,WZDVDPLGWKHVHFODVKHVWKDW0D\RU$OEHUWDUHVSRQGHGWR0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶V
VWRU\FDOOLQJ7\OHU¶VGXSOLFLW\D³EHWUD\DO´WRWKHFLW\6Ke had been holding marathon
meetings with the city councilors and investment bankers to salvage the housing reforms
GHDO7KHUHYHODWLRQRI7\OHU¶VSROLWLFDOGHDOLQJVKRZHYHUUHQGHUHGDQ\SUHYLRXV
agreements he had made with the bankers as unacceptable, forcing her to renegotiate
from scratch. The city had only until the end of the day to pass the housing reforms deal
to regain access to the debt market and avoid a default on its $530 million bonds. Faced
with the impossible task of renegotiating the housing reforms within that short time span,
Alberta walked out of the meeting and went down the stairs of City Hall to speak directly
to the protesters.
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Accompanied by the city councilors, the mayor met with a group of people who
organized the rally and who could negotiate on behalf of the protesters. By the end of the
one-hour meeting, she walked up to an improvised stage and was handed a microphone to
address the crowd before her.
³,KHDU\RX1HZ<RUN´VKHVDLGWRWKHFKHHULQJRIWKHFURZG³7RGD\ZHZLOl
GHFLGHRQWKHIXWXUHRIRXUKRXVLQJDQGWKHIXWXUHRIRXUFLW\´
$OEHUWDWKHQH[SODLQHGKHUPHHWLQJZLWKWKHSURWHVWHUV¶UHSUHVHQWDWLYHVDQGODLG
bare the difficulty of the choices the city faced, all of which boiled down to the threat of
bankruptcy. Without a housing reforms deal, investment bankers were unwilling to
DUUDQJH1HZ<RUN¶VERQGVDOHVDQGZLWKRXWDFFHVVWRH[WHUQDOIXQGLQJWRUHILQDQFHGHEW
and fund its operations, the city would have to file for bankruptcy. She spelt out what it
meant for New York to go bankrupt: no funding for social spending such as health,
education, and public works, a debt restructuring that could force the city to sell public
assets to repay debt, and it might take another a decade before New York could ever raise
money from the market again. The pain would be shared among all citizens, across all
social programs.
³,DPUHDG\WRGUDJ1HZ<RUNLQWRWKLVGLIILFXOWSHULRGLI\RXDUHZLWKPH´VKH
VDLG³$UH\RXZLWKPH"´
Her question elicited some cheers from the crowd but most stood in silence as
WKH\ZHUHVWLOOGLJHVWLQJKHUVREHUDVVHVVPHQWRI1HZ<RUN¶VIDWH6KHZDVDVNLQJ1HZ
Yorkers to prepare to suffer, and she let that realization sink in for a moment before
continuing.
³7KLVLVWKHILQDOKRXVLQJGHDOZHFRXOGFRPHXSZLWK´WKHPD\RUVDLGZKLOH
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KROGLQJXSDGRFXPHQW³,FDQQRWIRUFHWKHPDUNHWWROHQGXVPRQH\VRWKLVGHDOLVDOOZH
have. It no longer contains the incentive deal, however, your interests are still
FRPSURPLVHGE\7\OHU¶VHDUOLHULQYROYHPHQW,Wis therefore a tainted agreement, and by
all accounts cannot be considered as having been negotiated in good faith. And after one
of the biggest and bloodiest protest we have seen in New York, I feel compelled to no
longer support the housing reforms. Considering all the above reasons, the city council
DQG,KDYHGHFLGHGWRUHMHFWWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPVGHDO´
Alberta paused and her gaze swept the crowd from left to right, perhaps hoping to
see people celebrate her announcement. But the silence persisted as though they knew she
ZDVQ¶WGRQH$QGWKH\ZHUHULJKW)RUZKDW0D\RU$OEHUWDZDVDERXWWRVD\QH[WVKH
would receive scathing criticism, even as some commentators later viewed her statement
as a brilliant albeit risky political bet.
³,KDYHUHMHFWHGWhe housing reforms deal, and am prepared to face the
consequences of a bankruptcy if \RXIROORZPH´VKHVDLGJLYLQJWKHFURZGDKDUGVWDUH
³7KLQNFDUHIXOO\DERXWLWDQGWHOOPHZKHWKHU\RX¶UHSUHSDUHGWRKDYH1HZ<RUNILOHIRU
bankruptcy under your naPHEHFDXVHLI\RX¶UHQRWWKHQ,ZLOOKDYHQRFKRLFHEXWWR
DSSURYHWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV´6KHORRNHGDWKHUZDWFK³<RXKDYHWZHOYHKRXUVXQWLO
midnight to decide, and when you make that decision, whichever it is, I will hear you
1HZ<RUN´
And so, the countdown began.

#
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Elliott ran up the stairs to the newsroom. It was just after 2 p.m. and the office
was bustling with reporters hammering on their keyboards as if deadline was already
knocking on the door. Anad had given him a two-hour break to visit Bridget in the
hospital, and in that time Mayor Alberta had delivered her controversial speech, financial
markets had tumbled on concerns New York will go bankrupt, Tyler had held a press
briefing to confirm his doomed plan to run for mayor, and Bennett, at last, had signed the
agreement to sell Madison Vanguard. If anything, however, these were just the opening
VDOYRVRIWRGD\¶VHYHQWV
Adam was already typing away on a story when Elliott sat down at his desk next
to him.
³:KRRZQVXVQRZ"´(OOLRWWDVNHGhis neighbor, as he powered up his computer
and unwrapped the sandwich he had bought for a late lunch.
$GDPVKUXJJHG³1RLGHD´KHVDLG³EXW,KHDUG%HQQHWWZLOOLQWURGXFHXVWRRXU
QHZRZQHUVWRQLJKW´
Why anyone would want to buy a dying newspaper when the economy was in
VKDPEOHVZDVEH\RQG(OOLRWW7KRXJKULJKWQRZKHGLGQ¶WFDUH6LWWLQJDWKLVGHVNDQG
staring at his two monitors felt like returning home. He had spent the past four days out
of the office with most of Sunday answering questions about Rafael at the FBI office and
in the evening playing card with Bridget, who despite a mild concussion, a fractured rib,
cuts to her head and arms, and bruises too many to count, showed no interest of resting.
Wolfing down his lunch, Elliott opened the websites he used to monitor news and
read the stories that had happened while he was out of the loop visiting Bridget today.

(*M!
!

!

Metro Desk was in charge of monitoring the on-the-ground situation at City Hall
Park, which by the third day of protest, resembled a camping ground that was attracting
supporters and volunteers and even celebrities. From ordinary citizens to famous actors,
to politicians, they came down to show their support, with some bringing along food,
while others just wanting to talk to the protesters, and others still riding the wave of
sympathy to pose for the camera. Two Madison Vanguard reporters, Laura and Peter,
had been at the park since Saturday, scouring for anecdotes, voices and color for the main
story, while occasionally interviewing city officials who dropped by. In the office, Adam
FRPSLOHGWKHLUUHSRUWLQJDQGVHQWWKHPRYHUWR$QDG(OOLRWW¶VDVVLJQPHQWZDVWR
interview civil society leaders, political analysts and city officials about the significance
of a New York bankruptcy, while making sure their comments also covered the
alternative outcome should the city approve the housing reforms deal. Anad and his
deputy metro editor Ridley were on writing duty, preparing two scenarios, one of
bankruptcy, the other on a housing reforms deal.
With Alberta setting a midnight deadline for protesters to decide, Chief Editor
Hernandez had secured a twenty-minute delay from the printing operator, allowing
HQRXJKWLPHIRUWKHSDSHUWRUHSRUWRQWKHFLW\¶VGHFLVLRQLQFDVHRIDPLGQLJKW
announcement. National desk was in charge of writing the front page story that would
HQFDSVXODWHWRGD\¶VHYHQWVZLWKPHWURDQGEXVLQHVVGHVNSURYLGLQJFRPPHQWVDQDO\VHV
anecdotes, voices and colors as needed.
Business desk dealt with the ensuing frenzy in the financial markets. Investors,
IHDULQJRWKHUFLWLHVZRXOGIROORZ1HZ<RUN¶VVWHSDQGGHIDXOWRQWKHLUGHEWGXPSHG
municipal bonds and sought the safety of holding cash. The selling spilled over to the
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VWRFNPDUNHWDV1HZ<RUN¶VEDQNUXSWF\VSDUNHGFRQFHUQRIa credit freeze that would
deprive companies of working capital, threatening manufacturers that rely on credit when
ordering supplies. The Dow Jones industrial average tumbled six percent, the biggest
decline in seven months, while the NASDAQ composite and the S&P 500 both lost five
percent.
,WZDVWKHUHIRUHRIOLWWOHVXUSULVHZKHQVKRUWO\EHIRUHSP0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶V
Washington correspondent, Thomas, called the office to notify that President Bolton
would hold a press conference later today to talk about New York. The news helped stem
losses in the markets as investors now speculate the President would approve a federal
bailout to avert a New York bankruptcy.
The possibility of a federal bailout also shifted the dynamics of the story. The
question of whether New York would escape bankruptcy no longer rested solely on the
willingness of protesters to accept the housing reforms deal. If President Bolton agreed to
bail out New York, protesters could still reject the reforms without plunging the city into
bankruptcy.
That however was of little assurance to Asian markets which plunged in their
opening trade just as U.S. markets had closed. Investors took their cues from declines in
the U.S., fearing a credit freeze would cut demand for Asian goods from U.S.
manufacturers, while a plunge in municipal bonds would hurt international banks holding
these securities.
By 10 p.m. reports started to flow in of Chinese and Japanese senior government
officials urging Washington to put an end to the New York fiscal crisis, adding pressure
on President Bolton to approve the bailout.
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Still, it had been six hours since Thomas called to say that President Bolton would
hold a press briefing. By now it had become clear that if Bolton were to address the
nation, it would be close to midnight.
³%ROWRQGRHVQ¶WZDQWWRDSSURYHWKHEDLORXWMXVW\HW´VDLG a political science
professor and commentator at the University of Delaware whom Elliott was interviewing
RQWKHSKRQH³)HGHUDOEDLORXWVHWVDEDGSUHFHGHQFHIRURWKHUFLWLHVWo demand similar
WUHDWPHQW´
³%ROWRQLVKRSLQJSURWHVWHUVZLOOFRPSURPLVHDQGDSSURYHWKHKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
GHDOWRDYRLGDEDQNUXSWF\LQZKLFKFDVHWKHUHZRXOGEHQRQHHGIRUDEDLORXW´DQRWKHU
SROLWLFDODQDO\VWVDLGE\SKRQH³7KHSUREOHPLVWKDWSURWHVWers have adopted the same
tactic. They are hoping Bolton will approve the bailout to avoid bankruptcy, in which
FDVHWKHUHZRXOGEHQRQHHGIRUDKRXVLQJUHIRUPVGHDO7KLVVWDOHPDWHPHDQVZHZRQ¶W
VHHDGHFLVLRQXQWLOFORVHWRPLGQLJKW´
Elliott was in the middle of transcribing the last few comments when Adam threw
a crumpled paper ball at him. Putting down the earphones, he saw his neighbor tipping
his head to the glassed office of Chief Editor Hernandez. Bennett was inside talking to
WKHSDSHU¶VWRSEUDss.
³/RRNVOLNHZH¶OOEHPHHWLQJRXUQHZRZQHUVVRRQ´$GDPVDLG
³7KLVODWH"´(OOLRWWDVNHGFKHFNLQJKLVZDWFK,WZDVSP³:K\GRQ¶WWKH\
MXVWGURSE\WRPRUURZDIWHUQRRQ"´
³,KHDUGWKH\ZDQWWRVHHWKHQHZVURRPLQDFWLRQZKHQWKHELJKRXVLQJUeforms
GHFLVLRQFRPHVDWPLGQLJKW´
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An unusual request, but then again, the whole acquisition of Madison Vanguard
was a peculiar affair. Elliott put on his earphones, and threw himself back to work,
transcribing pages after pages of quotes. It must have been about twenty minutes later
that he noticed something was off.
Looking up, he saw Anad standing across his desk, staring at him and to his right
Adam too was staring at him. When he noticed Bennett and Hernandez to his left, Elliott
hit the stop button on his recorder and put down his earphones. Why is everyone staring

at me?
³+HOOR(OOLRWW´VDLGDZRPDQ¶VYRLFHIURPEHKLQGKLPDYRLFHKHUHFRJQL]HG+H
turned around in his chair and his jaw dropped. Standing before him was Lisa Cheung,
his former girlfriend. Dressed in a blazer and a skirt, and with her shoulder length hair,
she looked stunning that it almost hurt.
³,W¶VEHHQDORQJWLPH´/LVDVDLG
Elliott rose from his seat, his mind still trying to grasp the sight of Lisa standing
in front of him. How long had it been the last time he saw her? Three, four years?
³:HOOLWVHHPVOLNH\RXNQRZHDFKRWKHUDOUHDG\´%HQQHWWVDLG³(OOLRWWKHUHLV
RXU\RXQJHVWUHSRUWHUEXWKH¶VEHHQWKHGULYLQJIRUFHEHKLQGRXUKRXVLQJUHIRUPV
FRYHUDJH´
Elliott extended his hand but she hugged him instead, then stepped back and took
a good look at him.
³<RXKDYHQ¶WFKDQJHGDELW´VKHVDLG³\RXVWLOOGUHVVOLNH\RXXVHGWRDWFROOHJH
VKLUWDQGEOD]HU´
He looked at his cloth, more a reflex than to actual see what he wore.
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³/LVDZKDWDUH\RXGRLQJKHUH"´+HDVNHG
%HQQHWWVWHSSHGLQ³0LVV&KHXQJLVWKHIRXQGHURIWKHFROODERUDWLYHVHDUFK
project, Meridio One, and she is here on behalf of Mr. Davidson, the new owner of
0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGZKRXQIRUWXQDWHO\FDQ¶WFRPHWRQLJKW´
/LVDWXUQHGWR+HUQDQGH]³,VWKHUHVRPHZKHUH(OOLRWWDQG,FDQWDONLQSULYDWHIRU
DPRPHQW"´
³2IFRXUVH´WKHFKLHIHGLWRUVDLG³7KLVZD\SOHDVH´
+HOHWWKHPWR/DPEHUW¶V ROGRIILFHZKLFKKDGQ¶WEHHQWRXFKHGVLQFH%HQQHWW
fired him four days ago. Hernandez must have figured that with Bennett no longer in
charge, Madison Vanguard would rehire their old chief editor. Lisa took a seat by the
couch and Elliott sat down in a lounge chair beside it. Hernandez left and closed the door
behind him.
³6R´/LVDVDLGVWUDLJKWHQLQJKHUVNLUW³<RXUVWRU\KDVFDXVHGTXLWHDVWLU´
³7\OHUZDVVHOOLQJRXWWKHFLW\IRUKLVSROLWLFDOJDLQVVR\HDKWKDW¶VDELJGHDO´
Elliott said.
Whatever Rafael had told Tyler while he was his hostage, it had turned the
comptroller into a compliant source who willingly committed political suicide by
admitting to the deals he struck with the backers of the housing reforms program. Elliott
KRZHYHUGLGQ¶W DQGFRXOGQ¶WKDYHSUHGLFWHG0D\RU$OEHUWD¶VUHDFWLRQWRKLVIURQW-page
story. The story was merely one trigger in a chain of events that was now hurling New
York toward the finale of its housing reforms saga.
³,¶YHDOZD\VWKRXJKW\RX¶UHZDVWLQJ\RXUWDOHQWVE\EHFRPLQJDUHSRUWHU´/LVD
VDLG³EXW\RX¶UHDFWXDOO\JRRGDWLW´
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She might be impressed but knowing that the new owners had been the ones who
demanded Madison Vanguard run the story, it felt as if Lisa had planned for this all
along. Knowing heUKHZRXOGQ¶WEHVXUSULVHGLIVKHKDG
³'LG\RXKDYHDQ\WKLQJWRGRZLWKWHOOLQJ/DPEHUWWKDWLIZHGLGQ¶WUXQ7\OHU¶V
VWRU\'DYLGVRQZRXOGQ¶WEX\WKHSDSHU"´
³:HOO%HQQHWWLQWURGXFHGPHWR/DPEHUWDERXWWZRZHHNVDJRDQGWKHQRQ
Saturday he told me how Bennett scuttled the Tyler story. Obviously Lambert wanted me
to pressure Bennett, but Davidson and I decided that it was important for us to see the
SDSHUEHDEOHWRIHQGIRULWVHOIDQGWKDWLILWFRXOGQ¶WWKHQZHZHUHQRORQJHULQWHUHVWHGLQ
acquiring Madison Vanguard. It turned out your friend Bridget managed to convince
+HUQDQGH]DQGVDYHWKHGD\VRLIDQ\WKLQJ\RXVKRXOGWKDQNKHU´
Elliott sighed as he thought about Lisa had told him. Regardless of Bridget, it was
his paper that Lisa meddled with, and simply thinking of this made him remember who
VKHZDV/LVDKDGQ¶WFKDQJHG)LYH\HDUVDJRVKHKDGFRQYLQFHGKLPWRDEDQGRQFROOHJH
and move with her to New York, only to dump him a year later and run off with his idea
for the collective search project. Working for Madison Vanguard was all he had now.
/LVD¶VPHGGOLQJZLWKWKHSDSHU¶VDIIDLUVDQGKHUYHU\SUHVHQFHLQWKHQHZVURRPIHOWOLNHD
hand in his pocket reaching for his wallet.
³:KDWGR\RXZDQWIURPXV":KRLVWKLV'DYLGVRQJX\DQGZKDWGR you have to
GRZLWKKLP"´
³7KDW¶VZKDW,ZDQWHGWRWDONWR\RXDERXW´/LVDVDLGVHHPLQJO\XQUXIIOHGE\KLV
WRQH³'DYLGVRQLVDYHQWXUHFDSLWDOLVWDFWXDOO\DIULHQGRIWKLVKHGJHIXQGRZQHU
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Rentschler whom you mention in your story. Anyway, he and I, or rather Meridio One,
DUHSDUWQHULQJXS´
³:KDWNLQGRISDUWQHUVKLS"´
³'DYLGVRQKDVERXJKW0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGZKLFKZHZLOOIROGLQWR0HULGLR2QH
under our newly created meGLDGLYLVLRQ,QUHWXUQKH¶OOUHFHLYHDVKDUHLQ0HULGLR2QH´
VKHVDLG³,DPVWLOOWKHPDMRULW\RZQHURIWKHFRPSDQ\WKRXJK´
³%XWZK\ZRXOG\RXEHLQWHUHVWHGLQRZQLQJDPHGLD"´
³0HULGLR2QHKDVPLOOLRQVRIXVHUVVKDULQJWKHLU,QWHUQHWVHDUFKKLVWRU\ZLWKXV
anonymously of course, but that number is growing fast. As you know, they can access
HDFKRWKHU¶VVHDUFKKLVWRU\ZKLFKWXUQVWKHLUEURZVLQJLQWRWKLVOLYLQJself-expanding
GDWDEDVHRILQIRUPDWLRQRQWKHZHEWKDWDQ\RQHFDQWDSLQWR´
Elliott clearly understood what she meant, for the project had been his idea to
begin with. Besides, he had been in contact with Petersson to help Meridio One become
ZKDWLWZDVWRGD\%XWLQDOOKLVFRQYHUVDWLRQZLWK3HWHUVVRQKHKDGQ¶WKHDUGDQ\WKLQJ
about expanding into the media business.
³$QGKRZGRHV0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUGILWLQDOOWKLV"´
LiVDWXUQHGKHUKHDGDZD\ZKLFKVKHDOZD\VGLGZKHQVKHZDVQ¶WVXUHKRZWR
DQVZHUDQGZLWK0DGLVRQ9DQJXDUG¶VIXWXUHDWVWDNHWKLVFRXOGPHDQWURXEOH(OOLRWW
leaned forward as she spoke.
³7KHPHGLDLVRQO\DVJRRGDVLWVVRXUFHRILQIRUPDWLRQDQGWKDW¶Vwhere Meridio
One comes in. We want to embed the Internet with the media, vertical integration. From
the source of information on the web, the tools to analyze the information, to the
SUHVHQWDWLRQRIWKDWLQIRUPDWLRQWRWKHSXEOLFDOOLQRQHSURGXFW´
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She sounded as though she had memorized that sentence, however, Elliott
recognized the appeal behind this idea. Meridio One was a powerful search engine that
could dug out information from the deep web, while its analytics could trace web usage
based on userV¶SURILOHVWKDWFRYHUHGSHUVRQDOLQIRUPDWLRQIURPDJHJHQGHUORFDWLRQWR
profession, and hobbies. Combining this database with the ability to influence public
GLVFRXUVHWKURXJKWKHPHGLDDQGLWZDVQ¶WKDUGWRLPDJLQHDQ2UZHOOLDQQLJKWPDUHLQWKH
making.
³7HOOPH/LVDDUH\RXVXUH\RXZDQWWKLV"´
³7KHIXWXUHRIPHGLDLVQ¶WSULQW(OOLRWW,W¶VZLWKFRPSDQLHVOLNHXVWKDWGHDOZLWK
LQIRUPDWLRQ´
³'RQ¶WJLYHPHRQHRI'DYLGVRQ¶VVSLHOGR\RXDFWXDOO\EHOLHYHLQWKLV"´
Lisa looked at him and he detected her head tilting for a split second, a no? And in
that instance he realized that Meridio One too might be in trouble.
A knock at the glass door broke the silence, and Hernandez poked his head in.
³6RUU\WRLQWHUUXSW3resident Bolton and the protesters are about to announce
WKHLUGHFLVLRQ´KHVDLG
(OOLRWWFKHFNHGKLVZDWFK,W¶VDOUHDG\SP
³(OOLRWWZH¶OOKDYHWRWDONDERXWWKLV´/LVDVDLGVWDQGLQJXS³%XWQRZOHW¶VVHH
how this housing reforms story ends.´
$V/LVDZDONHGRYHUWR+HUQDQGH]¶VRIILFHQH[WGRRU(OOLRWWZHQWWRKLVGHVNWR
see if Anad needed his help but the editor shook his head.
³:H¶UHJRRG(OOLRWW´$QDGVDLG³1DWLRQDOGHVNZLOOKDQGOHLWIURPKHUH´
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The editor rose from his seat and WRJHWKHUWKH\ZHQWWR+HUQDQGH]¶VRIILFH
Bennett, Lisa, and Business Editor Philip were standing in front of a large TV screen
which showed a live coverage from two locations. On the right side of the screen, the TV
news channel split its screen to show the empty podium at the White House press briefing
room, and on the left the empty podium at City Hall Park surrounded by the crowd of
protesters.
6HFUHWDU\RI7UHDVXU\2OLYHUZLOODQQRXQFH1HZ<RUN¶VEDLORXWGHFLVLRQWKH79
commentator said. Speaking on behalf of the housing protesters would be housing activist
&DUOD%URQVRQZKR¶VDORQJ-time resident of a public housing in Brooklyn, she said.
Somewhere behind the cameras, correspondent Thomas and metro desk reporters Laura
and Peter were ready with their questions.
7KHUDGLRRQ+HUQDQGH]¶VGHVNSOD\HGDUHFRUGHGSKRQHLQWHUYLHZZLWK%URQVRQ
and the chief editor turned up the volume.
³6RZKDW¶VJRLQJWRKDSSHQQH[W"´WKHLQWHUYLHZHUDVked and Elliott recognized
Nancy¶VYRLFH
³:H¶UHZDLWLQJIRU3UHVLGHQWBolton to PDNHDPRYH´%URQVRQWROG1DQF\ over
WKHSKRQH³,IKHGHFLGHVWREDLORXWWKHFLW\WKHQWKHUH¶VQRQHHGIRUXVWRFKRRVH
EHWZHHQKRXVLQJUHIRUPVDQGEDQNUXSWF\´
³%XWZKDWLIKHGRHVQ¶WPDNHDGHFLVLRQE\WKHPLGQLJKWGHDGOLQH"´1DQF\ asked.
³,GRQ¶WZDQWWRVSHFXODWH´%URQVRQVDLG³%XWOHWPHWHOO\RXWKLV,IKHOHWV1HZ
York go bankrupt, which I was told will impact the rest of the country, then it will be his
fault. So I am confident that Bolton will make the right decision before the midnight
GHDGOLQH´
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³%ROWRQKDVUHSHDWHGO\VDLGKHZLOOQRWEDLORXW1HZ<RUN´1DQF\ said.
³7KDWZDVEHIRUHZHWRRNWRWKHVWUHHWV´%URQVRQUHSOLHG
Nancy¶VLQWHUYLHZZLWK%URQVRQPXVWKDYHEHHQIURPDIHZKRXUVDJR(OOLRWW
looked at the clock on the walO,WZDVSPDQG3UHVLGHQW%ROWRQKDGQ¶WFKDnged
his mind yet about saving New York from bankruptcy.
³,VLWMXVWPHRUGRHVDQ\RQHDOVRWKLQNWKDW6HFUHWDU\2OLYHUDQG%URQVRQDUH
ZDLWLQJIRUHDFKRWKHUWRPDNHWKHDQQRXQFHPHQWILUVW"´/LVDDVNHd.
³7KDW¶VH[DFWO\ZKDW¶VKDSSHQLQJQRZ´+HUQDQGH]VDLG³<RXVHHWKHPRPHQW
Mayor Alberta had announced she was willing to lead New York into bankruptcy,
:DVKLQJWRQKDGQRFKRLFHEXWWRVSULQJLQWRDFWLRQ´
³:K\"´/LVDDVNHG
³7KHIHGHUDOJRYHUQPHQWFDQ¶WDIIRUGWROHW1HZ<RUNJREDQNUXSW´3KLOLSVDLG
³,W¶OOKXUWFRQILGHQFHLQWKHPDUNHWDQGLILQYHVWRUVDUHDIUDLGWKH\ZRQ¶WEX\PXQLFLSDO
ERQGVDQ\PRUHRUOHQGPRQH\IRUWKDWPDWWHU:H¶UHWDONLQJDERXWDFUHGLWIUHH]HWKDWFDQ
seriously damage WKHHFRQRP\6RWKHUH¶VPRUHDWVWDNHWKDQ1HZ<RUNEXW%ROWRQZDV
previously confident that the city will adopt the housing reforms. Now with the weekend
ULRWVDQG$OEHUWDSUDFWLFDOO\KDQGLQJWKHGHFLVLRQWRSURWHVWHUVKH¶VIRUFHGWRLQWHUYHQH´
³4XLWH DPRYHE\$OEHUWD´/LVDVDLG³6RWKHTXHVWLRQLVZKR¶OOWKURZWKHWRZHO
ILUVW%ROWRQRUWKHSURWHVWHUV´
The two podiums at the White House and City Hall Park were still empty.
³7KLVLVFODVVZDU´%HQQHWWFKLPHGLQFDXVLQJHYHU\RQHWRORRNDWKLP(OOLRWW
GLGQ¶WH[SHFWWKHSKUDVH³FODVVZDU´WRFRPHRXWIURPWKHW\FRRQ¶VPRXWK³&OHDUO\\RX
have people in Washington telling President Bolton not to bail out New York because
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their ideology dictates them to demand the city swallow the bitter pill of housing reforms.
7KLVLVZK\KHKDVQ¶WPDGHDGHFLVLRQ\HW2QWKHRWKHUKDQG\RXKDYHSHRSOHLQ1HZ
<RUNZKRGRQ¶WZDQWWRHQGXSKRPHOHVV´
,W¶VSPDQGRQWKHSRGLXPDW&LWy Hall Park, Mayor Alberta, a number of
city councilors and what looked like Bronson walked up the stage and formed a semicircle behind the podium. No sign of Secretary Oliver yet.
³%RWKVLGHVKRZHYHUGRQ¶WZDQWEDQNUXSWF\´%HQQHWWFRQWLQXHG³,W¶VEDGfor
business and it¶s bad for citizens. So which side fears bankruptcy most? Whoever throws
WKHWRZHOILUVWLWZLOOVD\DORWDERXWWKHVWDWHRIWKLVFRXQWU\´
At 11:54 p.m. Secretary Oliver stepped behind the podium, adjusting the
microphone. A few seconds later Bronson stepped out of the group and walked up to the
podium.
³'HFLVLRQWLPH´$QDGPXUPXUHGDVWKHFORFNRQWKHZDOOVWUXFNSP
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